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Bulat Okudzhava:
Bard and Voice of a Waking Russian Nation

ABSTRACT

Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava, the originator of the style of Russian bards, was the
first to express his nation’s disillusionment over the country’s political system and
government in a new and alternative way.

For this purpose, he used the direct impact of his poetry, a part of which he would
sing for audiences, accompanied only by his guitar. This sort of communication between
the writer and his interlocutors remained in sharp contrast with the means traditionally
used by the official Soviet mass culture. The spreading of guitar poetry was impossible to
control by authorities, since for popularization it used not only public gatherings, but also
a new piece of technology at the time, tape recorders, a medium brilliantly used by
Magnitizdat.

As opposed to Okudzhava’s prose, the body of his poetry is largely understudied.
One of the possible approaches to his poetic works may be that of classifying them
according to their themes.

In the poetry of Bulat Okudzhava, several distinctive thematic categories can be
distinguished. The themes that dominated the poet’s creative years interpenetrate and
overlap one another, as well as provide a reference for his secondary themes.

In the present thesis, the dominant themes will be analyzed from a biographical
and historical angle. War will be the first major theme explored. This will be followed by
a description of Okudzhava’s works dealing with the cult of Stalin and the associated
personal tragedy of the author, who witnessed the execution of his father and deportation
of his mother. Subsequently, the themes of work, creator and creativity, poet and poetry,
music and painting will be discussed. Other themes typical for Okudzhava are those of
the city (especially Moscow), the street (especially the Arbat), nature, folklore, and
Georgia. The body of the present thesis will conclude with the description of the basic
thrusts of Okudzhava’s ethics and philosophy, that are most clearly expressed in his
“philosophical” verses (concerning belief, hope, love, destiny, women, friends, and man’s
inner world).

Since Okudzhava’s poetry is heavily grounded in the historical context of the
Stalin and post-Stalin era and is an alternative voice to what was imposed by official
literature, it is natural and valuable to see it against the background of the Socialist
Realist canon of Soviet state-controlled literary production.
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Bulat Okudzhava :
Le chantre et la voix d’une nation russe réveillée

RESUME

Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava, [’auteur innovateur du style des chantres russes, fut
le premier a exprimer sa désillusion de la nation vis-a-vis du systéme politique et du
gouvernement du pays, et ce, d’une maniére neuve et peu conventionnelle.

A cette fin, il se servit de I’impact direct de sa poésie, une partie de laquelle il
chanterait a I’auditoire, accompagné seulement de sa guitare. Ce type de communication
entre le parolier et ses interlocuteurs vint rompre nettement avec les moyens que se
donnait traditionnellement la culture de masse soviétique officielle. L’engouement que
suscita la poésie pour guitare fut telle que les autorités ne purent en venir & bout. Pour cet
effet de popularisation, on eut non seulement recours a des rassemblements publics mais
on utilisa également le nouveau matériel technologique du moment, a savoir le
magnétophone a bande, un moyen d’expression dont se servit avec brio Magnitizdat.

Par opposition a sa prose, les textes de la poésie d’Okudzhava sont largement
repris. Une des approches éventuelles & privilégier pour ses ceuvres poétiques pourrait
consister a les classer en fonction du théme abordé.

Dans la poésie de Bulat Okudzhava, on peut distinguer plusieurs catégories
thématiques distinctes. Les thémes qui dominent les années créatives du pocte
s’interpénétrent et se chevauchent mutuellement, de méme qu’ils servent de référence aux
thémes secondaires.

Dans cette these, les themes dominants seront analysés a partir des points de vue
biographique et historique. La guerre sera le premier théme principal exploré. Suivra
ensuite une description des oeuvres d’Okudzhava. Celle-ci aborde le culte de Staline et la
tragédie personnelle de ’auteur qui y est associée, a savoir qu’il fut témoin de 1’exécution
de son pere et de la déportation de sa mére. Subséquemment, les thémes portant sur le
travail, le créateur et la créativité, le poéte et la poésie, la musique et la peinture seront
discutés. D’autres thémes de prédilection chers a Okudzhava concernent la ville (Moscou
particulicrement), la rue (surtout 1’Arbat), la nature, le folklore et la Georgie. Cette thése
se conclura par la description des idées de base sur I’éthique et la philosophie
d’Okudzhava, lesquelles sont exprimées le plus clairement dans ses versets
«°philosophiques®» (a propos de la croyance, I’espoir, ’amour, du destin, des femmes,
des amis et du monde intérieur de I’homme).

Etant donné que la poésie d’Okudzhava est fortement ancrée dans le contexte
historique de I’¢re stalinienne et post-stalinienne et que sa poésie représente une voix
paralléle a tout ce qu’imposa la littérature officielle, il est donc naturel et intéressant de



I’observer par rapport au climat qui régna a travers les régles réalistes socialistes de la
production littéraire soviétique étatisée.
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A NOTE ON THE TRANSLATIONS AND TRANSLITERATION

Translations of the poems and citations were done by the author of the thesis.
They are not meant to be literary, but simply to render the meaning of the Russian works
cited understandable to English-speaking readers.

The transliteration system follows the Romanization rules from the tables of the
Modified Library of Congress and American Library Association (i.e. without the
diacritical marks and ligatures).
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INTRODUCTION

...A roapl NpOoXOoaiT, KaK MECHH.
Wuaue na MHUD A TIIAXKY.

(...And the years pass, like songs.
And I see the world differently now.)'

S KITaHAKCHh HU3KO NMO3HAHHA MOPIO 6e30peiHOMY,
Pa3yMHEIH CBOM BEK, MHOTOOIMBITHBIIN BEK CBOI 11064,

(I'am bowing low before the endless sea of knowledge,
Loving my intelligent and changing times.)?

Definition:

For the purposes of the present thesis, Russian bards’ will be seen as
representatives of a 1960s Soviet cultural reaction to the official state culture. The
original English term bard is not linked with the notion of opposition or reaction to
government”, and the Russian bards were not expressing the official ideology through
their art, as the English meaning of the term bard may suggest.

On the contrary, their story reveals how post-Stalinist Soviet society embarked on

a path of cultural and civil disobedience to a government that had “[assumed] the role of

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskii dvorik,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001)
176.

? Bulat Okudzhava, “Byloe nel'zia vorotit', i pechalit’sia ne o chem...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 284.

* For more detailed information regarding the Russian bards, refer to Appendix 1 at the end of the thesis.

* Among the ancient Celts a bard was a sort of official poet whose task was to celebrate national events —
particularly heroic actions and victories. The bardic poets of Gaul and Britain were a distinct social class
with special privileges. The ‘caste’ continued to exist in Ireland and Scotland, but nowadays /is/ more or
less confined to Wales, where poetry contests and festivals, known as the Eisteddfodau, were revived in
1822 (afier a lapse since Elizabethan times). In modern Welsh a bardd is a poet who has taken part in an
Eisteddfod. In more common parlance the term may be half seriously applied to a distinguished poet —
especially Shakespeare. J.A. Cuddon, The Penguin Dictionary of Literary Terms and Literary Theory
(Toronto: Penguin Books, 1999) 76.




an absolute spiritual leader™

for the country. Contained within the sources used for this
thesis was the term minstrel®, which also refers to the Russian bards.

Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava’, a Russian poet whose fame began to spread at the
end of the 1950s and peaked in popularity in the 1960s, was a major Russian bard who

created a genuinely new genre of bard song. The title of Russian bards is used for him as

well as B. Akhmadulina, A. Galich, Y. Kim, V. Vysotskii and others.

Limitations of the Subject Matter, Scholarship and Need for Study:

Okudzhava was arguably the most important figure in the bard movement. He
created a self-sufficient system of literary works based on humanistic issues and
philosophical impulses, instead of submitting to the government’s dictates for literature.
It is therefore surprising that no extensive and detailed research into his poetry exists.
Therefore, a thesis focusing on the works of this Russian bard will be a valuable
contribution to Slavic studies. It introduces a new approach to Okudzhava’s poetry that is
based on a thematic investigation of his works, focusing heavily on the shifting socio-
culfural and political situation before and during the time that he produced his works. The

results should be of interest to scholars specializing in modern poetry at large, to those

* Rosette C. Lamont, "Horace's Heirs: Beyond Censorship in the Soviet Songs of the Magnitizdat," World
Literature Today 53 (1979) 220.

¢ Originally, this term referred to a medieval singer or poet: Minstrel: 1. A medieval musician who
performed songs or recited poetry with instrumental accompaniment. 2. A performer in a minstrel show. 3.
Archaic or poetic: any poet, musician or singer. Cited after: William T. McLeod, ed. The New Collins
Concise Dictionary of the English Language (London & Glasgow: Collins, 1982) 719. For more on the oral
tradition, the Spanish-American payadores, northern France trouvéres and southern France troubadours,
consult Cuddon 512, 617, 653 and 949.

Minstrel: One of a class of medieval musicians who sang or recited to the accompaniment of instruments.
Originally the English equivalent of the French "troubadour" and the German "minnesinger”. Cited after:
Minister of Public Works and Government Services Canada, Termium. The Government of Canada
Linguistic Data Bank, CD-ROM (Ottawa: Translation Bureau, 1999).

7 For a detailed biography of Okudzhava, refer to Appendix 2 at the end of the thesis.




interested in the poetry of other bards as well as to those interested in novel forms of
music.

Okudzhava’s poetry provides the primary sources for this thesis. Since
Okudzhava was first and foremost a poet (in interviews he repeatedly stressed that he was
not a guitarist or a songwriter but a poet®), the focus will be on his poems. The poems that
will be considered are those meant to be sung as well as those meant to be read. For the
sake of manageability, certain delimitations have been imposed on the scope of the verses
presented. In order to investigate the greatest possible number of his varied thematic
blocks while respecting the prescribed length of the thesis, poems that did not clearly fit
into a given thematic group were omitted. For the same reason, the study will focus on
the subject matter of Okudzhava’s poetry as the unifying vehicle of his works rather than
style. Since Okudzhava’s prose works provide a complementary understanding of the
bard, these are included as primary sources as well. Some attention to Okudzhava’s
prosaic works and their somewhat transitory place in the writings of Okudzhava is

devoted in Appendix 2.

8 -Hmo xacaemcs b6apoa, s ne coscem XOpouLO NPeACMAsAAIO - YMO MO 3HAUUM. Mo Yenosex, nowwui
ceou cmuxu, 0a? Mla. H uzpatowuii noo umapy. Hy enagnoe, cé-maxu, umo s nuuty cmuxu. Smo 2nagHoe.
A 6cé ocmanvroe — 3mo emopocmenenroe yice. IMo cpedCmeo BbIPANCCHUA CIMUX08: OOUH UX YUMAEM
NpexpacHo, Opyeou nanesaem nod sumapy. -A eumapa Bam nomozaem? -HemHooicko nomozaem, Ho He 60
ecex cyuasx. Hem, ecmo cmuxu, Ha komopbie 5 MO2Y NPUOYMame Men00UI0 U MOZY CReMb, U eCMb CHIUXH,
HA KOMOpble 5 He Mo2y npudymamo menoouio u cnemo He mozy. Ilowemy? — smo maiina, s 00 cux nop
2mo20 noHame He mozy. To ecmv, meopemusupoeamo Ha smy memy i He umero 603moAcHocmu. [-As for
bard, I do not know exactly what this term means. It is someone singing his songs, right? Yes, to Zuitar
music. But what is most important is that I write poems. This is the main thing. Everything else is
secondary. This is a way of expressing poems: one person can read them very nicely, and another person
sings them playing on a guitar. -And does the guitar help you? -1t helps a bit, but not always. No, there are
poems for which I can compose music and sing them, but there are also poems, for which I cannot come up
with music or sing them. Why? — This is a mystery and I still don’t understand it. I mean, I have no
possibility of theorizing about that]. Aleksandr E. Petrakov, Bulat Okudzhava: 'Ta nikomu nichego ne
naviazyval...' (Moscow: Knizhnyi magazin, 1997) 82-3.




The list of secondary sources includes a large number of articles regarding
Okudzhava and his works. Authors of such articles include Bazhenova, Chudakova,
Krylov and Rishina, among others. Additionally, other poets and bards such as
Akhmadulina, Matveeva, Evtushenko and Voznesenskii also wrote about him. However,
some of the secondary references cited are obsolete Soviet-era articles written with the
political intent of silencing and even destroying the author’s credibility with the people.

It is a common situation in the case of an undiscovered and under-studied poet
that only a very limited number of books and dissertations have been written on such an
author. A collection of Okudzhava's responses to questions from the public (Byiam

Oxyoorcasa: A _nuxomy nuvezo ne Haeaswiean...), edited by Petrakov, provides some

interesting information and will be cited in the present work. As far as dissertations are
concerned, only two were found, and in both cases attention was devoted to the author’s
prose works’.

The author of the present study has not located any monographic attempt to
descﬁbe the poetry of Bulat Okudzhava. The many interviews, journal and paper articles
that are available only provide scattered pieces to the whole picture of who Okudzhava
was and exactly what he accomplished in the field of literature. The failure of
Okudzhava’s poetic body of writing to attract well deserved scholarly recognition is yet
another reason why the particular themes of Okudzhava’s poetry, as well as some aspects

of his creative laboratory, were researched. This kind of innovative work, thematically

° The two works are: Liubov Arsen'evna Krechkova, “Fiction and Reality: The prose of Bulat Okudzhava,”
diss., U. of North Carolina, 1991 and Lorraine Aten Ranchod, “The Early Novels of Bulat Okudzhava:
'‘Bednyi Avrosimov' and 'Pokhozhdeniia Shipova': Political Allegory of the Period of Zastoi in the Soviet
Union,” diss., U.of Virginia, 1992.



discussing more than just a single volume of Okudzhava’s poetry, should be useful in
further research on his poetry.

The fact that Okudzhava died in 1997 and has still received so little scholarly
attention provides a further reason why in-depth and extensive research into his poetry
should be carried out. The lack of research on Okudzhava’s poetry represents a glaring
omission in the critical corpus surrounding his work. With a focus on the themes of his

poetry, this thesis aims to fill in this omission.

Background:
While the Soviet public had been used to obedience and one way of thinking

under the terror filled rule of Stalin'®, Okudzhava’s works contributed to the process of

19 1..] such writers as Bitov, Okudzhava, and Iskander seem to represent an extreme reaction against
literary practices inherited from the Stalin period; the only trace of socialist realism in their works is
clearly parodic. Deming Brown, The Last Years of Soviet Russian Literature: Prose Fiction 1975-1991
(Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1993) 60.

H som c cepedunvr 50-x 20006, c ommenenu, ymennusuwieis Oyuwiu u pasmacuueuLesi cepoyd, HavUHAemcs
emopas ¢asa — u mpyono nodobpame eii 6Gonee MOuHOE HA3BAHUE, HEM «COYUANUCHIUYECKU
cenmumenmanusmy.  Oname  KpUMUKA — JHCECMKUX — KIACCUYUCMUYECKUX — KAHOHO8,  OMKA3  Om
«COYUONOSUIMAY, CHABULE20 «BYTb2APHBIMY, — 8 NONL3Y MOPANLHBIX HOOX0008 NO «OYME) U HO (COBECHUY.
B yenmpe enumanus — nenosmopumas. yenogeveckas auunocme. «Jlodeil Heunmepecuvix 8 mupe Hem» —
Kpedo 00HO20 u3 3aduHamenel smoz0 Ho6020 cenmumenmanusma Egzenus Eemywienxo, cpagnumoe no
SHQUEHUIO UMb ¢ OECCMEPMHbIM KAPAMIUHCKUM. «U Kpecmbanku mobume ymetomy. CHoéa obpasbl
«MANEHBKUX JH0O€TL), NOPMHBIX, OYX2anbmepos u YynouHuY eMecmo nonkogooyes u pamobopyes. Inasnoe
mpebosanue K IUMEPamype — UCKPEHHOCHIb, JUYHAA 6360AHOGAHHOCMb, UCHoBeOwibHocmb. [nasHoe
HaNpasneHue — «HPAeCMBeHHbIe NOUCKUY, Joweduiue Yymb nu He 00 cepedenwr 80-x, anpouem, yoce be3
Haoexcowr na obpemenus. A. Bosnecenckud, b. Owxyoxcasa, B. Axcenos, A. Bumoes, FO. Kasaxos, IO.
Tpughonos, B. Tenopsaros, — 6ce oHu OPMUPOSBAIUCL HA SMOM 2NABHOM HANPABTEHUY, HE3ABUCUMO O
pasbpoca nocnedyiowux nymeil. «ICMpaoHas, ROIIUAN, «UCROBEOATLHARL NPO3AY», «20POOCKAsT NPO3AN,
«20pOOCKOUT POMAHCY — MAKOG6l OblMu 3HAKU U BEXU «CEHMUMEHMANOHOSO GOCHUMAHUAY 6 Hawel
cnogecriocmu 50-x — 60-x 20006. H mym dice, Kax 6MOpoi, 803MyHCcanblii NEPUOd MO20 Hee OBUNCCHUS, HA
CMEHY I10HOU MEeYmameneHOCY NpUXoOum Cypo8as. CONNCEHUYBIHCKAS NPON06edb HPABCMBEHHOZ0
OMUMEHUA. «JICUmb He RO axcuy... Teapoosckutl, «Hoewlii Mupy», nosmuka 2opbkol npagovl u My4UMOi
cogecmu... [And suddenly, at the beginning of the 50s, as a result of the thaw, which warmed souls and
softened hearts, the second phase began — and it is difficult to find a more exact name for it than “Socialist
Sentimentalism”. Once again the criticism of severe classicist canons, rejection of “sociologism”, which
became “vulgar” - towards a moral approach involving “soul” and “conscience.” Unique human
individuality was in the centre of attention. “There are no uninteresting people in the world” — this was the
credo of one of the pioneers of this new sentimentalism, Evgenii Evtushenko. Its importance can only be
compared with the eternal Karamzin's “even peasant women can love.” Once again portraits of “small




destroying the Soviet myth, Soviet canon and the omnipresent concept of napmuiinocme
[Party spirif]. Okudzhava’s works romanticized the people’s common life and
encouraged people to seek their individual paths. Additionally, he evoked intimate
feelings of empathy from the people, a dimension of personal experience that State
officials had prohibited from being expressed in literature. Okudzhava also revealed the
beauty and good hidden in every person and in every social situation in a new way of
sharing his own feelings and he encouraged his generation to see individuals in the
faceless crowd. In a chamber-like way, free of any unnecessary pathos, he spoke of war,
terror, town, nature, loneliness, women, love and death. It was Okudzhava, again, who
for the first time changed the ideological tone into a much more elegiac and emotionally
touching one while singing about war and its impact on a single human being'' as he
opposed and questioned the idea of “just wars.”

Okudzhava’s hero is a common person full of emotions that are acknowledged
and not ignored for the sake of Soviet ideals to be unfeeling as a dead corpse. Such a

portrayal of the Soviet hero was in complete disagreement with the State’s officially

people”, tailors, accountants and stocking-makers replaced those of army commanders and fighters. The
main requirement from literature was sincerity, personal involvement and confession. The overall direction
— “moral quest” — continued almost into the mid-80s, but already without the hope of yielding any results.
A. Voznesenskii, B. Okudzhava, V. Aksenov, A. Bitov, Iu. Kazakov, Iu. Trifonov, V. Tendriakov — all of them
Jollowed this main direction, although their paths subsequently diverged. “Stage poetry”, “confession
prose”, “city prose”, “city romance” — these were the aspects and landmarks of “sentimental education”
in our literature of the 50s and 60s. And then, in the second period of the same movement, the young
dreamers are phased out by Solzhenitsyn’s severe forecast of moral cleansing: “live without lie” ...
Tvardovskii, “Novyi mir”, the poetry of bitter truth and tormented conscience...] Michail Epshtein,
Postmodern v Rossii: Literatura i teoriia (Moscow: Izdanie P. Elinina, 2000). 156.

"' B necne «A kax nepsas eourHa» OKyoxcasa, Kax 6cez0d, 2080PUIM He OM UMEHI HAPOOd U NOKOTEHUS, O
Uem HeUusMEeHHO Opamopcmeonsaiy Ka3enHvle nosmel, a — om cgoe2o umenu. Ceotl onvim, c80s MblCb, C80S
unmonayus. [In the song “And the First War” Okudzhava, as always, speaks not on behalf of the nation or
generation, as official poets-orators invariably used to do; instead, he speaks for himself. His own
experience, own thought, own intonation.] Mark Altshuller, and Elena Dryzhakova, Put otrecheniia
(Tenafly: Hermitage, 1985) 67.




blessed exemplary Soviet hero'? of the high Stalin era production “with their crudely
confident heroes, their contrived conflicts, their omniscient narrators, their uplifting
sentiments and their compulsory happy endings > and with high moral values and a
Stakhanovite approach to work. In contrast, Okudzhava’s characters do not live for and
their actions are not governed by the high Purpose of creating the great new world'*, or at
least affirming State-sanctioned Soviet reality"”.

The structure of communication between Okudzhava and his audience contrasts
vividly with the structure typical of the Soviet era. Okudzhava did not relate to his
readers as an omniscient sovereign distant from the common citizens. Neither did he
relate to them as the initiated one who needed to lead interlocutors as though they were in

need of guidance regarding the truth of the government’s actions. It was not, either, the

12 [...] @ hero [in the Socialist Realism novel] appears from among the people, he is guided and matured by
the party, which tempers his ‘spontaneity’ with its ‘consciousness’, and then he leads his brethren to great
victories over enemies and natural obstacles in the name of the Great Future which the party is building
[--.]. All these figures have, however, something in common. They know, or discover, the laws governing
their social existence, and the ultimate outcome of those laws in a Great Society of the future. This is the
Purpose to which everything is subordinated. The positive characters have overcome, or they learn to
overcome, their personal weaknesses, anything that stands in the way of unremitting struggle on behalf of
this vision. Personal and private life is strictly regulated to the requirements of these public goals. Once
knowledge and self-mastery have been attained, the hero is iron-willed, resolute, resourceful, able
unfailingly to sum up situations at a glance and decide and decide exactly how to act. Geoffrey Hosking,
Beyond Socialist Realism: Soviet Fiction since ‘Ivan Denisovich’ (New York: Holmes & Meier Publishers,
1980) 18-19.

" Hosking, Beyond Socialist Realism: Soviet Fiction since ‘lvan Denisovich’ 1.

" This is how G. Hosking explains the governing position of the Purpose in Socialist realism fiction: 4bove
everything else towers the Purpose in whose service the narrator stands, and towards which all the
characters are moving. Things and people are valued not for themselves, but for the extent to which they
contribute 10 the Purpose or help us to see it. Reality is viewed exclusively in the light of its ‘revolutionary
development’, for what it tells us about the ‘magnificent prospects’ and the ‘great new world’ that is to
come. Hosking, Beyond Socialist Realism: Soviet Fiction since ‘Ivan Denisovich’ 18-19.

'* In the heyday of the Stalin era the literature of socialist realism was aimed towards future, tending to
infuse the reader with a positive faith in a glorious future after the universal victory of communism, as well
as with a confidence in the correctness of the historical path chosen by the Soviet people. Today socialist
realism is a literature of affirmation. It is supposed to affirm the Soviet way of life and to justify the policies
of the Communist Party and the Soviet government. Therefore one of the few requirements Jor Soviet art
accepted by all Soviet theoreticians is that a work of literature not be anti-Soviet and that it should not
question the political and ideological foundations of the established order of things. N.N. Shneidman,
Soviet Literature_in the 1970s: Artistic Diversity and Ideological Conformity (Toronto: University of
Toronto Press, 1979) 13. :




vertical dynamic typical of Maiakovskii or Evtushenko carried out during their mass
poetry readings in huge stadiums. Instead, Okudzhava used a confessional relationship
where one friend talks to another friend about the impact that the political leaders have on
the personal lives of each citizen. The relation that Okudzhava used was horizontal,
dialogue-like and intimate, not resembling the subjugation of an obedient servant to a
flawless leader. The new dynamic between Okudzhava and his audience was one of a
poet versus his nation; however, his nation consisted of clearly visible and
distinguishable individuals.

Since Okudzhava not only published his poems but also sang them at poetry
readings, his poetry possesses a particular quality of speech and is placed between the
written and oral tradition. Both aspects of his works, the texts and the medium of musical
expression to accompany his unique personal performance '®, were important to him and
stimulated a dynamic response'’. Okudzhava acknowledged that his songs were a

complex work consisting not only of separate poetic words, verses, and acoustical

' His performance style, a simple and modest demeanor, was a refreshing contrast to the declamatory
mode of Soviet popular and mass song artists. His lyrics were poetic and personal, tragic or comic, but
always authentic. Places, times, loves, and moods come alive in the realia of his verses about the Arbat, the
last trolleybus, and old jacket, or the Smolensk Road. But the lyrics alone, a spoken poetry, could never
replicate the response that this artist evoked with his music. “Georgian Song” (Okudzhava is half-
Georgian by birth) and the “Prayer of Frangois Villon” are among the most beautiful and singable
melodies in all of Russian music. Stites, Richard. Russian Popular Culture: Entertainment and society since
1900 (Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1992) 134-35.

Y Mpu xaxoii ayoumopuu 6ot bonvuie 6ce2o nobdume goicmyname? -A o060 evicmynams neped 100bMi,
KOMopbele 3HaIom, Ha Ymo onu npuwiay. Hawu unu ne nawu — mue 3mo 6cé pasno. H 6 obuem, mue nogeino
6 JICU3HU, NOMOMY YMO Ha 6ce MOoU geuepa 99% npuxoOunu nooel, KOMopele 3HAIY, HA YMO OHU UOYM.
Toomomy oHu 6l KO MHE CHUCXOOUMENbHBL U BeAUKOOVUIHBI, U NPOWANY MHE OWUOKY U HAKIAOKU
gcsikue. A o0urn npoyenm — komopuwlil nonadan ciyyaiino, Hy, moscem Geimo, u yxoounu. [-What is your
most favorite audience? -1 like to perform in front of people who know what they came for. Ours or not
ours — it is the same to me. And generally,  was lucky in my life, because 99% of the people coming to my
evenings knew what they were coming for. This is why they were condescending and generous to me,
Jorgiving all sorts of mistakes or blunders. And one percent — these who were coming by chance — well,
perhaps they left]. Petrakov 90.




intonations (music)', but there was also the meaning of each and every personal
interpretation of the given song during each performance'.

Though Okudzhava’s style is simple in its perfection, his poetic lexicom is also
extremely rich, varying widely from poem to poem. He writes with a bewildering
inspiration on the subject of war and then smoothly moves to the topics of man’s inner
world, city, village and folklore, easily incorporating popular consciousness into his
discourse. Throughout Okudzhava’vs poetry, the reader will encounter a rough-and-ready
quality that owes much to the expressions of everyday Russian life. Literary terms aside,
he pleasures in incorporating all manner of colloquial language, big-city jargon, prosaic
expressions and dialectical stylization (such as rusticisms) as well as descriptive details
into his work. His form of poetical expression is no longer the formal language and
schematized forms of idealistic Socialist Realist characters®®. Okudzhava’s songs do not

use Socialist Realist language and they are not abstract, either. His songs have a lyrical

B Mysvika ¢ necrax Okyooicager — OmuIO0b He HeKull HeimpanoHelii (oH, He MOAbKO CPedCmEo
«OOHeceHUsy CMuXa 00 CIYULAMeNs Ul e20, CIMuxd, SMOWUOHANbHeT ycunumens [...]. Myswika wacmo
svicmynaem Kax [...] napmuep nO>mMuueckozo cnogda; oHa 00eoNaKuUSAEm €20 0cOBOT IMOYUOHATLHON
ammocghepoil; My3blKa MOJCEm NPUNOOHAMb, POMAHMUSUPOBAMb €20 36VYAHUE WIU — RPU NOMOWU
UPOHUYECKOU UHMONAYUY — COQNAHCUPOBANb, CHUSUMb HEYMEPEHHO PEYWeecs U3 CMUXAa 4Yy8Ceo; OHA
0602awaem cno80 HOBLIMU KPACKaMY, POCOaem J0DABOUHbIE CMbICIOBbIE OMMENKY, 0Bpasysa ce0e20 podd
KOHMPAnyuxm Kk ogudicenuto cmuxa... [Music in Okudzhava’s songs is not a neutral background, not only is
it a means of “delivering” the poem to the listener, but also emotional amplifier for the poem. [...] Music
often appears as [...] a partner of the poetic word. It surrounds the word with a particular emotional
atmosphere. Music may uplifi, romanticize the sounds of the words, or — with help of ironic intonation —
balance and subdue the emotional feelings escaping uncontrollably from the poem; it enriches the word
with new colours, creates additional shades of meaning, creating a sort of counterpoint to the movement of
the poem...]. V. Frumkin, Commentary, 65 pesen, by Bulat Okudzhava (Ann Arbor: Ardis, 1980) 13.

19 Menoous — nomomy umo s ne sanucviearo Hom, s HOM He 3HAI, U 6 3AEUCUMOCIY OM HACMPOECHUS A
8APLUPYIO METOOUIO 6 KAKOU-MO CMeneHi. Om 2umapbl 3a8ucum, om ayoumopuu, om xnumama [...J. Ymo
KQCcaemcst Cog — eCb HECKONbKO GaPUANMOE, S X NpobYIO: UHO20a MHe XOYemcs nemb oM 6apuani,
unozoa opyzoi. [The melody — since I do not write down notes, I do not know notes, I change the melody to
some degree depending on the mood: it depends on the guitar, audience or climate [...]. As for the words —
there are several variations, and I am trying them out: sometimes I want to sing this variant, and
sometimes another one.] Petrakov 73.

2% This is how G. Hosking comments on the type of language used by Socialist Realist characters: Slang,
dialect, jargon, obsolete words and neologisms are rigidly shunned as unworthy of the high subject-matter
being presented, a situation reminiscent of the linguistic divisions in Russian literature of the eighteenth

century. Hosking, Beyond Socialist Realism: Soviet Fiction since ‘Ivan Denisovich’ 19.
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hero that tells his short story, often with a humorous twist of irony. This is why it can be

said that the poet’s style uses, to a certain extent, the vehicle of cxas [skaz].

Methodology:

The investigated elements in this thesis involve thematic groups of Okudzhava’s
poems. Each group consists of a number of poems that are considered as a collective unit,
bound by a major common theme. The main body of the thesis is divided into five
chapters and each considers one theme or a group of themes of his poetry. The specific
themes that constituted the focus of Okudzhava's lyrics and that are explored include:
war, the cult of Stalin, work, creativity (the poet and poetry, music, painting), the city, the
street, nature, folklore, verses on man’s inner world (concerning belief, hope and love).
Since Okudzhava’s poetry is interrelated, some poéms concerned with one main theme
will also touch upon other secondary theme(s).

The poetry of Okudzhava is analysed by working from the general to the specific.
Based on the general theses made at the beginning of each chapter, together with a brief
account of the political factors that determined and influenced the literary treatment of
certain themes, a detailed analysis of the relevant works of fiction is conducted in order to
prove the initial claims. The specific methods that Okudzhava employed to reach his
audience and readers, such as stylistics, lexis or versification, are explored in each

chapter involving a limited number of poems.
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A cultural-historical and biographical®' approach, rather than a theoretical or
critical practice, is taken in this thesis. Cultural and historical background is extremely
important in comprehending and analyzing any poetry stemming from dissatisfaction
with the official literary rules and political and cultural obstacles imposed by a
totalitarian state, as well as from disillusionment with the system, and this is why it

determines the development and organization of the present work®’. Soviet literature

2 The historical-biographical approach has been evolving for at least two and a half centuries. [...] This
approach sees a literary work chiefly, if not exclusively, as a reflection of its author’s life and times or the
life and times of the characters in the work [...]. An historical novel is likely to be more meaningful when
either its milieu or that of its author is understood. [...] It seems reasonable, then, to employ historical-
biographical, textual-linguistic, or moral-philosophical analyses among other methods in getting at the
total meaning of a literary work when the work seems to call for them [...].It is a mistake [...] to think that
poets do not concern themselves with social themes or that good poetry cannot be written about such
themes. Actually, poets have from earliest times been the historians, the interpreters of contemporary
culture, and the prophets of their people. Wilfred L. Guerin, Earle G. Labor, Lee Morgan, and John R.
Willingham A Handbook of Critical Approaches to Literature (New York and London: Harper & Row
Publishers, 1992) 5, 6 and 9.

Hamsamuux cam no cebe, 6 ceoem cywjecmee AGIACMCS PAKMOPOM UCHOPUY, UCMOPUU KYIbMYpbl,
ucmopuu rumepamype. u 6uozpaguu aemopa |[...J]. Obpawenue k 6uocpagduu u Kk ucmopuu 6 WUpoKom
CMBLCIIC DMO20 CN08A HEOOXOOUMO He MONbKO 0N 06vACHeHUs (kak npednonazaem I'. [llnem) namamnuxa,
HO 8 HepeyIo ouepeddb Ol €20 NOHUMAHUS, - NOHUMAHUS. SCMEMUYECKo20 @ mom yucne. Ecnu mui ne 6ydem
3HaMe, KO20a NpOouU3GEOEeHUe COCMABNEHO, He BydeM SHOCUMb USGECMHOL OONU UCMOPUYHOCIU 8 €20
gocnpusmue, - OHO nponadem O Ceoe20 uumamens xyoosxcecmaenno. [...] Hemopuseckuii nooxod we
MONbKO 00bsACHSem Heumo Ons HAc OGHHOe, d 6 Nepeylo 04epeds Pacuiupsem Hauwe ROHUMAHUE
npouseedenus [...J. 3nanue 3n0xu u HCUSHU MEOPYA NO3BONAEM HAM NOHSNMb MHO20€, YMO 6 RPOMUBHOM
cnyuae npownio Obl MUMO Hawie2o nowumanus. Bonvuwie mozo, 3HaHue >noxu no3eonsem Ham ROOHAM®
RAMAMHUK HAO 9MOotl 9noxol. Tak jce mouno 3HaHUE HCUSHU ABMOPA NOOHUMAEM €20 HAO HUM camuM. [...]
Hemopusm 6 nonumanuu npoussedenus uckyccmea npowno2o obozaujaem >mo nonumanue. Llennocme
HpOU3BE0EHUS TUMEPAMYPL 803DACACH OM MO20, MO OHO GLICIMYNAEM 8 COIHAHUU YUMAMENS KaK
Asnenue ceoetl snoxu. [A literary work in itself, in its essence, is an element of history, the history of
culture, literature and the biography of its author [...]. Turning to biography and to history in the broad
meaning of this word is necessary not only for explaining [...] the literary work, but first of all for its
comprehension — including esthetic comprehension. If we do not know when a literary work was written,
we cannot contribute a historical factor to its perception — and the work will be artistically lost for its
reader. [...] The historical approach not only explains something that is given to us, but first of all
broadens our understanding of the literary work [...]. Knowledge of the author’s epoch and life permits us
to comprehend many things that would otherwise be left not understood. Moreover, knowledge of the epoch
allows us to raise the literary work above the epoch. In the same way, knowledge of the author’s life raises
the literary work above the author. [...] A historical approach enriches the understanding of works of art
Jfrom the past. The value of the literary work grows if the work appears in the reader’s mind as the
testimony of its epoch.] D.S. Likhachev, Ocherki po filosofii khudozhestvennogo tvorchestva (Sankt-
Peterburg: Russko-Baltiiskii informatsionnyi tsentr BLIC, 1999) 112-16.

2 The thaw partially melted the icy monument into which the popular performing arts had been frozen
during the last years of Stalin. Circus, standup comedy, variety show — live and on the radio — took on new
life. Stites 136-37.
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cannot be approached in isolation from Soviet society, for many fictional incidents,
characters and allusions are only fully explicable in relation to actual events. For this
reason a historical approach, outlining relevant facts in the shifting political Soviet and
post-Soviet history and the rupture between the official and underground culture®, is
very important and fruitful. The coincidence between Okudzhava’s poems and major
events of his personal life constitute one more reason for not separating Okudzhava’s life
from his works.

Common responsibilities were to be seen in a new light, disagreeing with Soviet

literature, and one possibility was through the lens of Okudzhava’s art.

The first overt manifestation of independent youth culture appeared while Khrushchev was pursuing his
policy of “destalinisation”. It was a tense period, full of ups and downs, as tentative democratisation
produced anxiety and frustration, especially among young people. Relaxation of political control created
conditions conducive to various cultural developments, but these were ofien frustrated by the rigid
Sframework of official cultural institutions which were inadequate as forums of broad cultural expression.
[...] New cultural developments had a great impact in the country, there was an unprecedented boom in
poetry as the younger generation expressed its aspirations for a better future. In poets and bards, new
Jorms of social and political consciousness found expression. Poets like Evtushenko, Voznesenskii,
Akhmadulina and Bulat Okudzhava could fill indoor sports stadiums [..]. It was a poetry of new
dimensions: painfully sincere and desperately optimistic. Young urban intellectuals provided the vanguard
of this movement but, with the appearance of tape-recorders and more poetry publications, the entire
country soon became involved. [...] The newly emerged genre of guitar ballads became popular and the
Jamous poet, bard and satirist Bulat Okudzhava inspired a new movement. His songs were recorded and
distributed unofficially, and many young people formed their own guitar-song groups. They met anywhere
they could — in parks, gardens, apartments or on street corners; and they were officially frowned upon,
although the authorities could do nothing to stop their activities altogether. [...] During those years, most
of the institutions for official youth culture (primarily the Komsomol) became exceedingly formal and
bureaucratic, endeavouring merely to implement the dominant Party ideology. [...] The younger generation
turned away from them and the gap between official and unofficial youth culture grew wider all the time.
Tanya Frisby, “Soviet Youth Culture,” Soviet Youth Culture, ed. Jim Riordan (Bloomington-Indianapolis:
Indiana UP, 1989) 2-4.

2 The ‘thaw’ was a period of uncertainty, not only in literature, but in all aspects of Soviet life, when the
death of Stalin, the denunciation of the ‘cult of personality’, the easing of terror and the amnestying of
prisoners left many questions bewilderingly open. Hosking, Beyond Socialist Realism: Soviet Fiction since
‘Ivan Denisovich’ 20.
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Chapter 1

WAR

A nynn?
IMynwu 6b1u. Bunu gacro.
Ja 9T0 0 HUX paccKa3bIBATH,—

BOHHa.
(And bullets?
There were bullets. They struck often.
But why talk about them,—
War.)*

Y CKpUMAYU JIOKHUITUCH K MyJeMeTam,
W MyJAeMeTsl GUIUCH Ha IPpyIH.

Ho 910 mogenate, 4to nogenars, eciu
aTaxy OblIM B MOJIE, @ He MECHH?

(And violinists lay down with machine-guns,
And the guns battered their chests.

But what could be done, what could be done,
If attacks were in fashion, and not songs?)*

The Great Patriotic War (1941-1945) constituted a discrepant experience in the
life of the Soviet Union. Paradoxically, it was a period of a relative freedom for the
average citizen. The relaxation of the regime brought new hope that victory would
substantially improve the quality of life for the common Soviet citizen.

Through the course of the war, censorship was less rigid, forbidden names
reappeared, the widely-used form of address mosapuwu [comrades] was replaced by

6pamvs u cecmpu [brothers and sisters]’, and the negative attitude towards the

** Bulat Okudzhava, “Sto raz zakat krasnel, rassvet sinel...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar; Stikhi (Frankfurt-
Main: Posev, 1966) 91. '

» Bulat Okudzhava, “Dzhazisty,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998) 72.

* On 3 July /1941/, Stalin made a radiobroadcast speech, addressing the people with the words:
‘Comrades! Citizens! Brothers and Sisters!’. He threatened the ‘Hitlerite forces’ with the fate that had
overwhelmed Napoleon in Russia in 1812 [...]. In the winter of 1941-2 his words were beginning to
acquire a degree of plausibility. Robert Service, A History of Twentieth-Century Russia (Cambridge,
Mass.: Harvard UP, 1998) 263.
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Orthodox church diminished®’. The desperate situation of the war, such as, for example,
the German assault on Leningrad, delayed the process of building a great Communist
nation. The widespread hatred towards the Fascist oppressors brought civilians to
volunteer en masse for the army.

War, Okudzhava’s most important theme, is developed in both his poetry and
prose, and it frequently appears in conjunction with other major themes. The echoes of
Okudzhava’s experiences as a seventeen-year-old sergeant reverberate through most of
his poetry, including those poems that initially appear to have had little to do with his all-
pervasive preoccupation with war. This theme in his poetry is substantially conditioned
by the discrepancies of the war period and by the incongruence of its understanding by
the Intelligentsia living in the Soviet Union.

Instead of portraying the war as the most positive and romanticized experience in
the nation’s recent history, Okudzhava presented it in a unique way, in all of its harshness
and suffering. Because of his first-hand experience on the front, war was a logical and
ever-abiding theme.

This chapter will illustrate the ways in which Okudzhava’s treatment of the theme
of war differed from the existing official approach?® in works charged with political

message and literary articles that emphasized the role of patriotism in the Soviet Union®.

7 Stalin also somewhat moderated his rough approach to the religious faith of most Soviet citizens. At a
time when he needed the maximum co-operation in the war effort, it made no sense to give unnecessary
offence to such believers, and the word was put about that the authorities would no longer persecute the
Russian Orthodox Church. In its turn the Church collected money for military needs and its priests blessed
tank divisions on their way from the factories to the Eastern front. (Service 281-2.).

8 Whereas the prose published in the Soviet Union jn the early 1960s remained predominantly realist,
experimentation in language and style became the proé‘ince of poetry. The originality and virtuosity of such
young poets as Voznesenskii and Evtushenko attested to their revulsion against the debasement of language
in the Stalin era. The revival of poetry in the early 1960s reflected the growing spiritual emancipation of
young Soviet people, whose enthusiasm for verse was so great that the Luzhniki sports stadium in Moscow
could be packed by almost 15,000 people for a poetry recital. Stephen Lovell, and Rosalind Marsh,
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Due to the available relative freedom to express ideas and opinions, Okudzhava
revealed his experientially grounded, intimate views about war and for this reason many
readers of his works associate a direct relationship between his poetry and the theme of
the war. To them, Okudzhava is the bard whose verse, voice, and guitar express their own
protest against the cruelty and inhumanity of the bloodshed they endured. In 1965, two
decades after the end of the Second World War, one of his first-person lyrical heroes
sums up the gruesome experience of an entire generation: |

A Bce 3a6bin [...].
S Bepkui. S w3 neksa Beiiresl. TaM He OCTABUJ HUUEro.
Teneps xuBY NocepeAUHE MEXAY BOWHON U THIIHMHOIA.

(I forgot everything [...].
I survived. I got out of hell. T left nothing behind.
Now I live mid-way between a state of war and one of silence.) *

Along with the Revolution of 1917 and the reign of terror by Stalin, World War
Two framed in the definitive existential matrix, social consciousness for the twentieth
century Russian. Having survived the war and terror, Okudzhava through his poetry was
able to fulfill two crucial missions: to appropriate justice for the victims of these events
and to bear a true and telling account of the inescapable horrors and anguish created by
them for future generations. Okudzhava’s anti-war poems include several thematic sub-
groups (lack of experience of young soldiers; feelingé associated with war, such as fear,

anger, confusion, loss, guilt, doubt, cruelty; leaving for the army and separation from a

“Culture and Crisis,” Russian Cultural Studies: An Introduction, ed. Catriona Kelly, and David Shepherd
(New York: Oxford UP, 1998) 61.

The cultural community was enlisted to popularize the major wartime themes: heroism and love of country;
hate and ridicule of the invader. N.N.Shneidman, Soviet Literature in the 1970s: Artistic Diversity and
Ideological Conformity (Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 1979) 14.

? Exemplary writers of this kind of works were K. Simonov, three times awarded the Stalin Prize between
1941 and 1942, and 1. Ehrenburg, a multiple laureate of the same prize, a well-known writer and
propagandist (compare Wolfgang Kasack, A Dictionary of Russian Literature Since 1917 [London:
Overseas Publications Interchange, 1988] 696 and 884-85.).

*Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne pomniu zla, obid ne pomniu...,” Proza i poeziia (Frankfurt Main: Posev, 1968)
143.
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beloved woman; tragedy of mourning women: mothers, wives and fiancées; disregard for
the value of each sihgle life, the need to return home, unpopular in those times; betrayal
of wartime affairs; military leaders, and fears of a possible new war).

War survivors were often emotionally, as well as physically, handicapped for the
rest of their lives. The war had forcefully weakened their morals to the crisis point where
the will to further exist consumed the law to honor the lives of all people. They were
forced to shoot people just like them, to be cruel and inflict pain on their fellow human
beings, and often kill against their will. Okudzhava would never forget his wartime

experiences and summarized that in the following statement:

BONBLUIMHCTBO CTHXOB MOMX — M T€, KOTOPble YHTAl0, U Te, KOTOPHIE MO0, - HA
BOCHHYIO TeMy. Koraa Mue 66110 17 JieT, 8 M3 AEBATOTO KJacca yiies Ha (poHT.
H s Torga CTUXOB He MUcal, a MOTOM, OYEBHAHO, 3TU BIEYATIEHUA HOHOCTH
OBLTH HAaCTOJIBKO CHIIBHBI, YTO OHM A0 CHX MOp MAYT 3a MHOH mo nsAtaM. Bor
4T00 Bac He YAMBIANO IpeoOnafaHue BOeHHOH Tembi y mens. (1961) [...] U
NOYeMy-TO BCE BPEMS — IO CHX TOP — MOSIBIISIIOTCS B OCHOBHOM BOEHHBIE CTUXH
U BOeHHBbIe necHH. (1962)

(Most of my poems—both the ones I read and the ones I sing—are about war.
When I was seventeen, [ left the ninth grade for the front. I wrote no poems
during that time, but afterward, obviously, those youthful impressions were so
strong that they continue to haunt me today. This is just so you won’t be
surprised to see the theme of war dominating my work (1961). [...] And for
some reason—even today—they mostly turn out to be poems and songs about
war (1962).)!

Bulat Okudzhava first turned to poetry as a serious pursuit in the late 1950s. His
earliest publications, a handful of anti-war poems and a short story about a young student
volunteering for the army, called Byow 300pos, wixonsp [Fare You Well, Schoolboy],
1961, evoked strong reactions upon publication and ultimately caused the author
substantial difficulties:

[...] TyT xe cramm Ha MeHsA chimathcs (EABETOHBI — 3TO BCE OBUIO B
“JlurepatypHoii rasete”. M KOHYUIOCH T€M, YTO B 62-M roly MeHst OPUrIachi K
cebe yxe HOBBIM pemakrop Kocomamnos, 3ameuaTesibHbI 4YeOBEK, O4YEHb
CMYIICHHBIH, OUEHb MAJICA, MANICA U TIOTOM MHE FOBOPHT: “Bbl 3HaeTe, MHE BCE

31 Petrakov 8-9.
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BpEMs 3BOHAT U3 HK 1 BO3MYILLAIOTCA, UTO 3aBeyeT OTAC/IOM 033UH TATApHUCT.
Kak 6biT6?” 51 roBopto: “SI yitmy, uToOB BAC He MOABOAMTL” — U  yien U3
“JlutepaTypHoil razeTsi”.

([...1 I was immediately bombarded with reviews—this was in the Literaturnaia
Gazeta. The new editor, Kosolapov, ended up inviting me up to his offices in
1962. He was a fine person, very embarrassed, and he hummed and hawed
before finally saying: ‘You know, they constantly call me from the Central
Committee to worry about the poetry section being led by a guitarist. What
should we do?’ I said: “Well, what should we do? I’ll leave, so you won’t be in
danger.” And I left the Literaturnaia Gazeta.). >’

Publishing criticism of what was now glorious Soviet history in the still

censorious post-Stalin atmosphere guaranteed Okudzhava punitive treatment. Even

serious literary journals continued to produce hard-line, politically conditioned pseudo-

criticism, often written by people of suspicious talent and expertise. Although

Khrushchev’s political thaw had already begun to question Stalin’s “cult of personality”

and other social issues and actions previously unquestioned, the State media was still

constrained to the controlling influences of Stalin’s long arm, as can be seen in the

following citation of a direct reaction to Okudzhava and his writings, that, as some critics

proclaimed, failed to portray the politically correct point of view:

Bolinbl He cTuxuifHsle Oencteus [...], a [...] coumanbHble, UMEIOLIME CBOIO
UCTOPHIO B UYENIOBEYECKOM OOINECTBE — HAYaNlo W, KAXETCHA, yoice He CHOAb
Oanexuu kowey. JlyMaTb MHa4e — 3HAUUT HE TOJNBKO BMajaTh B GECCHNLHBIM,
MMACCHBHBIH B CBOCH OCHOBE MauuusM, HO W 00emHATh MCKyccTBO [...]. U
cnpasednugele 60liHEL TIPUHOCAT HapoiaM Gosbuine xeptTsbl [...]. 1941-1942
TOJbl B HALIEH NCTOPUH 3TO C 0000 YOe IUTENLHOCTEIO IOKA3bIBAIOT.

(Wars are not natural disasters [...], but [...] social ones, with their roots in
human society—from its beginning to its apparently fast-approaching end. To
think otherwise means not only to fall into impotent, fundamentally passive
pacifism, but also a weakening of the Arts [...]. Even just wars bring substantial
losses upon nations [...]. Our country’s experience in 1941 and 1942 proves this
particularly well.)*®

What was expected of writers could be summarized in the following words:

32 Petrakov 21-22.

3 A. Kondratovich, "Chelovek na voine: Zametki kritika," Novyi mir 6 (1962): 228. Unless otherwise
indicated, all italics in this and subsequent quotes are my own.



18

CBET POMAHTUKH [...] HEPBHIX MATUIETOK, CBET BLICOKOM IPakJIaHCTBEHHOCTH M
ry6okoli 3aMHTEpPecOBaHHOCTH B CYHLGAX PONUHBI, KOTOpas HLIA HaBCTpeUy
CXBaTKe € alm3Mom.

(romantic world [...] of the first five-year plans, elevated civil spirit and deep
interest in the fate of our country that marched to crush the fascism.)**

This critic, Kondratovich, omits the fact that the sincere, young Okudzhava had
easily accepted the Soviet propaganda during the 1940s, and had willingly volunteered
for military service. In future interviews, the poet would speak laconically about this
period:

BoeBan. Bbu1 MHHOMeTuMKOM. PamoBbiM, conpatoM. B OCHOBHOM, CeBepo-
Kagkasckuit ¢pont. Panen nog Mo3IokoM M3 HeMeLKoro camojera. Octaincs
HKUB.

(I fought. I was a mortar man. A private, a soldier. On the North Caucasian
front, mostly. I was injured by a German plane near Mozdok. I survived.)*’

Another example of the negative “critics” of Okudzhava is found in an article

»36_ Near the end of the article, the critic

entitled “"Mapm eenuxodyunviii’ 5. Oxyoacass!
states:

V [n033un OKymkaBbl] eCTh ewje CBOH MOKIOHHHUK, CBOH Ciylatenb. Yutarens,
JyMaro, BCE-TaKH HeT.

(The [poetry of Okudzhava] is sti// admired—by its listeners. As for readers,
though, there are none.) *’

At the time when this article was published, a “true” Soviet citizen was expected
to believe in the ethical necessity of defense and victory in so-called “just wars”. As
official Soviet propaganda insisted, it was necessary for the fulfillment of the Conﬁmunist
plans.

Okudzhava approached the war theme from different angles. He saw it first and

foremost as an intimate experience of every individual. However, he did not forget to

** Kondratovich, "Chelovek na voine: Zametki kritika," 226-7.

% petrakov 12.

3¢ St. Kunaev, “Mart velikodushnyi' B. Okudzhavy,” Voprosy literatury 9 (1968): 30.
3" Kunaev 30.
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underscore its global meaning for his and future generations or to draw a powerful
philosophical conclusion that the intrinsic nature of war is a rapacious tragedy for all
humanity. By means of his writings he passes on this poetic exhoﬁation to all posterity.
The earliest works, from the story Byow 300pos, wxoasp to his poems such as He senu
cmapwiuna, wmo6 Oviia muwuna... [Sergeant, don’t order silence...], Tamanw, and
Ilepevuii denv na nepedosoii [First Day on the Front Line], are written from the point of
view of an inexperienced and fearful schoolboy who volunteered for the front. For
Okudzhava initially believed the official propaganda that a war could be a “just war”. But
the inescapable revelation was that all war is pure horror stripping the human spirit of its
dignity. The fact that Okudzhava was among the first to raise his voice against the
tragedy caused him to suffer punitive repercussions in the 1960s.

The lyrical hero of this earliest set of poems, a very naive person, was able to

convince himself, just like the character of Fare You Well, Schoolboy (1957):

Tak BoT 0Ha — nepenoBas!
B Heif HUYero HeT CTPaLHOTO.

(So this is it—the front line!
Nothing horrible about it.)*®

The implicit irony in this stanza becomes explicit in the very first phrase of the
poem — Bonnenusa ne evioagas... [Concealing my fear...]. In this poem, the mask behind
which the simple-minded lyrical hero hides, slowly cracks, and fear comes to dominate
his childish incomprehension. Parallelism, repetition, and ever-shorter and rhythmical
verses serve to heighten the emotional tension of the lyrical hero’s transition from a

faithful and trusting young citizen to a reflective individual. He initially believes in the

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pervyi den’ na peredovoi,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev,
1966) 85.
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Soviet doctrine that war must be accepted, but when he begins to witness the tragic
situations of his fellow comrades, he starts to change. He is taking ownership of himself
as an individual who realizes that the Soviet ideal for war does not include, nor ever
reaches, the subjective experience of the earnest individual Soviet who is attempting to
support Communist country ideals and their further preservation. At first the schoolboy

cannot understand the seriousness of the situation, and thinks:

3BEHAT KOMapbl.
3BeHAT, 3BEHAT
BO3JIC MEHS.
Jletar, netsat —
KpoBu moeii xoTAT.

(The mosquitoes are buzzing.
Buzzing and buzzing

Around me.

Flying and flying—

They want my blood.) *’

The inexperienced youth in the trenches mistakes the whistle of bullets for the
buzz of mosquitoes, but when he witnesses the death of his friends in the battalion, he
cannot believe that this state of affairs constitutes reality. Instead he proclaims this state
of experience as a surrealistic rupture in the delicate web of life and turns‘ it into a bad

dream:

H BApYT NOMAJalo B COH:

IbIM CpaXXeHHs,
OKpYXKEHHE,
rubHeT, rHoHeT
Moii 6aTanboH.

(And suddenly I’'m in a dream:
Smoke of battle, :
Surrounded,

My battalion

Dies and dies.)*’

% Okudzhava, “Pervyi den’ na peredovoi,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 85.
4 Okudzhava, “Pervyi den’ na peredovoi,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 85.
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In this very vmoment, the reality of war crashes like a heavy mortar shell into the
lyrical hero’s young heart. Although he is not yet ready to accept this gruesome reality,
the moment of truth must come at last. In this moment, all suffering sinks like lead into
the intimate lives of each individual citizen. The government’s game is to force each
citizen not to look into this dimension of their being and to proclaim that each individual
citizen must live out the virtue of being a “Doer” and only a “Doer”. Instead, in the
footsteps of Socrates, the father of all who begin to hold themselves accountable as an
individual to laws greater than any demand given by any government, Okudzhava broke
out of the game of being just a “Doer”. He becamie a citizen who refused to stay away
from commenting on the state of his own individual being, as he resided in the Soviet
system of ordering individuals to be Soviets. Reflective, the poet faithfully proclaims the
moment when the child realizes that the mosquitoes are the bearers of death who
relentlessly feed off of the mortality of human being. The young soldier realizes that the

mosquitoes are bringing death, and in simple, honest horror, he exclaims:

Kurtb xouercs!
Kutb xouetcs!
Korpa xe 3T0 KOHUUTCA?

MHe HEMHOTO JIET...
IHOHYTH TOJIKY HET...

(I want to live!
I want to live!
When will all this end?

I'm too young...
There is no sense in dying...)"'

The poem reaches its climax when the lyrical hero twice cries out “I want to
live!” for it is at this point that he is gripped with the realization that the most unguarded

phenomenon in human existence is the will to continue living. He realizes and exclaims

*1 Okudzhava, “Pervyi den" na peredovoi,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 86.
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that the fundamental existential condition for the structure of human life (which is to-
continue-to-live), is neither in his control nor under the control of the State. The two
exclamatory lines: “I want to live! I want to live!” that follow the only other two in the
entire poem (“So this is it - the front lines!” and “It’s over!™), establishes the counterpoint
of this passage. By virtue of Okudzhava posing this counterpoint, he is able to convey the
great emotional strain that occurs inside his personal experience as a self-conscious
Soviet individual. In doing so, he establishes a point of identification with every reader
who peruses his poems, and the message that he passes on to them is that war is not for
individuals of any state; which includes the Soviet Union.

After the battle, the character slowly regains his composure as seen by the fact
that his questions are centered on a nightmarish, surrealistic distortion of morality he and
his comrades had turned to. “Thou shalt not kill”, one of the most fundamental structures
in human sanity, had been transposed into “Thou shalt kill or be killed”. With the
disintegration of the “not” in his fundamental structure of sanity, he again feels .fear but
this time it is fear of what he has had to be in order to fight, and the emotion is once again

naive and childish:

S B rjasa TOBapI/IIJ.IaM FJ'IH)Ky-FJ'I}I)KyZ
a YTO, €CNU KTO-HHOY b

B TOM CHE MOOKIBAIT?
A 4TO, eclii BUAENH

Kax s BoeBasi?

(Into the eyes of my comrades I look and look:
What if someone

Should enter this nightmare?
And what if they saw

Me fight?)*

The poem’s tonality and rhythm progresses through a series of changes dividing it

into three sections: introduction, climax and denouement. The introduction, as well as the

2 Okudzhava, “Pervyi den’ na peredovoi” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar; Stikhi 86.
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denouement, consists of significantly longer lines than the climax. The introduction, as
seen above, consists of the character’s initial description of the front lines, “So this is it -
the front lines! Nothing horrible about it.” The introduction is linked to the climax by
way of repetition: it plunges into the nightmare of war, where the first section ends with
the words 3eenam komapwr [the mosquitoes are buzzing]; the syllabic tempo that
comprises the climax picks up with a faster pace and then repeats itself for emphasis on
the insanity of the situation (3gensim, 3gensm - they are buzzing and buzzing). This iambic
dimeter sets a new pace for the poem: now the action unfolds more quickly and more
chaotically. This chaotic pace helps to capture the change the poet underwent when he
was in the war. He chahged from a human being driven by morals to treasure life for all,
to a human being driven by the reversal of Nietzchean morals of the will to overwhelm,
control and master at any cost. The contraction of the stanzas from a length of four or five
lines to a brisker three, also adds to the momentum. Vocabulary plays a role as well, as it
is evidenced in words that, placed close to each other, sound dramatic: xpoes [blood],
e2ubnymo [to perish], kpuuamo [to scream], xpunoma [hoarseness], nponadame [to
perish], and nyau [bullets]. In the seventh stanza, just prior to the climax, the sweating
character falls at the foot of an aspen—a sign that he realizes that he is not invincible. He

feels even more vulnerable, and weaker than that traditional symbol of frailty:

Kpuuy, obeccunes,
yepes XpUroTy:
«ITponanaro!»

H Kk HOraM ocHHBbI,

BECH B MOTY, NPHIIAAAI0.

(I scream, collapsing,
Losing my voice:

“It’s over!”

And, sweating, [ embrace
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The trunk of the aspen tree.)"

His will to continue to live is helplessly vulnerable to the buzzing of bullets that
give a sting of death without any respect for human dignity. He realizes death is all
around him and his comrades, stripping them of all that he knows of being a person with
ethics. The buzzing beasts from Pandora’s box are changing him and his comrades into
ugly surrealistic monsters.

A stanza providing justification for his earnest desire to live follows the short
, eight—wérd climactic stanza in which the character exclaims his basic wish. The
denouement follows with a considerably calmer tone. Here, the character returns to his
comforting fantasies. He feels as though he were waking up from a nightmare in which
he failed to meet his heroic challenge. Keeping low and still close to the aspen tree,
where he finds a sense of security, he regathers his sense of who he is and who he was
during that surrealistic moment of battle. He wonders whether anyone noticed his fear
during the battle. The Soviet authorities who monitored literary ideas could never
appreciate the presentation of a true witness for how a sincere Soviet citizen feels at war.

The lyrical hero of the poem Sergeant, don’t order silence... ironically perceives
the war in a romantic, intimate, and ultimately idealistic way.* One hour before battle,

the young soldier promises to fight and even die with a smile on his face:

1 YJIBIOKY MOIO
HOJIOXKHUTE HA IPYAb.
YroOb! BUAENU Bparu MOu
' Y 3HaU OBl BOPEb,
KaK CYaCTJIMB 5 38 36MJIFO MOIO
yMepeTh!

(And place my smile
On my chest.

* Okudzhava, “Pervyi den" na peredovoi,” Bud" zdorov. shkoliar: Stikhi 86.
* Some authors suggest the poem strikes false notes (see Altshuller, and Dryzhakova, Put otrecheniia 71).
However, what sounds “false” is rather ironic.
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So my enemies will see it
And know beforehand
That for my country I am happy
To die)®

The lyrical hero is ingenuously repeating official slogans, firm in the belief that
the country’s youth should be happy to die in a “just war” for their beloved country and
omnipotent leader. Of course, young soldiers without any professional training were
simply the latest victims of the totalitarian regime who were ordered to march to the
front: 3a cordamom — condam [soldier after soldier]'® and to die in great numbers.

Structurally, the poem finds its effect in contrast and in a polyptoton - the
repetition of the word ynwbra [smile] in various transformative derivations. The poem
can be divided into two semantically contradictory parts: an overwhelming twenty-eight
lines of the young soldier repeating propaganda is followed by a three-line rebuttal.
While waiting for battle, the character carefully places a “happy mask” on his face and
‘describes how he will remain smiling throughout the battle, even to his death. Stubbornly,
as if out of self-doubt and a need for constant reaffirmation, he repeats a variety of words
derived from yawibxa [smile]: ynwibnycn [I will smile), yivib6amoca [to smile), and yrvibra
[smile]. He makes an attempt at one final unconvincing phrase: kax £ cuacmaue 3a 3emio
Moro ymepemu! [how happy I am to die for my country!]47.

Okudzhava has repeatedly emphasized this noun “smile”, and he has presented it
with different nuances. He uses it in this poem to create the effect of saying something

without having to say it. He is making a statement by virtue of the silence that resides in

the twenty-eight lines that mention the term “smile”. By having repeated the term, he is

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne veli, starshina, chtob byla tishina...,” Bud" zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-
Main: Posev, 1966) 89.

 Bulat Okudzhava, “Do svidaniia, mal chiki,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998) 52.

47 Okudzhava, “Ne veli, starshina, chtob byla tishina...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 90.
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stating in the silence that the government’s mental conditioning of not considering the
importance of the individual’s welfare is unacceptable. He is saying that the government
is setting up each individual Soviet citizen to be fodder for the Soviet governmental
machinery.

The terseness of the poem’s last three lines semantically pulls together the
unstated statement that Okudzhava has woven in between the preceding twenty eight

lines:

yMUpaTth
BCE paBHO, Opar,
HE X0ueTcs.

(Still,
Brother, death
I don’t want.)*®

Any words placed at the end of a line, a stanza, or an entire poem bear the full
impact of that unit’s semantic value; similarly, Okudzhava lends these final lines
additional impact. It is by means of the last three lines that the reader can discern
Okudzhava’s stinging criticism of the Soviet government’s propaganda that each and
every Soviet citizen should be and must be happy to die for the political machinery. The
reader can instantly discern which part of the poem—the shorter or the longer—
represents the personal values of the author.

Okudzhava uses a variety of poetic devices to communicate the feelings of his
lyrical hero. Sometimes the character is tormented by obsessive memories of war, and
sometimes he asks rhetorical questions or repeats himself. This can be seen in the seven-
stanza trochaic poem, Yepnouii ‘meccep’ [Black ‘Messer’]. Here his sentences are very

pointed and critical. He is angry, out of patience, perplexed and confused with the

8 Okudzhava, “Ne veli, starshina, chtob byla tishina...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 90.
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permanent damage, the inescapable war wound of all combat soldiers — the recurring

nightmares that can never be laid to rest inside the mind:

U onats 4 BeLIETAIO,
no0exaaro,

U ONATh
BbUIETAIO,

noGexnaro. ..
CKOJIBKO % MOXHO MOoGex1aTs?

(And again I fly off,
And I win,
And again
[ fly off,
And I win...
How many times can you win?)*

He relives again and again the eating of his liver by the buzzards of Zeus as he
and all combat soldiers must roll again and again the boulder of war memories back up to
the mountain top so their own moral sanity will feel balanced. So the war survivors will
not feel the surrealistic monster they forcefully became in the heat of battle as they killed
a specious enemy. Who is the real enemy, after all, if not another human being with just
as much will to live? How many more times must the lyrical hero survive this nightmare,
and how much worse is it if he does not? The poet’s struggle with such ethical dilemmas
is the surest sign of his humanistic world-view.

The reader may observe in the above-cited part of the poem, how metrics
influence its semantic layer. The semantics of the poem make use of freer versification
towards its conclusion. In the body of the poem there appear some anacrusis (3, 11, 16,
18, 26, 28, 29) and pyrrhic feet (6, 10, 11, 12, 16, 21, 22, 25, 30), as well as catalexis in
the even lines of the first six stanzas. It is in the final stanza, however, that the
irregularities of this poem truly become apparent. Although the last stanza follows the

same metre as its predecessors, its graphic representation subverts the expectations of

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Chornyi messer,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998) 89.
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traditional trochaic verse. It is spread out across six lines, singling out particular words in
the process and investing them with a salient, independent value. The repetition and final
ellipsis in the above-cited excerpt show how this particular construction combines to
create a poetic impression of lilting timelessness.

The artist utilizes his art to express his beliefs, and Okudzhava uses his to express
his rejection of all wars, regardless of the ideologies or flags for which the people are
dying. He gradually elevates the experience of the war: from the intimate and personal,
where the lyrical hero speaks and thinks inAthe first-person singular, to the universal,
where the artist communicates to the world community that the experience of war is a
disaster no matter what generation reads his works.

The ‘ﬁrst-person lyrical hero of the early war poems is transformed into a
collective voice: boys, men, girls, women, soldiers, widows, we; timelessly, all people. In
these poems the author no longer confines his attention to the individual torments of a
single character. Through his new, collective communicator, Okudzhava becomes the
voice of a generation united in the conviction that war is a twisted and unhappy
experience. Since Okudzhava is preoccupied with human beings as individuals — as
bearers of specific moral values and not as instruments of any particular social system — it
can be said that his anti-war poems are not simply about the war itself, but are, more

importantly, about the human being at war".

30 Unfortunately, Okudzhava’s desire for peace was occasionally lost on his audience. As A. Zholkovskii
rightly points out in_Memuarnye vin'etki i drugie non-fictions (Sankt-Peterburg: Urbi, 2000) 150: Bu
CTIBIULUME, ZDOXOYYM CANORU... " NeNOCh, WA2anoch U CyOUnOCh ¢ MOYKU 3peHUs. canoe, xoms, euoum Koz,
6¢s conb OKyoXHCassl UMEHHO 6 XPUCHUAHUSUPYIOWETl CMeHE 0eHHO-NAMPUOMUYeCKoil 2EPOUKYU MUXOl
M0608bI0, 2poxouywux canoe — cmapeim nudxcaxom. [Do you hear the boots stomping...” was sung,
walked and judged from the boots’ point of view, although with God as my witness the whole essence of
Okudzhava is found in the Christianising switch from Patriotic War heroics to quiet love—from stomping
boots to the old coat].
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In Okudzhava’s anti-war poetry, prominent use is made of departures ¢ uac
nnamedica [at payment time], such as at the moment of leaving home for the army’’. The
ill-fated generation has a presentiment of death, but this does not prevent them from
leaving their homes, stamping their boots in time into a peculiar dimension of time where
all reality melts into a surrealistic nightmare where the blood flows in abundance. Such
poems as: Ilecenka o condamcxux canozax [The Song of Army Boots), Benopycckuii
soxsan [Belorussian Station], Jlo ceudanus, maneuuxu [Farewell, Boys], [ocasucmor
[Jazzmen], [Joma nyuwe (umo ckpeigams?) [It’s Better at Home (Why Hide 1t?)], Iloo
Mamonmogxoii sczym kocmpel [Near Mamontovka the fires are burning...], Qacuxu [The
Little Watch], Ilecenxa o nexome [The Infantry Song] and Me: 3a yenoii ne nocmoum [We
are Ready to Pay the Price] share this common theme.

This group of writings is a clear departure from the official presentation on the
subject of war. Often, as in the case of K. Simonov, the subject of war was presented in a
romantic manner that supported it. Okudzhava’s anti-war poems provoke reflection and
consideration on the sufferings that war-torn families were (and are) forced to live
through. Such families face long years of grief beyond thé reach of words, separation
beyond the reach of reunion, poverty beyond the reach of financial rescue and even the
collapse of the family structure. Okudzhava’s poetry proclaims with the greatest honesty
that war is reality twisted inside out and can only bring personal tragedy to the lives of

each individual who is sucked into its blackness.

*! Bulat Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s novogodnei iolkoi,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print,
1998) 224,
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While Simonov’s positive view and romantic tone makes his lyrical hero in the
poem JKou mens (1941) to ask to “wait for him”, the lyrical hero inhabiting Okudzhava’s
poetry does not even believe in the chance of a happy return home.

Okudzhava often makes use of cinematic techniques in his poems. The poems
unfurl like frames on a reel of film producing a very vivid and plastic description of the
situations at hand. The juxtaposition of successive still scenes contributes to the
impression of a tension-filled, first-hand experience of atmosphere and place. The reader
clearly sees whole columns of men, disappearing forevermore: sons, fathers, husbands,
and fiancés. The women ensdam us-nod pyxu [look on with shaded eyes] and they see a
single pounding human mass, not of individual people with names or faces, but of
doomed xkpyensie samvinxu [round backs of heads).

In The song of army boots, the use of syllabotonic verse evokes the rhythm of a
soldiers” march, and the remaining poetic devices similarly complement the semantic
layer. The sound pervading the experience of the war generation, never to fade away, is
again achieved through the simple repetition of support phonemes, morphemes, words
and entire phrases. Its parallelisms are intensified by an uncomplicated, rhythmic, and
perfectly suited musical background in the popular recording of the poem™. Its regular
cross thymes also enhance its repetitiveness, as does it skillful use of tonal punctuation:
four lines end in question marks, two in exclamation marks, and three in ellipses. Thus,
the role of rhythm and prosodic repetitiveness (iambic accents, intonation, etc.) cannot be

underestimated.

*2 Bulat Okudzawa, “Pesenka o soldatskikh sapogakh,” Poezja spiewana, CD (Warsaw: Polskie Radio SA,
2000).
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Syntactic as well as intonational parallelism can be observed in The song of army
boots. Compositional echoes between stanzas create additional patterns of repetition in
the text, such as the repetition of the poem’s opening words at the beginning of the
second stanza (stanzas one and two both start with, Ber cisuuume... [Do you hear...].
Anaphoras continue throughout the text: stanzas three and four both begin, 4 20e xce
Hawie/nawiu... [But where are our...]; the two middle lines in stanza one begin with u
[and], a conjunction that also creates a breathless rush between the lines. The first three
lines of final stanza six start with # as well. In stanza two we find the lengthy
reduplication, npowaiica ¢ ueil, npowaiics ¢ neii [say goodbye to her, say goodbye to
her], not to mention the words myman [mist] and scweii [clearer] repeating three times in
close proximity (epizeuksis, where the same words repeat two or more times in a row).
This pattern reaches its extreme in stanza five, where there is a double reduplication: the
first and second lines begin, 4 mor... [And we...]; the third and fourth lines follow with, a
no noasm/naman ... [And on the fields/heels...]. Enumeration and repetitions help to
recreate the never-ending experience of the rhythm of the éoldiers’ boots and of the
stomping which remains in the memory forever.

Vocabulary is also used with the purpose of creating rhythm. Certain words are
skillfully woven into the canvas of the poem and repeat several times in this short text.
For example, the word canoau [boots] and the long phrase, u nmuyv owanenvie nemam/ u
JHCEHWUNBL 2I0Am u3-no0 pyku [And mad birds fly/ And women look on with shaded
eyes] brace the poem. Additionally, the reprisal of elements from the first stanza in the

last gives it a ring-like structure.
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Turning to phonetic repetitions, The Song of Army Boots also makes use of
tautophony, where the same or similar sound patterns are repeated within neighboring
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words. Consonants such as “g”, “r”, “b”, “v”, and “zh” [“r”, “p”, “6”, “B”, and “x”] are
often repeated together with the vowels “0” or “a” [“0” or “a”], adding to the fast-paced
tension (e.g.: “gro-kho-chet ba-ra-ban”, “vo-rov-stvom”, “zhi-re-et vo-ro-nio”, “voi-na
gro-cho-chet”). Alliteration is applied to lend the poem a distinct roughness of utterance:
voiced consonants: “g,” “b,” “v,” “zh,” as well as “n” and “r” r”, <67, “B”, “x”, as well
as “a” and “p”) accumulate throughout the poem.

As a result, the sound layer gains a significant autonomy from the semantic layer
of the poem, with its own valuation independent of the meanings it vocalizes. In terms of
individual words, semantic meaning may often be coupled with an enhanced phonetic
value: for example, the onomatopoeic word zpoxomams means “to rumble”, its sound
reflecting and relating to its semantic sense.

The fact that this long poem is constructed using only six sentences helps to foster
an impression of rushed and passing happiness. These sentences each occupy an entire
stanza and are graphically paired off on the page, with the second stanza consistently
indented to produce an additional sense of movement. Since each pair of stanzas
demonstrates not only unity of graphic presentation but of sense and sound as well (e.g.
the cross thyme in the last stanza), the reader might choose to analyse the poem in terms
of three stanzas rather than six. In addition, the unity of the poem as a whole is bolstered
by the nearly perfect coincidence of its four opening and closing lines.

Okudzhava’s B noxoo na uyaxcyio cmpany cobupancs xopons... [The king was off

10 conquer a foreign land...] is another anti-war poem with clear allegorical and ironic
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parallels between the Soviet government’s disregard for the value of the individual
citizen and the king’s disregard for the value of the individual subject in the fictitious
world created in the poem. The poem is written in the third person so that a short sad
story can be used to criticize the Soviet government’s reckless disregard for the value of
the cornerstone of Soviet society, the individual citizen-soldier. Okudzhava constructed
the poem using balanced intonation and line lengths of either fourteen or fifteen syllables.

The mood of this piece is further reinforced by the great continuity provided by
the conjunction “u” [and] at the beginning of nearly every stanza: 4 eudum KOpOlb —

“And the king sees”, H 6om omzpemeno — “And a shout rang out™>

, etc. The third-person
narrative tells the story of a king who decides to conquer a foreign country with help of
his ten little soldiers (conoamuxu). As in the village setting sketched out in the poem as

both fantastic and cruel at the same time, it is just as dangerous to be branded a pacifist in

the Soviet village as well. Thus the queen’s final advice to the king before he leaves:

Tony4e ux Geid, a He TO MPOCJTBIBELLB TAUNPHCTOM,
Y NPSHUKOB CNIAJIKAX OTHSATB Y Bpara He 3a6yns.

(Beat them well, for if not, you will become known as a pacifist,
And don’t forget to take ginger bread from the enemy.)**

Five sad soldiers were killed in the battle. Howevér, the king saw them as lost
causes from the outset and returned home in triumph with the remaining five happy
soldiers and a sack of ginger bread in tow. There is irony in the king’s unexpected lack of
remorse for the llives of his men. It is an insignificant detail to the king, who is perfectly

happy with the loot and the success of the war:

MUHyTHO! NeYain He CTOWT, APY3bs, NPEaBaThCH,

> Bulat Okudzhava, “V pokhod na chuzhuiu stranu sobiralsia korol'...,” Proza i poeziia (Frankfurt Main:
Posev, 1968) 141. ‘
34 Okudzhava, “V pokhod na chuzhuiu stranu sobiralsia korol'....” Proza i poeziia 141.
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BEIb IPYCTHBIM COJIIATaM HET CMBICJIA B *KHUBbIX
OCTaBaTLCH
Y IPAHUKOB, KCTAaTH, BCCIJa HE XBaTaeT IS BCEX.

(My friends, do not grieve even for a minute,
It would be senseless for sad soldiers to
Survive
And besides, there is never enough ginger bread for all.)*

The cruelty of these careless words reflects directly upon the Soviet government’s
attitude concerning the value of the common citizen. The population of the USSR has
always been high and their lives have consistently been considered an expendable asset
by the government®. When the common citizen is viewed as expendable, then
unnecessary losses are accepted as common practice. All a commander needed was a
justified excuse to be the first to conquer a given piece of land, or a convenient reason for
ordering an heroic, though imprudent attack.

As a token of the soldier’s insignificance in this system, the author uses the
diminutive form conoamuxu [little soldiers] instead of the more fully realized coroamu
[soldiers]. Among avid readers of Okudzhava’s writings, this word, cordamuxu,
immediately brings to mind another song: Bymaxcuwiii condamux [The Little Paper
Soldier]. In that song, the fragility of the soldier’s life is emphasized by the epithet
bymaoicuuiil [of paper] and by the fact that he, like his life, na numouxe sucen [hung by a
thread]’’. This also resonates with the eXpression o0106aHHbll condam [a tin soldier], with
its own connotations of a trifling toy. Following this thread of associations and
considering the necessity of poet’s using Aesopian language lead to the conclusion that

for the leaders, Soviet soldiers are little more than cheap children’s toys.

> Okudzhava, “V pokhod na chuzhuiu stranu sobiralsia korol'....” Proza i poeziia 141.

% Altogether, probably some 20-25 million Soviet citizens died premature deaths between 1941 and 1945,
Hosking, A History of the Soviet Union 296.

37 Bulat Okudzhava, “Bumazhnyi soldatik,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998) 69.
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From the poet’s point of view, the Soviet leaders view their own soldiers as
valueless toy pawns incapable of making mature, rational decisions on their own.
Okudzhava is pointing out what type of an attitude manifest those who have the power to
build a destiny. His destiny would emphasize the values of peace instead of domination.
The Soviet rulers viewed the common citizen as incapable of possessing the mature
judgment to build a life of goodness, beauty, truth and love. The rulers viewed the
common citizen as incapable of comprehending the big picture and incapable of carrying
out the means to actualize the vast vision of Marx and using war as the means for willing
this vision into actuality. Okudzhava is clearly expressing that he does not agree with the
demeaning view of the Soviet leaders that the common citizen is a child who must be
placated as a toddler and coaxed into war for the advancement of Soviet society.
Okudzhava is painting a picture in words: true victory will begin by way of peace. For
the government that wills the way of peace as the path to victory is the government that
esteems its common citizen as a dignified human being. To be a pacifist in the Soviet
design is to disagree with the pillars of the social order, such as the mandate that winning
a “just” war is the means to the Communist State.

B noxoo na uyscyto cmpany cobupancs kopon... was banned from publication
already in the 1960s in the Soviet Union for many years. The same fate was reserved for
many other, largely ironic poems by Okudzhava, such as: O eoiine [About the War],
Bymasicnwiii conoamux, He eepw 6oiine, manvuumxa [Don't Believe in War, My Boy],

Ilecenxa o nexome [The Infantry Song], as well as ITecenxa amepuxanckozo cordama
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[Song of an American Soldier]™®, the last of which had the adjective “American” added to
the title on the “recommendation” of the censors.

Once again, the structure of the poem [Tecenka o nexome clearly indicates what is
to be semantically stressed in it. The poem is dominated by lines of two and four feet, but
it also includes a few lines consisting of particularly significant, isolated expressions. The
expressions treated in this way are cnacenus nem [there is no release), ne eepome [do not
believe], and ewe ne oxonuenvi/ cuemwr céou [the score has not been settled yet]. Two
conspicuous repetitions seem to provide the key to understanding this poem: in all, four
separate stanzas open with the anaphoric command “do not believe”; moreover, the last
sentence of the poem presents a near-perfect syntactical parallel to the first. What

changes between the opening and closing lines is the mood, indicative in the beginning:

BCETJIa MBI YXOIIUM,
KOrja Hap 3emiieto OylIyeT BecHa

(We always go away
When spring storms the earth)

then shifting to a more dramatic, desperate interrogation at the end:

Yero x MBI yXOIUM,
KOrja Haj 3eMIE0

Oymryer
BecHa?

(Why on earth do we go away,
When the spring
is storming

the earth?)”

%8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka amerikanskogo soldata,” Zamek nadziei (Krakow: Wydawnictwo literackie,
1984) 168.

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o pekhote,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 220.
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Being banned from publication was also the destiny of the poem Boennwsiii napad
[War Parade], where a character with an uncertain future is simply advised to live in the }

present, to “seize the day”:

Bens 60116, U CMEPTh, U MYLIEK TPOM —

BCE 3TO OYAET JIMILD [TOTOM.

Uero »* neyaqnuThCs 0 TOM,

a MOXxeT, oboiizeTca?

(You see, pain, and death, and cannon roar—
All these will only come later.

Why should you worry about it,

When we might be spared?®

Okudzhava uses his cinematic techniques here as well, presenting successive
frames of a happy orchestra, columns of soldiers, and the unnaturally happy wives and

daughters of the men marching off to war:

He B cunax PaaocCThb INPEBO3MOYD,
NOCT KEHA, TOPAUTCA A09b.

(Not being able to restrain her happiness,
The wife is singing and the daughter is proud.)®’

In this ironic panorama bursting with patriotic joy, however, there are two frames
that clearly stand out from the rest, and whose conspicuity gives them substantial

meaning. The first is one of a worried mother:

U TonbKo MaTh YXOAUT MpOYb. ..
“Kyna xe Tbl, Kyaa Tol...?”

(And only the mother steps away...
‘Where are you going to, where?...’)%

The second frame is of a trumpet player exerting every effort in pretending
everything is fine. He keeps playing with his orchestra, as though he were just as happy

as the others. But

MYHJIIUTYK TPSICETCS Ha ry0e,

 Bulat Okudzhava, “Voennyi parad,” Proza i poeziia (Frankfurt Main: Posev, 1968) 123.
%! Okudzhava, “Voennyi parad,” Proza i poeziia 123.
62 Okudzhava, “Voennyi parad,” Proza i poeziia 123.
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TPACETCS OH, TPACOTCA. ..

(The mouth-piece is shaking on his lips,
It shakes and shakes...)%

These are the two sites where the poem’s happy tone is weakened. In this case,
Okudzhava needs only four short lines to smuggle his message across to the reader.

Mothers often figure in the war poems of Okudzhava, and are typically portrayed
with a great deal of sympathy and love. They are strong-minded women who live or
sacrifice themselves for their family (their children above all). When the mourning
mother must say good-bye to her son(s), she cries openly, in a role reminiscent of
Russian women wailing at a funeral. The mother in Okudzhava’s poems knows that this
will be the last time she sees her children, and so to her, the departure is tantamount to
their death. The sons generally try to conceal their own fears in front of their mothers and

ask them to not cry, as in Opxecmp uepaem 6oesvie mapuu...

He nefite cnes, pomumpie MaMaiiy,
Ha KpbUTbS HAIIH CIe3 He JieiiTe 3ps!

(Don’t cry, dear mamas,
Don’t cry over our wings for naught!)*

In the poem Ilina 6oiina k momy Bepnumy... [The war was approaching Berlin...],
the mother is invoked three times. In the first appeal, a soldier is asking his friend’s
mother not to cry: he is writing to tell her that her son is happy. In the other two, an

attitude of detachment is assumed that only increases the drama:

Maryliika, yaapui BeICTpen —
TIOKAYHYJICS TBOI CHIHOK.

(Mommy, a shot landed—
Your son swayed.)®®

% Okudzhava, “Voennyi parad,” Proza i poeziia 123.

 Bulat Okudzhava, “Orkestr igraet boevye marshi,” lzbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 321.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Shla voina k tomu Berlinu...,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998)
108.
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The lyrical voice barely changes as it reveals that the son was killed:

Mary1ika, noriaus 0o CeHy —
y T€0s CHACTIIUBBIH ChIH.

(Mommy, mourn your son—
You have a lucky son.)*

Once again, the poem’s great emotional tension depends largely on gradations
between numerous instances of parallelism and repetition. The incongruous calmness
with which the mother is informed of the tragic death of her son also contributes to the
effect.

In another poem belonging to this group, Kozoa mer yxooum... [When we march
away...], the mothers’ hearts are compared to warm hearths and native fields. In the poem
Bobna [Vobla], “one crazy mother” will stop at nothing to save her five children from
hunger. Okudzhava is one of the first authors in the Soviet Union to depict the war
ravaging his nation’s homes as well as the front lines. Women were left by their
husbands, brothers, sons or fathers alone without the means to survive or to feed the
remaining family. These poems are, therefore, a testament to the heroism of women in
wartime—heroism that rarely received official recognition®.

Okudzhava was also one of the first Soviet authors to use his poetry as a vehicle
for discussing the tragedy of women,® many of whom were torn from their men forever.
Their only option was to wait and write to their husbands or sons on the front. Okudzhava
portrays the drama of the mothers, fiancées, and wives who lost their men. Their lives

were all but over at the moment their men left home, or upon receiving the pokhoronka—

% Okudzhava, “Shla voina k tomu Berlinu...,” Chaepitie na Arbate 108.

%7 For more about the situation of women aggravated by war, see Geoffrey Hosking, A History of the
Soviet Union (London: Fontana Press/Collins, 1985) 296 and 396.

58 Other authors discussing this theme were, for example, O. Bergolts, A. Akhmatova, L. Chukovskaia.
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the notification of death on the front. In this category are the poems Taneo [Tango],
Anzenv [Angels], A mvi ¢ moboil, 6pam, u3 nexomwvi [And we’re from the infantry,

brother], and Ax, opxecmpuer Oyxoevie [Oh, the brass bands]:

[MpoBoXKaOT Hac HEBECTHI,
a BCTpeYaroT BAOBBI.

(Brides bid us farewell,
And widows greet us.)”

As in the case of the above-mentioned poems, the main sentiment evoked by the
poem IIposoder y soenxomama [Saying good-bye at the enlistment office] is a feeling of
irreversible loss, of an end to a family and its peaceful life from before the war.

In this poem, a man’s inner hopes arc placed in opposition to his reality.
Okudzhava treats the conflict in a manner that evokes a feeling of an inevitable tragedy.
The author proceeds by sharp shifts in mood to suggest the horror of a young man’s
farewell on his way to war. In the first stanza there are three such abrupt shifts: at the
outset, the brass band is playing, and the lyrical hero finds himself ¢njoying the meooeswtii
[honeyed)”® sound; suddenly he remembers why the band is there. Instantly, the music
becomes nponsumenvnoiii [piercing]. It is so painful that he loses all force of expression
and can only exclaim: A4x... [4A...]. Again he regains control of himself, this time as a
soldier who must never show fear, no matter that he is no more than a schoolboy who has
never touched a gun. At this point, the lyrical hero becomes alienated from his own
conflicting emotions—as a soldier he assures himself and his loved ones that he is
Moot u 6edoewiii [young and daredevil], but as the poet his true attitude is betrayed by

such expressions as ¢ 6oavio 6 enasax [with pain in my eyes] and ¢ yepnvim YYOUUKOM

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Akh, orkestry dukhovye,” Posviashchaetsia vam; Stikhi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’,
1988) 96.
" Bulat Okudzhava, “Provody u voenkomata,” Chaepitie na Arbate 332.




41

[with a little black forelock), which respectively refer to his secret burden of horror and to
his undeniable immaturity and lack of training. The skillful juxtaposition of otherwise
innocuous epithets increases the overall impression of terror and tragedy that fill the
moment of saying farewell. This is seen in how the poet uses the following phrases: 3Byx

MeQ08blil [honeyed sound)] and ¢ uepnvim uy6uuxom [with a little black forelock]. Tn any

other context, the reader would not associate these expressions with anything horrible,
but referring as they do to the lyrical hero’s last, mad search for meaning, they only
deepen the reader’s sense of impendiﬁg doom that will crash down upon innocent well-
meaning schoolboys. This scene presents the first of the poem’s significant semantic use
of synecdoche (pars pro toto)—unable to grasp his function in the vast workings of the
State, the lyrical hero becomes a symbol for the universal struggle of his generation to
understand the unfeeling machinations of history around them.

The second stanza begins with a synecdoche on a smaller scale—Mauym DPYUKU
[little hands wave]. Distracted by his looming death, his world fragmented, the lyrical
hero no longer sees his well-wishers as human. Our only clue to their identity is the use
of the diminutive pyuxu for pyxu [hands]. The fact that these children were asked to smile
for the departing soldiers only adds to the particular tragedy of the scene. In his despair,
the lyrical hero rids them of their souls, their innocent outreach, their face and wide eyes.
The impression of many helpless, waving hands is all that remains. It seems that only the
least comforting images now register on the young soldier’s mind—while the onlookers
join him in his show of false bravery, it is the cries of those who cannot play their part
that reach him: xpuxu ckop6uvie manymes ecned [mournful screams follow behind)]. This

admission of human emotions in the poem interrupts its flow. It is there for the purpose
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of showing an irrational pretense that is at last made explicit—they are acting of course to
preserve themselves before the Leader, the 6esymey us ueprozo xopa [lunatic from the
black choir]. The poet now uses the references, “black” and “lunatic”, to place himself
squarely against Stalin’s doctrine for world domination. Additionally, Okudzhava uses
these ‘allusions to bring the poem to an emotional climax: he begins to play on the
metaphoric image of the Leader as a crazed film director, deliriously deciding the script
of his work for warping the personal lives of millions to his will. Each person knows their
role in this well-rehearsed performance. Those who have stayed home send their children
to execute their practised hand waves, and the zpsdywuii cioocem [plot to come] is set to
unfold. With each manifestation of this extended metaphor the poet’s rage soars as he
symbolizes the grimly predetermined fates of the nation.

In the third stanza, the uproar of the fanfare swells to silence any dissent and the
bravura music “envelops” whatgver is alive, forcing all dissenters into the crazed
Leader’s party line, insistently repeating that all must be united for their common

destiny—which is one of destruction.

Kusup My3sIkoii GpaBypHOii 06bsTa-
BCE O TOM, YTO Cyab0a MoToJIam,

U 0 TOM, 4TO He OyjaeT Bo3Bpara,

HH K JIFOOBH U HU K POYHM JEJIaM.

(Life is engulfed by the bravura—
It’s all about fate being split in two,
And there being no return

To love or any other thing)”!

The destruction is not short in coming: everything, down to the meonsie mpy6wi
[copper horns], flies up in general conflagration; faces disappear into the mrams u dvim

[fire and smoke] for the Day of Judgement has arrived. This archetypal fire and smoke is

I Okudzhava, “Provody u voenkomata,” Chaepitie na Arbate 332.
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surely that of the war itself; all that can be discerned among the flames is the young
soldier’s impassive smile. In this juxtaposition of hellfire and inhuman calm, the poem
reaches its culmination. Like the waving children, the synecdochised lyrical hero-soldier
has lost his face and soul. To lose one’s soul is to walk the earth as a zombie who still has
a shred of humanity hanging off the bones of human existence, but to lose one’s face as
well is to plunge into the realm of the unimaginable. Not even a vengeful god ever drove
man into such a hateful destruction. To be soulless as well as faceless is to have been
turned into a piece of machinery, an opaque blackened bloodletting machine. As
foreordained, the Leader has thrown his meat onto the flames at the predetermined
moment. A synecdoche is effectively used in ITecenxa o condamcrux canozax as well,
and to similar effect: just as in that poem the women see only the samsiicu [backs of the
heads] of their receding sons, in ITposoow! y eoenxomama Okudzhava consistently pares
down his images to allow new semantic layers to rise into view and to construct a
complex metaphorical reflection on the destiny of his generation.

Additionally, Okudzhava reveals a special interest in a relatively unexplored
theme in Soviet literature that presents the separation from a beloved woman. The author
often uses the first-person singular or plural to discuss this theme that had previously
received no official attention in the USSR. For example, in Baue bnazopooue, 2ocnosica
pasiyka [Your Honour, Madame Separation), IIpoeoow! ronxepos [Seeing off the cadets],
Brunoasxcu moii sotinel 6ce mpagoii sapocnu ... [The dug-outs of that war are grown over
with grass...], Yemwipe 200a [Four years] and A 20061 yxodsam, yxodsm ... [And the years
are slipping by and by ...], the author returns to a personal, emotionally charged approach

by using the first-person possessive:

JIBe BE4HBIX TOPOTH —
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mo0O0Bb # pa3Tyka —
NPOXOASAT CKBO3b CEPILE Moe.

(Two endless roads,

Love and separation,
Run through my heart.)”

These three lines are repeated as a refrain throughout a poem where the author
tries to distance himself from the overwhelming experiences of the war. However:

Haina namsars He B cusax yiuTH OT NOTEPS,
Bce ¢ (PoHApHKOM GPOIHUT B ObLIOM.

(Our memory cannot forget the losses,
Still wandering with its flashlight through the past.”

Just as The dug-outs of that war are grown over with grass... and others,
Farewell, boys directly blames the war for the personal tragedies of innocent people.
Instead of glorifying the “just war” as writers were expected to do, Okudzhava subjects it

to fierce condemnation in the following invocation:

AX, BOIfHa,

9TO 3K ThI ClleNana, HoAJas;
BMECTO cBaael —

Pa3NyKH U JbIM.

(Oh, mean war,

What have you done—

Instead of weddings

There are separations and smoke.”*

This incriminating, mournful, or angry voice can be heard even in poems that
initially seem to have little to do with the war. Thus, in Packpeieaio cmpanuyer nadoneii
[/ open the pages of my palms]:

A1 nvcraro cTpaHubL.
Masuur
MepexuTOE.
51 kax B mieHy.
BoT kakoii-To ucmyranHeiii MansuuK

2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Blindazhi toi voiny vse travoi zarosli...,” Kapli datskogo korolia: Kinostsenarii, pesni
dlia kino (Moscow: Kinotsentr, 1991) 13.

" Okudzhava, “Blindazhi toi voiny vse travoi zarosli...,” Kapli datskogo korolia: Kinostsenarii, pesni dlia
kino 13.
™ Okudzhava, “Do svidaniia, mal'chiki,” Chaepitie na Arbate 52.
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€aM ¢ coO0K0 UTpaeT B BOMHY.
BoT kakasg-To »eHipHa rmaver —
OYEHb NAJAIOT CJIe3bI B LICHE,

U Kako#-TO 3ayMUYHBBIH MalIbuyUK
JHEM W HOYBIO UJIET MO BOKHE.

(I am flipping the pages.
There looms

My past.

I am like a prisoner.
Here is some scared boy,
Playing at war alone.
Here is a woman crying—
Tears get so worthless now,

And some pensive boy
Goes through the war day and night.”

The secondary accents in this loose anapest distance it from the model of
anapestic verse, especially at the beginnings of lines; at the ends of lines the reader often
observes hypercatalectic syllables. Clearly, for the purpose of underscoring the meaning
of certain parts, the stanzas are irregularly constructed— some words and phrases are
graphically isolated, stressing their significance. If these words were to be reintegrated
into the body of the text, the resulting poem would consist of five quite regular quatrains
followed by a long six-line and a short three-line stanza. The interactions between the
various anaphoras, epiphoras, syntactical parallelisms, greater or lesser repetitions, as
well as cross thymes dominating throughout the poem definitely do much to organize it.

(13 b2 N19 9% Ceq 0

Assonance (especially of “a” and “0”) and consonance (voiceless “s,” “p,” “t,” as well as

“r” and “1”) add to the rhythm of the entire piece:

Kro Tam mrauer?
HukTto Tam He miader...
I[TpocTto netw urparot B BoiiHy!

Who is crying there?

7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Raskryvaiu stranitsy ladonei...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1985)
70.
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Nobody is crying...
It’s just children playing at war!™

The anti-war category must also be expanded to include those poems tackling
another important theme, unpopular in the Soviet years—the need to return to one’s
family, to experience home and hearth. Bee enyue mysvica oy ... [The music of the

soul grows ever fainter...], Ox muwi, wapux zony6oii [Come on, you, blue ball], and

Kypaenu [Cranes] are examples of these:

H, nepBbIM Temmom nepo

OMANUB,
CBOH JIOM pa3risies BAalH,
IJIBIBYT 3aM03IaBLIKe

XKypaBiy,
Kak HeOecHble Kopabiin.

And, feathers in the first sun
Singed,
Seeing their home in the distance,
Sail the late
Cranes,
Like ships in the sky.”’

Still other poems deal with the war’s suppression of all noble human feelings
where man slowly loses his ability to act according to his own standards and ethical
principles, and surrenders his actions to become an emotionless automaton without face

or soul, as in the poem B 2opodckom caoy:

«He Bce n1b paBHO: BepHelIbCA Lien
Wi B 6010 TIaZeIb Thl,
H PYKY KTO NOAACT B 6ee — TOBapuIl
Wi Bpar?...»

(“Does it really matter if you come back unharmed
Or if you die in battle?
And who will give you a helping hand—your comrade
Or your foe?...”)"

76 Okudzhava, “Raskryvaiu stranitsy ladonei...,” Stikhotvoreniia 70. _

77 Bulat Okudzhava, “Zhuravli,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966) 95.

® Bulat Okudzhava, “V gorodskom sadu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 110.. :
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The above sentiments are not those of lyrical hero, and are placed in quotation
marks in the poem itself. The lyrical hero is nonetheless troubled by doubts of this kind,

as is evidenced by his conflicting and repetitive words:

O, uTo6sI OBLTO BCE HE TaK,
4100 BCE MHaue OBIIO,
HAaBEPHO, UMEHHO 3aTEM, HABEPHO, TOTOMY
urpaet 6yIHUYHBIN OPKECTP MPUBLIYHO U BIOJICHITBL,
@ MBI TaK TPYIHO M JIETKO BCE TAHEMCSA K HEMY.

(Oh, so that everything changes,

‘ So that everything is different,
Probably, this is the reason, probably, this is why
The same old orchestra is playing as it is used to and at half force,
And we still stretch out to it with such effort and ease).” '

Okudzhava has arranged the structure of the poem not according to the
smoothness of logical thought but to reinforce the pathos and grief that he feels. The poet
has ingeniously created a code for emotional grief. He powerfully leads the reader to an
understanding of the author’s own personal insight into the nature of the Soviet state of
affairs. If he were to use the common approach of dictating language to logic, then the
voice of grief would never have been expressed. His lyrical voice speaks to stress his
emotional state, his worries and confusion in a clearer way than using a logical approach.
Here the poet’s lyrical voice cannot be brought to speak in a calm and coherent voice,
according to the dictates of logical controlled grammar.

In his article, ‘Mapm eenuxooywnwuii’ b. Oxyoocaser, noted above, Kunaev
reserves harsh words for this poem. The following excerpt from the article provides a
deeper understanding of Okudzhava’s persecution in the 60s, and of the accusations

levied against him:

B stom otpeieke 31 cioBo. M3 HEX 23 — BBOIHBIE CIOBa, COHO3bl, MPEIJIOTH,
MEKIIOMETHS, TO €CTb CIyXKeOHbIE SNEMEHThl PeUH, He UMEIOIIME B PYCCKOM
A3BIKE CAMOCTOATENLHOTO 3HaueHus [...]. B obuem, ocraercs omHa cTpouka:

™ Okudzhava, “V gorodskom sadu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 110.
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“Urpaer Oyanmunblit opkectp.” Tpu cnoBa u3 Tpuauatu oaHoro. [...] Ha Moii
B3rag, 310 [...] yBemutenwHoe doxasamenscmeo 6eccodepacamensnocmu
npueedeH o yumamoi.

(In this passage there are 31 words. Of these, 23 are parenthetic words,
conjunctions, prepositions, and interjections, which is to say connective
elements with no independent meaning in the Russian language [...]. In all, one
line is left: “The same old orchestra is playing.” Three words out of thirty one.
[...]1In mgy0 opinion, this is [...] conclusive proof of the emptiness of the above

passage.)

Since Okudzhava was slated for painful “criticism” in the 60s, the critics were
simply doing their job and fulfilling the official request. Kunaev searches for concrete
imagery in the poem and inevitably blames Okudzhava for being too verbose, and
producing poetry lacking in depth and meaning. Kunaev trips over his own dependence
on grammar controlled by the dictates of logic.

However, a current reading of B 2opoockom cady will necessarily place great
importance on these very “connective elements,” since aposiopesis, ellipses, interjections,
and the like are vital to the full comprehension of the poem.

Okudzhava obviously did not agree with the concept of man as a soulless and
faceless automaton; on the contrary, he lived to praise the positive feelings of the human
being, moral standards that give man a soul and a face. He employed his poetic skills to
express this highly ethical point of view. With help of multiple comparative conjunctions

and adjectives, he expressed a belief in a peaceful life:

mem ciauge Mell OrHel TOMallHUX,
uem 2pomye My3blKa aTak.

(The louder the music of the attacks,
The sweeter the honey of the lights of home.)®!

and

H 370 BCe y Hac B kpoBy,
XOTb 3TOMY HE 00YHaIH:

so Kunaev, ““Mart velikodushnyi' B. Okudzhavy,” 30.
8! Bulat Okudzhava, “Vse glushe muzyka dushi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 313,
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yeMm ebiuie My3biKa Jo0BHU,
mem 2poMye My3hiKa TIeHany,
yem gpomye My3blKa medalid,
mem uuuje My3biKa JIIOOBH.

(And it runs in all our blood,
Though no one ever taught us:
The higher the music of love,
The louder the music of sadness;
The louder the music of sadness,
The purer the music of love.)*

Numerous other war-related themes are to be found in Okudzhava’s poetry as
well. The betrayal of short wartime affairs runs through such poems as Amsi-6amer, uinu
conoamour [Tum-tarum marched the so?diers], Meocecmpa Mapus [Nurse Marial,
Ompaoa [Happiness), Ilecenxa waeanepeapoa [The horse-guardsman’s song|, o
ceuoanus, maneuuxu [Farewell, boys], HJarewas oopoza [The winding road], and
Ilecenxa o conoamcxux canozax [The song of soldier’s boots]. There are poems about
cruelty, such as Ilpumema [A token) and Tamans [Taman’], and those about paralyzing
fear, an emotion that true Soviet soldiers were not supposed to feel or acknowledge—
Ihac mpy6er nao 2opooamu [The trumpet call above the towns] and Coanviuxo cusem,
mysvika uepaem [The sun is shining, the music is playing]. There are also feelings of
doubt, guilt, and questioning the necessity of war in poems of this group, including 2x
mt, wapux zoayboii [Come on, you, blue ball...], Om eoiinst 6oiinbt ne uuyym ... [Don’t
look for another war], Paseosop ¢ pexoii Kypoii [Conversation with the Kura river],
Bnepeou udem cepowcanm [The sergeant marches at the head], Hyoicnvl nu zycapy
comuenus ... [What are doubts to the huﬁar...], A xax nepeas moboev — ona cepoye
ocmem ... [The first love squeezes. the heart...], Bom xopoawv yexan na oiiny: On Mocxkey

noxunyn. [And the king lefi for the war: He abandoned Moscow.], 3emns uspuima expug u

%2 Okudzhava, “Vse glushe muzyka dushi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 313.
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eéxoce [The earth is dug up all over] and H3 ¢pponmosozo onesnuxa [In a diary from the
front]. Finally, there are those poems dealing with fears of a possible new war, especially
in the pessimistic Cmapunnas conoamcrasn necus [An old soldier’s song).

Okudzhava sometimes transplants the reader from the cruel and horrible world of
war to the world of children’s storiés (as in the poems Onogannviii condamux moezo coina
[My son’s tin soldier] and Bymaoicuwiii conoamux [The little paper soldier]. The most
provocative of these stories, however, is the long-unpublished fairytale, The Little Paper
Soldier (1959), that does not quite meet the expectations of children’s world. The
character in this poem is not a 6ozameipv or medieval knight, but a simple soldier,
different bnly because he is made entirely of paper. The epithet 6ymancuuiii [of paper]
carries with it a slew of suggested connotations: weak, fragile, unstable, flimsy,
precarious, feeble, slack, loose, poor, delicate, slender, flammable, temporary. The list
continues. These adjectives stand in stark contrast with the character of the hot-tempered,
courageous little soldier, who is willing to risk life and limb to save his fellow man. He
will not hang uselessly on the wall while the real soldiers fight and lose their lives. The
little paper soldier tempts fate through his desire to be useful. He may well have slipped
through the cracks, just as some potential recruits were able to find exemption from
military service during the Great Patriotic War (Benukas omeuecmeennas 6otina). But he
was young, honest and eager to volunteer— providing yet another parallel with the many
naive youths who joined the army directly from their school desks. Ultimately, the
marionette-like soldier, manipulated from above, 'steps out and dies in a fire, his life not

worth much to those around him.
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The tone of the poem is ironic, and the melody written for the poem is light, funny
and joyful, in contrast with the tragedy of the little soldier. However, the light-
heartedness here is not at the expense of the paper soldier. It is, rather, “laughter through
bthe tears,” an Aesopian accusation of the leaders who personally did not risk their lives,
but preferred the unnecessary deaths of the Soviet youth.

Okudzhava opens a dialogue about the cruelty of each and every war. The first
words of another poem, He eepb soiine, manouumra [Don’t Believe in War, my Boy],

match its no less tragic ending:

TBI BECh, KaK Ha JAJOHH,
BCE MYJIH — B OJHOTO.

(You are so vulnerable,
Bullets—within you.)®

The use of the second-person singular in the poem places particular emphasis on
the “connotative function” of the language. In this poem, as well as in many others in
Whiéh Okudzhava chooses to use the second-person singular #y [you], it appears to
represent a direct echo of the lyrical 2 [/]: the two seem to correspond smoothly.
Chrzastowska and Wyslouch call this type of parallelism “‘you’ as mirror image of ‘I’.”%

This parallelism is complicated by the fact that the “you” in He 6epob goline,
maneyuuka is both individualized and indeterminate. The reader may well assume that
the “you” is equivalent to “I”. However, the structure and phrasing of the poem cannot
confirm this correspondence and the poem may represent a genuine dialogue as well.

This ambiguity proves to be a productive one. It provides both “an inner monologue of

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne ver" voine, mal'chishka,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev,
1966) 188.

* Bozena Chrzastowska and Seweryna Wyslouch, Poetyka stosowana (Warszawa: Wydawnictwa Szkolne i
Pedagogiczne, 1987) 283.
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the speaker, as the expression of his/her thoughts, doubts, feelings”85 and a dialogue with
the outside world. Okudzhava is drawing a parallel between his own destiny and that of
his generation, linking the fate of a single person and that of all human beings. The
boundaries of time and space within which the nominal “you” undergoes its ordeals,
concretely represented by the war, are pushed to the widest extreme.

A similar effect is achieved in the category of Okudzhava’s anti-war poems where
the lyrical hero cannot believe his own participation in such a cruel experience. In these
poems, he turns to various strategies in an attempt to evade his guilty conscience. While
the negative experiences are pushed deeply into his subconscious like a bullet inside
himself and not allowed to resurface, they inevitably break through by means of
nightmare, conjecture, and doubt. In the following poem, the subject rationalizes his
horror by suggesting that what happened to him may simply have been a horror film that

he now remembers:

AX, 4TO-TO MHE He BEpUTCH, 4TO 1, 6part, Boepall.
A MOJXET, 3TO MKOJbHUK MEHA HAPUCOBA:

AX, 4T0-TO MHE He BepHTCs, 4TO 4, Gpart, youai.
A MOXKeT, IPOCTO BEYEPOM B KUHO 1 MTOOLIBa?

[...]

AX, 4TO-TO MHE He BEPHTCs, UTO 51 HE Nat B 6oro.

(Oh, somehow I cannot believe that I fought, brother.
Maybe a schoolboy drew me like this:

[...] )

Oh, somehow I cannot believe that I killed, brother.
Maybe I was just at the movies one night?

[...]

Oh, somehow I cannot believe that I did not fall in the battle. ) %

The use of parallelism and repetition creates growing emotional tension

throughout the poem, as the lyrical hero remains unable to come to terms with his past.

% Chrzastowska, and Wyslouch 284.
8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Akh, chto-to mne ne veritsia, chto ia, brat, voeval...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia
(Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 296.
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There is a group of Okudzhava’s poems dealing with generals. With the exception
of one poem [Bce ympacaemcs mano-nomany [All ;vlowly settles], Okudzhava’s portraits
of generals and other military leaders are painted with a generous dose of irony. In the
poem I3 oxna eéazona [From the carriage window], the commanders are compared to
psychotic theatre directors. In Hponuueckoe obpawyenue x zenepany [An ironic address to
a general], it is remarked that the general’s chosen profession is to kill, and that leaders

would be rendered useless in a world without war:

IToka Ha cBeTe HET BOMHEL,
Bbl B MMOJIOXKEHHHU TyPaLKOM,
[...]

Boaureno HyXHa BoliHa,
PAa3IyKH, CMEPTU M My4YEHbS
60i1, a He MUPHBIE YUEHb,
HHaYe rpoll eMy LieHa.

(Whenever there is no war in the world,
You look like fools.

[...]

The warrior needs war,
Separation, death and suffering,
Battle, and not peaceful teachings,
Or else he is not worth a penny.)®’

No less vivid is the poem [epsocme, wiu Pazzoeop neped 6oem [Impertinence, or
a Talk before battle], where the conflicting view points of a general and his lieutenant
culminate in the former denouncing the life-loving lieutenant to the war tribunal.

Only in Bce ympscaemecs mano-nomany is the general a wholly positive figure.
The general in question is General Dufour, immortalized by a statue in Geneva for not

having lost a drop of his soldiers’ blood. Here the general is compared to an angel:

Kak e Tbl, ChIH KPOBOXKAIHOTO BEKa,
OpocHB IepUATKY KeNe3HOH BoliHe,
AHreJIoOM OWJICS 3a KU3Hb YEJI0BEKa,

8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Ironicheskoe obrashchenie k generalu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 268.
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€CIIH ¥ HEIHYE OHA He B eHe!

(How is it that you, son of a bloodthirsty century,
Throwing down the gauntlet against the iron war,
Could fight like an angel for the life of man,

If even today it is not worth a thing!)*®

The dark vulture of war hanging over so many of Okudzhava’s poems is
continually condemned throughout his poetry for its violence and lack of moral values.
The poet in the footsteps of Socrates has also come to be known as a champion for
preserving and fostering the ethical spirit that gives man an holistic soul and face.
Okudzhava challenged the pillars of the Soviet system, Marx, Lenin and Stalin, with
prophetic and confrontational judgments and an optimistic philosophy of life. According
to Okudzhava, one of the most positive aspects of life is the fact that there is always a

peaceful path filled with hope, a vision that receives special emphasis in many poems:

H Bripactaror

3a Moe€ii YeJIOBeYECKOM CITUHOMN
BMECTO KpPBLJIbEB TPEBOT

HAJIEX bl KPbUIBA.

(There grow

By my human spine
In place of wings of fear

Wings of hope.)*

Within the category of “hope” poems, there is also Omo cayyumca [It will
happen], where the lyrical hero embodies hope itself, and where forms of the future tense

prevail:

OTO CyUyuTCs, CAYIUTCS —
BEPIO: pacIIaBAT OpPOHIO. ..
He 3a6biBaiite yuntbes
3TOMY HY>XHOMY JHIO!

(It will happen, it will happen—
[ believe: they will melt down the armour...

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Vse utriasaetsia malo-pomalu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 265.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia ukhozhu ot puli...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966)
88.
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Do not fail to learn
Of this necessary day!)™

Other optimistic poems deal primariiy with the past, such as Bocromunanue o
[ne 1lo6edwr [Reminiscences from the Day of Victory]. The dominant feelings evoked by
this poem are ones of happiness, love, and a wish for peaceful life on earth. In keeping
with the pattern typical of Okudzhava’s work, the poem turns from concrete situations of
the war and victory, as experienced by the young men, to a more generalized return home
from the war:

Kupbie GpoCHITUCH K XKUBBIM, U ObLIO NPaBO 3TO,
TOOMIIH JKEHILUHY OJHY — OHa 3BaJiach ITobena.

[...]

Kax 6ynTo Hac neBsThIl Ba OTHBIHE MHHOBAJL.

(The living fell into the arms of the living, and truly,

They loved one woman—her name was Victory.

[...]

It was as though the ninth wave had henceforth passed us by.)"!

This poem’s classification overlaps with that of two others dealing with concrete
historical events from the war. Both ITecenxa o ®@oumanxe [Song of the Fontanka] and
Jlenunepaockas snezus [The Leningrad elegy] concern the siege of Leningrad and its
survivors, whether they were friends of the poet or those unknown to him. The figures are

suspended in a state of eternal surprise, wondering how they managed to survive:

U morubmuux eiie cHATCA roJioca.
Ho naBHO yx — HM ocajbl, HH GI0OKapl, —
TOJILKO BAIIM yAMBJIEHHBIE 11434,

(And we still dream of the voices of the dead.
But it is long over—there is neither siege nor blockade—
Only your astonished eyes.)™

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Eto sluchitsia,” Bud" zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966) 155.
°! Bulat Okudzhava, “Vospominanie o Dne Pobedy,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 295.

°2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o Fontanke,” Mart velikodushnyi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1967) 139.
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The post-war period brings with it a feeling of repentance and hope, as in the
poems Hao enybunoii 6e300unvix 600 [Over the deep waters] and Ilecenxa o HouHOI

Mocxee [A Moscow night song]:

Benp 4T0 MblI [...]
0e3 MoKasHUA ¥ HaSKIb!?

(What are we [...]
Without repentance and hope?)”

This is a time for reflection on the lesson that this generation will be leaving for
its successors, as well as on the poet’s obligation to communicate the fate of those who
fell. These are themes featured in A yxoocy om nyau, denaro omuasunwiii puisok... [I am
escaping the bullet, jumping desperately...], Poouna [Motherland], and ITo30pasvme
MeHsi, dopozas: s paod, wmo ocmancs 6 Jcugolx [Congratulate me, my dear, I am happy I

remained alive], the last of which provides the following lines:

U Tak BCe couLIock, I0poras: HABEPHO, sl TAM HE Cropell,
4TOG BLIKPMKHYTE 3/1€Ch, OPOTas, PO TO, YTO APYroii He ycnes.

(And so it transpired, my dear: no doubt I escaped those fires
So that I might shout here, my dear, what the others had no time to shout.)™

In conclusion, the theme of War is of the greatest importance to Okudzhava’s
poetry. The theme of War ‘and its corollaries is represented time and time again
throughout his works as an ethical act of proclaiming his disagreement with the party’s
idea that “just wars” exist. The poet’s dissenting voice is manifested in themes as varied
as those of the inexperienced recruits, of farewell and of loneliness at the front, in the
themes of women in wartime, left behind, often forever, by their men; in the themes of

fear of being killed and that of killing and cruelty; of duty and repentance; and even of

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Nad glubinoi bezdonnykh vod,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 241.

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Pozdrav'te menia, dorogaia: ia rad, chto ostalsia v zhivykh,” Posviashchaetsia vam:
Stikhi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1988) 12.
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hope. However, poetry as complex as Okudzhava’s cannot be limited to a single thematic
group, no matter how vast, and the importance of other thematic groups, such as The

Legacy of the Stalin Years, must not be underestimated.
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Chapter 2

THE LEGACY OF THE STALIN YEARS

Yem uctopus borara,

TEM U BeCh Hapox Oorar...
Her, BbI 3HaeTe, pedsTa,
CrajiuH OYeHb BUHOBAT.
(What makes history rich
Makes the whole nation rich...
No, friends, you know,

Stalin is guilty as hell.)”

W BpeMs 0TIIA MOEro MOJIOZOTO MEHaNIbHbIH Pa3BeANIO Mpax,
U HETY HaarpoObs, 1 MaMATH HETAE HAJ PAXOM CKIOHUTHLCSA, Phiaas.

(And time has scattered the sad ashes of my young father,
And there is no gravestone, and there is no place for memory to bow over the
ashes in tears.)*

Okudzhava gives a scathing critique of Stalin’s autocracy. As pointed out in
section 1 that discussed Okudzhava’s anti-war poems, Stalin was directly responsible for
the deaths of millions of Soviet citizens during World War 11”7,

In the poetry of Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava there is a group of poems devoted to
what has become known as the cult of personality.”® Thematic analysis situates these
poems midway between the groups of Okudzhava’s anti-war poems and the poems
devoted to the author’s parents and to their tragedy. A further group jostling these first
three is the one based on the history of Russia and the fate of the Slavs at large. This

fourth group will be discussed briefly at the end of the present chapter.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Stoit zadremat' nemnogo...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989), 59.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Moi otets,” Izbrannoe; Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989), 297.

7 Kopono [King], Hdocasucmor [Jazzmen], Ilecenxa o 6ymasicnom condamuxe [Song about a Paper
Soldier], Ilecenxa o nexome [The Infantry Song], Ilecenxa o condamcxux canozax [The Song of Army
Boots], B noxoo na uysicyio cmpany cobupancs kopons... [The king was off to conquer a foreign land],
lina eotna x momy bepnuny... [The War Moved towards Berlin], Bocnomunanue o Jue [To6edwi
[Reminiscences from the Day of Victory], Ilewsexo0oe podocnosnoe dpeso [Family Tree of Passers-by].

*8 For more about the cult of personality, see Hosking, A History of the Soviet Union 183-84. Also Robert
Service 198-200, 237, 250, 289 and 315.
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Stalin’s absolute rule was responsible for atrocities” far surpassing even the
calamities of the first year of battle and the vertiginous numbers of casualties leading up
to the very end of the war. The earlier Terror, with its waves of mass arrests, torture,
deportations and executions, had already reached its peak in 1937. They were the
instrument of Okudzhava’s family tragedies—the arrest and execution of his father, an
alleged German. and Japanese spy, in the same year of 1937, and his mother’s ensuing
seventeen years of exile for being the wife of an enemy of the nation. Okudzhava’s
mother returned to Moscow upon her rehabilitation only in 1955.

In the poem 3se300uem, the lyrical hero understands that he too is responsible for
the social and moral tragedy. By mentioning the number “twenty” in the poem, written
just in 1988, he refers directly to the Soviet invasion of Czechoslovakia in 1968. Witness
the sadness with which he refers to this tragedy: twice he explicitly uses the adverb
neyanvbHo [sadly]loo, and he refers to namsme [memory] With the attribute panuma

[wounded)''. From the perspective of the year 1988, these sad words and feeling of

% The sources estimate the number of casualties in millions of people: “[...] it may be that the casualties of
the Stalin terror totalled 15-20 million.” Hosking, A History of the Soviet Union 203.
1% pouemy max nevanvro zasuuty
om vyez20-mo b6bl1020 80 MHE?
{Why I so sadly depend
On the past within my soul?]
And:
Bce neyanbHo, ¥mo Kamumscs Mumo?
[Whatever passes by is sad]
Both citations come from Bulat Okudzhava, “Zvezdochet,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 432. '
Y Tamsame, cnoswo peberiok, paHUMa
U Kyoamo 306em u 308em...
[Memory, like a child, is wounded
And calls us to who knows where...].
Citation comes from: Okudzhava, “Zvezdochet” Stikhotvoreniia 432.
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collective guilt and responsibility may suggest that these twenty years had not brought

many positive changes:

H xuBy 1 BOT C 3TOi BUHOIO
Ha JIBAALATOM €€ 3Taxe.

(And here I live with this guilt
On its twentieth floor.)'*”

The lyrical hero is equipped with a telescope, which may be considered a symbol
of the alien Soviet-era mentality with which he is still forced to live. Through the
instrument, he observes those around him, just as they have been closely observed by the
Soviet state, even in their sleep. He feels detached from his times and observes the
present from afar. The reality is so awful and the guilt is so overwhelming that the
telescope falls from his hands. Choice of contemporary city vocabulary emphasizes the
modern times (asocexu [string shopping bags|, capaosicu [garages), copoxcane [city
dwellers]) and words expressing fear give it colour—the Arbat that the character sees is
no longer the same as the Arbat of before the war. Its materialistic inhabitants, ready to
run to the store at the hint of a midnight delivery, remain incongruously superstitious:
they sleep on their right side so that the first leg to hit the floor on their rush outdoors will
be the lucky right one. Seemingly unaware of or indifferent to the past, they mind only
their own material status and peace and do not think of guilt. However, both the rich
ones, those having “the garages”, as well the poor ones, whose only attributes are “the
string shopping bags”, still feel the same fear and even sleep in a state of permanent
anxiety:

CrsT B OCTENAX CBOUX [OPOXKaHe,
CILIT C aBOChKAaMHU, CIIAT C rapakaMu,
CIIAT TPEBOKHO Ha TIPaBOM OOKY ...
M3roToBUI0Ch TENO K TIPHIKKY.

192 Okudzhava, “Zvezdochet,” Stikhotvoreniia 432.
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(The city dwellers sleep in their beds,

Sleep with their string bags, and with their garages,
They sleep anxiously on the right side...

Bodies always tense for the jump.)'”

The figure of the mother returning from exile clearly belongs, however, to the
past, as her attribute, cmapas [aged], will attest. In her hand, she preserves a relic of the
vanished age—a plywood suitcase, which, as the lyrical hero notes, is no longer
fashionable, but which contains the most precious memories of the time before the
tragedy: pomozpaghuu npesichux 20006 [pictures of the bygone years).

The fact that the responsibility is a collective one may have raised the issue of the
guilt of each citizen and a rhetorical question: what could have been done by each single
citizen to prevent the invasion. During the years of the Stalin terror'™ and well after, the
entire nation stayed mute, becoming blind and deaf as well under the weight of its
ideological burden. Animalistic fears for oneself and one’s family erased personalities.
People had to behave with the utmost caution, to agree or pretend to agree with the Party
line, so as not to attract attention—it was the only chance at survival. No one could be
trusted when the slightest sign of individual independence was choked by the collective.
Charges could be found to incriminate anyone. Beneath the shadow of so much cruelty
and evil, the people of the totalitarian system remained in a trance-like state, as described

in the poem Moii omey (My Father):

A kto-TO x kpudan: «He y6uii!» - onvHoku#... Y B 3T0 NOBEpHUTH NETKO,
HO OpeIHIN KPOBBIO M MECTBIO BCE MPOUuUe OpaThd W CECTPEL.

1% Okudzhava, “Zvezdochet,” Stikhotvoreniia 432.

'% The years of the Soviet oppression and purges culminated between 1934 and 1938, the time of the Great
Terror. However, still in “the mid-1970s there were reckoned to be about 10,000 political and religious
prisoners across the Soviet Union. They were held in grievous conditions [...]. Punishments for
disobedience in the camps were severe and the guards were both venal and brutal.” Punitive medicine and
a network of KGB informers were used as well. (Service 382). See also Hosking, A History of the Soviet
Union 327-28, 425-29.
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(And someone screamed: “Do not kill!”—all alone... And it is easy to believe it,
Yet his all other brothers and sisters were raving about the blood and revenge.)'®

The same theme is broached in ITecenxa npo Yepnozo xoma [Song about the
Black Cat], a poem which never saw publication in the Soviet Union and which was only
sung during some literary evenings and distributed in manuscript copies. A musical
recital of the poem attracted the attention of the KGB'®, who ordered Okudzhava to
come to their offices and explain his words. To questions as to whether the Black Cat
represented the figure of Stalin and why he does not catch the mouse, the surprised
Okudzhava could only repeat his denial, saying a cat is a cat and, moreover, it is well-fed
by the tenants. It was difficult to explain his motivations for portraying the large-
moustached Cat'"’, described as silent yet dangerous in the fifth verse, as so self-assured
about his own power and superiority, as completely safe from being evicted from his
important position in the house, and as the recipient of silent tribute after silent tribute

from the house’s forcefully devoted inhabitants:

OH He TpebyeT, He MPOCHT, —
XKETTBIM IJ1a3 ero ropur, —
KaX[Iblil caM eMy BBIHOCHT
M “cracu60” rosopur.

(He does not demand, he does not beg—
His yellow eye is burning—

Each one offers his own outpourings
Each one utters “thank you.”)'%

The straightforward answer was dangerous to Okudzhava. The irony contained in

poems such as these was the only vehicle for expressing the truth of the totalitarian

195 Okudzhava, “Moi otets,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 297.

'% K.D. Seemann, "Bulat Okudzavas 'Cernyj kot' als antistalinistische Parodie," Welt der Slaven-

Halbjahresschrift fur Slavistik 31.1 (1986): 139.

17 Petrakov 261. For more citations from Okudzhava about Stalin and the legacy of the Stalin Times, see:

Petrakov 262-3.

'% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka pro Chornogo kota”, Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998)
63.




63

109

system.  K.D. Seeman even sees the poem as a parody of the praise song Cadosuux

[Gardener] by Lebedev-Kumach''?:

[Okudzhava’s] poem is completely identical with Lebedev-Kumach’s poem with
respect to stanza, rhythm and rhyme. Thus it can for example also be sung to the
melody that N. Bogoslovskii chose for the musical arrangement of
“Sadovnik”.'!

The fact of unseen similarity between the two above-mentioned poems may
incline the reader further towards the parodic and ironic interpretation of the poem.

In the poem /[asaiime, npudymaem oecnoma [Let’s Invent a Tyrant] the collective,
“nobody’s” responsibility is openly blamed for the existence of the totalitarian system.
The interlocutor is addressed in the first person plural, mer (“we”), and from the poem it
is clear that by this pronoun the lyrical hero understands himself and his fellow citizens
(for example, from the fact that the “we” would unanimously vote “yes” for a certain
person in elections). Here, the author presents the reader with this ethically tricky
proposition and makes him reflect on individual responsibility for one’s own acts in a

totalitarian state:

Jasaiite npuayMaeM IecnoTa,
[TotoMm Oyner cripaliuBath He ¢ KOTO,
KOJIb BMECTE €T0 CO3/afHM,

' There has been ongoing critical discussion of what or whom the tom-cat represents. The most obvious
interpretation, suggested in 1964 by A. Flegon, points to Stalin. N.Tarasova draws a parallel between the
Black Cat and Soviet Power, and in 1992 Mezakov-Koriakin saw the tom-cat as the representation of a
devious petty bourgeois (Seemann, "Bulat Okudzavas 'Cernyj kot' als antistalinistische Parodie" 140).
These plain-faced allusions to attributes typically reserved for Stalin support Flegton’s interpretation, and
they likewise emphasize the connection between Okudzhava’s poem and Mandelstam’s Mer owcusem, nod
coboro He uys cmpanw... [We live, not feeling the country under our feet...], where we find the following
description of Stalin: E2o moncmeie nanvyvi, kax wepeu, xcupuet [His thick fingers are fat as worms),
Tapaxanvu cmeromes ycuwa u cusiom e2o conenuya [The cockroach’s moustache is smiling and his shins
are shining].

"% For more on Vasilii Ivanovich Lebedev-Kumach (1898-1946): Wolfgang Kazak. Entsiklopedicheskii
slovar’ russkoi_literatury s 1917 goda (London: Overseas Publications Interchange Ltd., 1988) 418-19.
Similar of songs were written, for example, by Dunaevskii (“Oi, tsvetot kalina”, “Kakim ty byl”),
Aleksandrov (“Sviashchennaia voina™), Zakharov (“Cheremukha”, “I kto ego znaet”), Blanter (“Katiusha”,
“Letiat perelotnye ptitsy”), Solov'ov-Sedoi (“Solov'i”, “Podmoskovnye vechera”), Zakharov, Novikov.

""" Seemann 143,
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W mycTs OH HA HAMH KYPaKUTCS
H MaJIbLUEM IPO3UTCA M3 ThMBI,
NOKa HAKOHELl OKAXCTCA,

YTO CaMH UM CO3IaHbI MbI.

(Let’s think up a despot,
[...]

Then there won’t be a single person responsible,
So long as we create him together.

And let him bully us

And shake his finger at us from darkness,
Until in the end it becomes obvious

That we are his creations as well.)'?

The totalitarian leader in the poem shares some physical features with Stalin: his
moustache and his predatory eyes. In this particular poem, he is not named directly, just
with help of typical attributes. The leader has been absolutely dependent on his creators,
but as soon as he comes to life, he begins to threaten and abuse his people. The reader
observes a transfer of the attribute of passivity away from the marioﬁette-like leader to
his now paralysed creators.

In the works of Okudzhava, there are number of poems in which Stalin is
mentioned by name (as in Cmanun Iywixuna nucman... [Stalin was browsing thorough
Pushkin...] or Cmoum 3a0pemame nemnozo... [It is enough to doze off for a while...]), or,
as in the above example, by mentioning the typical attributes of Stalin or his links with
terror, war and bloodshed (A, pooicoennviii 6 umnepuu cmpaxa [...] A, posxcoennviii 6
umnepuu kpoeu [I was born in the empire of fear [...] I was born in the empire of blood),
as in the poem A ocusy 6 oorcuoanuu kpaxa..., (“I live waiting for a crash...”). The picture
of Stalin is consistently formed with help of the following attributes: y6uiiya (killer), ycor

(moustache), ycamoiii coxon (the moustached falcon), ycamwiii 6panomaiiop (the

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Davaite pridumaem despota...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 180.
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moustached chief of the fire brigade), decnom (despot), manenvkuii (small), nemvimuii
(dirty), pabou (pock-marked), 2opey (highlander), 2pybwiii uenosex (rude man),
2enepanuccumyc (generalissimo), cunysm [...] ¢ nuskum n6om (silouette [...] with the low
Jorehead), xuwnvie enasa (predatory eyes), Camwiii (The One), 60xcow (the leader),
yepnwlil open 2oputickuil (the black mountain eagle), uepnwviii xom (the black cat),
acenmuiii 2nas (yellow eye). The Stalinist period is characterised as cmpawnas nopa
(horrible times), mpaena, nnemenue cemeii (hunting, netting), éeau x cmenxe (they led
/people to be shot/ to the wall), epemsa nemombl, 31a u 1xcu (time of silence, evil and lies),
kposaselti cned (the bloody path). The Soviet country is seen as mpazuuecx/as/ (tragic)
and ne eecen oom, 6 xkomopom mer xcusem (the home, which we inhabit, is not a happy
one.). It is not a cozy place, but one where terror, arrests, exiles and censorship rule: &
Hawiem 0ome - CK603HAKY (there are draughts in our home).

Even as individual freedoms were stripped away and constitutional rights
disregarded, the majority of people were, however, reluctant to blame themselves or any
other specific person for creating such a some (system). Millions shared responsibility for
the situation, proudly claiming that they had placed the common good above their own
pleasure and gratification. The poet makes this the subject of ITucemo x mame [Letter to
Mom], a poem directed to the mother of the lyrical hero, a generalized victim of the
labour camps, exile and Soviet prisons. Here the representation of the mother assumes a
degree of melancholy unseen in any of Okudzhava’s war poetry. The mother in this
poem, unlike the mothers in the anti-war group of poems, has no cause to fight for, no
person to wait for, no goals and no hope. She was arrested during the purges. Her vigour

is completely suppressed, and she is passive, resigned to her lot, in a prison, na Hapax
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nocpedu Mocxeui [on a bunk in Moscow]'". Tragedy has wrecked their previous family

life forever:

Ha oxHe — HaMOpAHMK, BOJIS — 33 CTEHOIH,
HUTOUKA [TOPBaIach MeXK TOOOU U MHOIA.

(On the window-sill is a muzzle, freedom is behind the wall,
The thread is broken between you and me.)!"*

The lyrical hero, who personally had not been arrested and exiled, and whose
perspective on the family drama is necessarily different, is separated from his mother by
history, but tries to approach her with his compassion. Guided by the lyrical hero, the
reader relives the terror period, the mother’s journey, from the moment when the escort
took her from their home until her return many years later. Again, the poet uses a
cinematic reel of separate frames to tell her story.'"’

The reader sees the prison scene:

3a JKeJie3HON ABEPBIO TONYeTcs comaar [...],

(Behind the iron door a soldier is stamping [...])'"°

'"* Bulat Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989)
280.

1 Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 280.

'"* Reading Okudzhava’s poetry as a series of film frames is especially productive given his familiarity
with the cinema. His opus includes three screenplays: he co-authored the movies Beprocme [Fidelity] and
HKensn, Keneuxa, ‘Kamiwowa' [Zhenia, Zhenechka, ‘Katiusha’], as well as the script for Mer no6unu
Menenomeny... [We Loved Melpomena...], which was published but never saw production. Poetry and
cinema also overlap where Okudzhava’s songs are featured on sound tracks to films, whether the songs
were written with that purpose in mind or whether they were later chosen from his repertoire. Noteworthy
among these is Okudzhava’s performance of Ilecus o nocrednem asmobyce [Song of the Last Bus] in
Lennas peaxyus [Chain Reaction], written in 1958. See: V. 1. Bosenko, Afterword, Kapli datskogo korolia:
Kinostsenarii, pesni dlia kino, by Bulat Okudzhava (Moscow: Kinotsentr, 1991) 244-51. Over the years
Okudzhava entertained the idea of writing a screenplay independent of co-authors, but eventually he came
to admit that his primary vocation was as a poet: Ilonumaeme, KuHOCYeHaPUU — ONIA MO0 HYIHCHO GbiMb
opamamypzom. S ne opamamype. To, umo s wanucan u wmo peanusoeanoce, — >3mo 6raeodaps
pedicuceepam, ¢ KOMOPbIMY 5 NUCAR: OHU 8 SMOM XOPOWLO NOHUMAIOM, U 5 ObLI BPOCMO JUMEPamypPHbIM
Oeamenem npu Hux, Max ckasamo. Mue ouenb X0Uemcsa HANUCAMb KUHOCYeHaput, a ocobenno nvecy. Ho s
OOHAICObL NOHAN, YMO 5L He 20X4CyCh Ons smozo. [You understand that for screenplays, you have to be a
dramatist. I am no dramatist. What I wrote and created was thanks to the directors I was writing with: they
have a real understanding of this, and I was just a literary worker for them, so to speak. 1'd really like to
write a screenplay, or especially a play. But I realised one day that I wasn’t made for that.] (Petrakov 153).
The following pages in this book provide an excellent insight into Okudzhava’s relationship with the
cinema: Petrakov 152-70.

' Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 280.
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Interrogation:
CnenoBateib OHBIH MallleT KyJIaKOM.

(A young investigator is shaking his fist.)'"”

Exile:
UyTh 3a KpacHOSAPCKOM — TBOH JIECOMOBAI.
Kousoup Ha ¢poHTe cpoxy He ObiBa.

(Just past Krasnoiarsk is your clearing in the woods.
The escort has never been to the front.)''®

And eventually the Kremlin itself:

Boxnb ykpouics B 6amiHe y MOCKBBI-PEKH.

[.--]

OH He oBepsieT OONbIIe HUKOMY,

CJIOBHO CaM MOCTPOU JUls ce0s TIOPBMY.

(The leader is hiding in a tower on the Moscow River.
[...]

He no longer trusts anyone,

As though he built a prison for himself.)'"”

Pawns of the totalitarian system, both creator and his followers became
embittered and merciless, all of them guilty for the sufferings and deaths of their fellow-
citizens. Nevertheless, the son maintains his faith in kindness and the impossibility of
voluntarily inflicting this pain. He believes that his nation was hypnotized into silence,

and this is why he repeats his excuse for the actions of all the oppressors:

I[TpoctH ero, MaMa: OH He BUHOBAT,

OH cebe Ha gywry rpexa He Oeper —

OH He 3a ce0s BeJb — OH 32 BeCh Hapol.
(Mother, forgive him: he is not guilty,

He does not acknowledge his sins—
He did it not for himself—but for the whole nation.)'*’

The words from the last line are repeated four times, at the end of each stanza, and
thus serve to emphasize the sarcastic meaning of the poem at large. They even influence

the stanza about Stalin—not the strong and merciless “generalissimo,” but a leader

"7 Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” 280.
8 Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” 280.
19 Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” 280.
120 Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” 280.
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fearing everything down to his own shadow, never satisfied with his cruelties, because

even he believes that on ne 3a ceba 6edv — on 3a eecv napoo [he does not do it for

121

himself—but for the whole nation].~ The repetition also indicates the equal

responsibility that every group of people shared: the same words end stanzas about a .
prison guard, a persecutor, an escort and the leader, respectively. The poem can be,
therefore, be interpreted as a sarcastic and ironic parody of the commonly heard excuse
for the atrocities.

The poem Hosoe ympo [New Morning], in which the author takes up the theme of
reconciliation, possible only in the post-Stalin years, is yet another example of delicate

words directed to an aged mother persecuted by the system:

Mawma, 6enas romyOymxa,
YTPO HOBOE TOpUT.

[...]

Bce oHO cMEBIBaeT HaUHCTO,
BCE PA3ITIaXKHUBAET BHOBb. ..
OT1cTynaer OANHOYECTBO,
BO3BpalaeTcs Jro00Bb.

(Mother, my dear,

A new morning is dawning.
[...]

It washes everything clean,
It irons everything new...
Loneliness is leaving,
And love is coming back.)'*

According to Okudzhava’s positive philosophy, comforting for himself and for
others, and heavily based on the notions of hope, belief and love'?, it is still possible to

build normal lives in the ruins of the shattered society, to live out a fractured life in the

warmth of one’s own home. His poetry offers a lesson in forgiveness and love for one’s

12t Okudzhava, “Pis'mo k mame,” 280.

122 Bulat Okudzhava, “Novoe utro,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 85.

'3 This aspect of Okudzhava’s writings will be explored in more detail in the chapter “Man’s Inner World”
of the present thesis.
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fellow human being, innocent and oppressors alike, as in the poem ITpowanue c ocenwvio

[Farewell to Autumn]:

Ipoiaro Bcex, UTO He OBLIM YOUTHI
TOIJIA, TIEPE JINLIOM IPEX0B CBOMX.

[...]

Cocyn no6pa o AHa He UCYEPNATh.

(I forgive all who were not killed
Then, face to face with their own sins.

[...]

The vessel of Good will can never be drained.)'**

The issues of Goodness and Hope become the central idea in the above poem,

where the alternation of the nouns npowanue [farewell] and npowenue [forgiveness] and

their associated verbs becomes an invocation of a humane spirit. As early as the first

stanza, the mood of farewell is established with the image of a nupoz ¢ zpubamu

[mushroom pie], prepared for someone leaving home, and, moreover, by the karumxu

wopox [creak of the wicket-gate]. This is not a mother seeing off her sons, however—the

family is all the more shaken because the roles are reversed. Here, this vivid depiction of

parting is not a reference to young soldiers but to the lyrical hero’s mother figure:

Kopotkoe, kax B370x:
«[Ipomaii, npoaii...»

(Short, like a breath:

“Goodbye, goodbye...”)'*

The lyrical hero must decide if he wants to and is able to forgive:

Ja s u Tak npouao

BCE, YTO NIPOCTHTb BOZMOXKHO,
obemraro

U TO MPOCTUTD, YEr0 HEJb3s MPOCTHTH.

(1 forgive just like that
Every evil that can be forgiven,
[ promise

To forgive even what cannot be forgiven)'*®

124 Bulat Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,

1989) 125.
125 Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 125.
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Okudzhava sees that the desire for revenge, which would come so naturally to
most, is a closed circle, leading nowhere. The only way to break this cycle is to be
stronger than the oppressors, to forgive them even for the sufferings that they inflicted on

his mother:

TOPECTH MOei MpeKpacHo MaMbl
npowaro 1 [...]

(For the sorrows of my beautiful mother
I forgive you [...])"*’

The moment of forgiving the sorrows and pains suffered by the lyrical hero’s
loved ones is the most intense in the entire poem. In his staunch belief that good must

prevail, the lyrical hero states with a dose of bitterness and irony:

BenukoayHeIM 1 00s13aH GEITE.

(I must be generous.)'*®

The lyrical hero succeeds in his forgiveness, but realizes that his moral imperative
will not be understood or forgiven in turn by others:

3HaTB, MHC JIMIIb HE TIPOCTUTCS OTHOMY.

(So, only I won’t be forgiven.)'’

The duty of forgiveness must always remain a struggle for the poet as he contends with
his reality. However, we also find some poems written in a more aggressive voice.
In Cobpancs x mame — ymepia..., the lyrical hero has been deprived of his

childhood because of his parents’ arrest. He bitterly asks:

CIIPOCHTB-TO T03a0BLIH,
BEpILA BeJIUKUE [enia:
OTELl ¥ MaTh HY>KHBI MHe ObLTH?...

120 Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 125.
127 Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 125.
1% Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 125.
1% Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s osen'iu,” [zbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 125.
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(They forgot to ask me,
Busy with their important work:

Maybe I needed my father and mother?...)"*°

This reproach is directed by an individual to the collective onu [they]: authorities
and his fellow-citizens. For him, every active and passive person is guilty. The
helplessness and exasperation of the lyrical hero are stressed by an almost exact

repetition of the poem’s opening lines in the third and final stanza:

Cobpaiics k MaMe — yMepia,
K OTIY XOTEJI/IOAAJICA — @ OH PACCTPEJISIH/3aCTPENHIH. ..

(I was about to see my mom-—but she died,
I wanted to see/I went to see my father—but he was shot/they shot him...)""

The poem is dominated by the image of the lost, confused child in need of his
parents. The lyrical hero refers to his mother using the familiar, diminutive mama [mom]
instead of the more neutral mams [mother], and strikes the reader with the harsh ymepaa
that follows immediately.

Okudzhava also reveals an interest in the psychology of the oppressors. He
explores this theme in the poems He ciuwkom-mo uzvickan éud 3a oxnamu [The view
outside the window is not very refined] and Younu moezo omya [They killed my father].

132

Here the oppressor is a cmpenox'™" [rifleman], who is able to return home without

remorse, caressing his grandchildren in the first poem and, in the other, taking his

children for a stroll. He lives next door:

To B mapxe, To Ha pBIHKE, TO B TpaMBae
KaK PaBHOIIPABHBIN IBILIUT 3a CMHOI.
U 3na eMy HHKTO HE TOMHMHEET
M 1aK€ HE 0OXOAAT CTOPOHOIA.

(In a park, in the market, in a tram

130 Bulat Okudzhava, “Sobralsia k mame — umerla...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 283.

1 Okudzhava, “Sobralsia k mame — umerla..,.” Izbrannoe; Stikhotvoreniia 283.

"2 Bulat Okudzhava,“Ne slishkom-to izyskan vid za oknami,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print,
1998) 268.




As an equal he breathes at our backs.
And nobody reminds of him the evil
And nobody even avoids him.)!**
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The horrific juxtaposition of the executioner at work and then at home with his

children is accentuated in the last line of He cauwkom-mo usvickan 6ud 3a oxnamu, where

he looks at the xkpyenvie samoLrouxu enywam [backs of his grandchildren’s round heads)

in exactly the same way as he hadearlier observed the backs of the heads of his victims.

The same feeling of disgust, that this kind of person is faithful to the system, that

he has not understood anything and that he has not learnt anything, is explored in the

poem Ybunu moezo omya. The tragic irony is to live next door to him and to know him

on a daily basis:

OH — cOOTeUECTBEHHUK MOit

U OparT 1o nyeMeHu Jogei.
ApyT npyra 6paTbaMH 30BeM

U C HUM B OOHHMKY MBI JKMBEM.

(He is my compatriot

And brother in the family of man,
[...]

We call each other brothers

And we live in an embrace.)"**

In the bleakest moments doubts will emerge concerning the

weakness of

humanity, and poems can be found even where Okudzhava negates his own positive

attitude and his attempts to forgive and forget. In the poem Hy umo, 2eHepanuccumyc

npexpachoii... [Well, my fine generalissimo...], every stanza begins with a mocking

address to Stalin:

Hy uto, reHepanuccuMyc npekpacHsliii?
Jexub B 3eMile Ha Iowanu Ha KpacHoit...
V3K HE OT KpOBH JIb KpacHas OHa,

¥ Okudzhava,“Ne slishkom-to izyskan vid za oknami,” Chaepitie na Arbate 268.
"** Bulat Okudzhava, “Ubili moego ottsa,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,

1989) 137.
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KOTOPYIO Thl IPUTOPIIHAMM TIPOTUI?
(So what, my fine generalissimo?
You are lying in the ground on Red Square...

Maybe it turned red from all the blood
That you shed by the handful?)"*

Even though the tyrant is dead, the lyrical hero, moderate in his retribution, still
remembers the years of terror and committed crimes:

51 cyera He Bey GBLIBIM MOTEPAM,
HO, TIyCTh B CBOEM BO3ME3IbE H YMEPEH,
s HE MPOLIAI0, MOMHS O OBLIOM.

(I am not counting past losses,
But although my retributions are modest,

I cannot forgive when I remember the past.)"*

This poem is also eloquent concerning the Soviets® disparate recollections of the
Stalin era. Some of them had been so deeply awed that even after Stalin’s death they
continued their praises of their leader, down to considering the possibility of his
resurrection:

Onnu 1€05 MOPAYIOT U TIOHOCSAT,
JpyrUe BCe MAIFOIOT, H BOHOCHT,
H MOJIATCA, U XKaXKIYT BOCKPECHTE.

(Some beat and abuse you,
Some paint and praise you,

And pray, and try to resurrect you.)"’

Stalin’s legacy is confronted in another striking poem, Cmoum sadpemame
Hemnozo... [It is enough to doze off for a while...], addressed to Okudzhava’s
contemporaries. Here, Stalin is depicted as an ycameui coxon [moustached falcon],
merciless, drunken and severe. The lyrical hero attempts to find the balance between
forgiveness and vengeance:

Hert, pebaTa, X0Tb YIpsmbl

"% Bulat Okudzhava, “Nu chto, generalissimus prekrasnyi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 284.

1% Okudzhava, “Nu chto, generalissimus prekrasnyi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 284.

"7 Okudzhava, “Nu chto, generalissimus prekrasnyi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 284.
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JEMOHCTpaLUH MOOBH,
HO cliellbl MUHYBILIEH ApaMbl
BCE PaBHO y HaC B KPOBH.

(No, my friends, even though
Shows of love persist,

The marks of the past drama
Still remain in our blood.)"*

In this poem the lyrical hero accuses his generation of being too quick to forgive
past crimes, when everybody is well aware of the truth of the final, climactic verse:
Cmanun ouenw eunosam [Stalin is guilty as hell]'.

In Okudzhava’s world, there are those who manage to forgive exile or the death
of a parent, and there are those who will never be able to forgive and forget. We must
conclude that a golden mean can be found—a state where crimes are remembered, but
without bitterness. Through the various types of poems, Okudzhava tends to persuade the
victims to seek this balance. This approach is the only way to face life, not hunched up or
depressed, but tolerating the fact that 6vi10e Henwv3s 6opomums [there is no going back to
the past]'.

The artist’s continuing task is to discuss the tragedy of the twentieth century. This
is one of the reasons why Okudzhava continuously returns to this theme. For example,
through his lyrical hero he often talks about his personal drama. Not only it is a catharsis
for the author himself, but it helps new generations understand their own history. Among
the most intense poems in this group are intimate ones addressed to the poet’s son
Apbamckoe 60oxnosenue, unu eocnomunanue o demcmee [The Arbat inspiration or a

memory of childhood] and late father: O uwem mw ycnen nepeoymams, omey

pacempenaunvii mott [What did you have time to rethink, my shot father], Moii omey [My

%% Okudzhava, “Stoit zadremat' nemnogo...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 59.
13 Okudzhava, “Stoit zadremat' nemnogo...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 59.
% Okudzhava, “Byloe nel zia vorotit', i pechalit'sia ne o chem...,” Stikhotvoreniia 284.
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Father], JKumenv Xescypemuu u benviti kopabaw [The Inhabitant of Khevsuretia and the
white ship] and Mnozo nu Hyscno uyenosexy... [Does man need a lot...]. The above-
mentioned poems stand out because of their extreme degree of emotional teﬁsion. The
loss of the father at the age of thirteen was the saddést event in Okudzhava’s life, and as
such it carries special meaning.

In the poem Apbamcuoe eooxnosenue, unu eocnomunanus o demcmse, the poet

creates an ironic juxtaposition between a potter and the image of Stalin:

H npHy Dywoi x 3aBeTHOMY Kpemutio,
¥ ycada KpeMJIEBCKOT0 JIOOJIO,
1 camoro cebs oo 3a 3T0.

OH TaM cuaUT, H30THYTHIH B OyTY,
U TTIMHY Pa3sMUHAET Ha KpyTy, [...]

(And I cling to the cherished Kremlin,
And I love the Kremlin moustached man,
And I love myself for that.

He sits there, bent over,

Kneading clay on the potting wheel [...])""!

The poem’s lyrical hero describes how the system misled the people. Through
official slogans it forged an image of the leader as a devoted father-figure, a potter bent
over his clay, working his material and forming pieces of art, or perhaps like a sovereign,
making the Soviet man. The two concluding verse lines re-state Okudzhava’s belief that
the new generation, including the poet’s son, has learnt from their parents’ lives, never to

repéat their mistakes:

U To, uto 51 morepsn,
OH B BO3yXe apOaTckoM OOHApYKHIL.

(What I once had lost,

He found again in the Arbat air)'**

"1 Bylat Okudzhava, “Arbatskoe vdokhnovenie, ili vospominania o detstve,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-
Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 384.
142 Okudzhava, “Arbatskoe vdokhnovenie, ili vospominania o detstve” Stikhotvoreniia 384.
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The poem’s dedication to Okudzhava’s son Anton makes this affirmation all the
more affecting.
In Muozo nu myorcno uyenosexy..., dedicated to his father, Okudzhava revisits the

theme of farewell. The father is arrested and driven away from home:

A ¢ To6010 3a KaNUTKY TAHETCH
33 OKOJHULY —

JAIEKO, JAIEKO —
EHCKOE pacrieBHOe

“I0 CBUOAHBHIG”,
TeIIoe,

KaK [TApHOE MOJIOKO.

(The women’s singing

“Good bye”,
Warm

As fresh milk.
With you beyond the gate it stretches out,
Beyond the outskirts—

Far, far away.)

143
With the long, calm lines of the poem Moii omey, the reader is carried along on
thoughts of the father, the execution, and the crime of the investigators and executioners

and the guilt of fellow citizens:

OH Tak ¥ 3aTIOMHUJICS MHE HA NPOILAHUE, K [TOPOTY JIMIO 00paTHUB,

@ W3Hb OLICTPOTEYHA, Ja BOT OECKOHEUHOM eMY NMOYEMY-TO KA3anach.
Ero paccrpessiin Ha MaitckoMm pacceere |[...]

A Te, uTo BUHOBHEI B YOUIICTBe, U CaM¥ JABHO yKe BCE B HeGecax.

(It is how I remember him saying goodbye, face turned to the doorstep,
And life is fast-flowing, but for some reason he thought never-ending.
He was shot at dawn in May [...]

But all those who are responsible for his murder are already in heaven.)144
In the penultimate line, the lyrical hero decides that the past cannot be revived or
undone. He cries and once again comes to the conclusion that it is necessary to talk and
write about the tragedy, and never allow it to be forgotten:

U nam 0CTacTCA, MOKa CyA Xa AEjI0, HC IrPe3nTh, a IUTakaTh U TIETh.

'3 Bulat Okudzhava, “Mnogo li nuzhno cheloveku...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main:
Posev, 1966) 73.
14 Okudzhava, “Moi otets,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 297.
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(And we are left, while things drag on, not to dream, but to cry and sing.)'*’

As time goes on, the image of the father in the memory of Okudzhava’s
characters fades away. Eventually the father is present only as an idea, his face vague, as

if he were on board a parting ship sent adrift by Stalin’s hand:

Csner TBOIt oTerr yOUTHIN B TOT KOpabiib KUBOM,
Kanvran koMaHxy BckpukaeT. Y Ha yTpe paHHEM
noberyt Oapaiuku 6eisle

Hal caMoi rosgosoi

BCJIEA HaeKam,

BCIIEZI TPEBOFaM,

BCJIe]l BOCIIOMUHAHHSAM. ..

(Your murdered father will embark on this living ship.
The captain will yell an order. And in the early morning
Clouds will course
Above his head
Following hopes,
Following anxieties,
Following memories...)"

Strongly associated with the group of poems about Stalin’s legacy and directly
linked to the personal tragedy of the author are the poems dominated by exile: examples
include Iarauu 6pama moezo T'ueu [The executioners of my brother Givi] and He ycnen

Ha orcusHb 06udemocs [He had no time to get hurt by life], dedicated to Y. Daniel.

M no my4usemy BeneHUIO,
IO JIecaM H [0 MOpPAM
LIJI0 HAPOZOHACETIeHNE

K MaralaHCKUM JIarepsM.

(And as if by magic,
Through forest and sea
The population marched

Towards the Magadan camps.)'*’

145 Okudzhava, “Moi otets,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 297.

"¢ Bulat Okudzhava, “Zhitel' Khevsuretii i belyi korabl',” Mart velikodushnyi (Moscow: Sovetskii
pisatel’, 1967) 52.

7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne uspel na zhizn' obidet'sia,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 270.
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The mother figure is present in this group of poems as well. As opposed to
3eez0ouem, which dealt with her homecoming, here she is on her way out. She

/omnpaeisiemcs/ YOUGNeHHbIM HeyOauHuxkom 6 me 6Gozamwie kpas [/leaves/, like a

surprised unlucky person to those rich lands]"*®.

The name of the bloody leader is widely known, and now the people need to
know and remember the names of the millions who were executed and victimized by him

in prisons, exile and labour camps:

OH ¥ HblHYE [...]

TOXOPOHEH U OTIIET, —
ycMexaeTes ¢ IKpaHa,

a 1e0g B IOMUHE HET.

Even now, he [...]

Is buried and the service is over—

He smiles from the screen,
And you are no more.'*’

The burdensome economical and political situation, coupled with exiles, arrests
and omnipresent censorship, were the reasons for the so-called third wave of the
emigration'® Those who did not decide or manage to leave the USSR at the end of the
war, were often to be found reflecting upon emigration in later years. Okudzhava

expressed his point about this issue in discussions with the public during literary

"% Okudzhava, “Ne uspel na zhizn' obidetsia” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 270.

%% Bulat Okudzhava, “Palachi brata moego Givi,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 232.

1% The first main wave of emigration (1-2 million people) took place after the Civil War and culminated in
the 1920s. The second wave, between 1943 and 1945, was directly caused by the sudden possibility of
leaving the Soviet Union as German troops backed up from its territory all the way to Berlin. After the end
of the war, many Soviet citizens remained in Western Germany. The third wave of emigration, the result of
disappointment among intellectuals and artists, mainly caused by the end of Khrushchev’s Thaw,
culminated in the 1970s. (Compare Wolfgang Kazak, Entsiklopedicheskii slovar’ russkoi literatury s 1917
goda (London: Overseas Publications Interchange Ltd., 1988) 878-82. See also Service 88.
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evenings'', as well as in two poems, Ankapa, Auxapa! [Ankara, Ankara!] and Poouna

[Motherland], where the lyrical hero turns directly to his native country:

3HauuT, HyXeH Tebe g U BaXeH,

Mou pyku — OHH TBOM CIIyTH,
HE MOU OHH CJIyTH — TBOH.

(It means you need me and I am important to you,

[...]

My hands — are your servants, 5
Not my servants — but yours.)15

Okudzhava’s philosophy manifests itself as a romantic patriotism in these poems.
The country, traditionally compared to an image of a mother, cannot simply be

abandoned at a difficult pass:

Ilycts oHa ropbkasd,

[...]

HO OHa B€Jb — MaTyIlKa...

(She may be bitter,
[...]

But she is a mother...)"*

I While the narrator’s aversion to abandoning his country must in some measure be seen as a reflection of
Okudzhava’s personal beliefs, the author does not appear to have expected those around him to adhere to
his own strict standards. Okudzhava’s travels abroad (to Poland, Yugoslavia, Hungary, France, Germany,
Australia, Indonesia and the USA) left him with no interest in emigration, yet he refused to judge the desire
of others to emigrate, provided that this inflicted no harm upon others. Petrakov quotes him saying:
Hopmanenoe cocmosnue obujecmeeHnol JCUSHU ONpedensem NepeMewjenue 4enosexa no ManeHbKoMmy
3eMHOMY WLAPY — 6 3A8UCUMOCIIU O €20 Jcellanus u nompebrocmu. H kunopescuccep, komopwlii yexan Ha
3anao u cnumaem mam unoM, €CiU OH XOPOULO CHUMAEI IMOM DUTLM — SMO 6CE PABHO 8 HAULY KONUIKY.
A ne ocyxcoaro nuxozo. Ho eom smo opyzoe deno, kax yexan éauws 2ocnodun Anamonv, 6euisuuii Ky3ueyos.
Imo opyzoe deno. Imo mue nenpusimuo. 4 600bwe, ko20a yesxcaiom, umobel pabomams na 3anade, — Hy
umo xc. Bce 6edb 3asucum om xapakmepa OessmensHOCMY, d He Om nepemenjenus é npocmpancmse. [In
civilian life it is normal for people to travel [...] according to their wants and needs. The director who goes
to the West and films a movie there, if he does this well—this is still our heritage. I am not judging
anybody. But the emigration of your Mr. Anatol’, the former Kuznetsov, is an entirely different affair. It is
entirely different. I find it unpleasant. In general, though, when people leave to work in the West—what can
you do. It all depends on the quality of their work, not on their movements in space.] (Petrakov 258). For
more on Okudzhava’s travels, see Petrakov 248-261. For the story of A. Kuznetsov, who entered the KGB
and informed against such writers as Evtushenko in order to pave the way for his escape from the USSR,
see Kazak, Entsiklopedicheskii slovar' russkoi literatury s 1917 goda 407-08.

132 Bulat Okudzhava, “Rodina,” Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1985) 57.

153 Bulat Okudzhava, “Ankara, Ankara!,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 21.
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The theme of history or perhaps the discussion of historical events as a foil for
current Soviet reality, does not find as strong a representation in the poetry of Okudzhava
as in his prose. As V. Iverni noticed in one of her articles'*, the author had been mostly
attracted to nineteenth-century romanticism.

Among the few poems touching upon the historical past, where the historical
parallels are used as a typical masking literary device, the reader finds Bocemuadyamuiii
gex uz anmuunocmu... [The eighteenth century from antiquity...], Hsz cmuxoe zenepana
Onouununa 1812 200a [From the 1812 poems of General Opochinin), I'puboedos &
Hunanoanu [Griboedov in Tsinandali], Kax s cuden 6 kpecne yaps [How I was Sitting on
the Tsar’s Throne], Yumaio memyapuvr pasneix auy... [I read the memoirs of various
persons...] and the above-mentioned Ankapa, Anxapa!. In these poems, history is used as
a counterpoint for the poet’s present realities, establishing a continuity of tradition and
succession of fates. Okudzhava stays within the borders of his own country when he turns
to historical themes. Despite what its opening words would suggest, Bocemnaoyamuiii

8ex u3 anmuynocmu... is actually a reflection on the present times. Through a succession

% On soobue nro6um OeeamHadyamolti 6ex — OMOWICHHBIT OM HAC POBHO HACMONLKO, 4Mobbl Yice He
BUOHbL DbLIU €20 NMblibHbIE Yelbl U OMCYMCMEUe pasHoobpasHuix yOoBCme, 3amo pPOMAHMUYecKas
NPUNOOHAMOCMb 6 OMHOWEHUSX, HDAGAX U SI3bIKe 6bICMYNaem HA Nepevili WIdH U 6bl3bléaem
HOCmanbeuueckylo apycme. Bex, cnuwiom Onuskuti, umobbl cmamb CMEUHBIM, U CTUMWKOM OQlexui,
umobbl U3 Ce200HAUHE20 OHA €20 MOXHCHO Bblio uz06pancame peanucmuuecky. Jns Oxydocasel kax Ons
XYOOXHCHUKA — UOANbHOe BPEMEHHOE PACCMOAHUE 3Q Ne2KOL UMNPECCUOHUCIUYECKOT ObIMKOT: NuaMs
ceeuel, KA4QOWUECS HA CMEHAX MEHU, JICEHCKue MpoGunu 6 JOKOHAX, SNONembl, 2YCuHble nepos,
MANEHbKASL BOUHA, 6 KOMOPOIU HE CHUMAIOM elje 0eCamKamy U COMHIMU MBICAY, 20e KancO020 No2ubuiezo
ecmy 6pems oniaxkame... bnazopooneiii omeeem cmapozo cepebpa... Jleckas cmapomodnocmy @ pevu — kax
pa3 HACMONLKO, 4Mobbl COEOUHUNACH C DMUM MY3bIKATbHO-RAGCMuYecKum gonom. Moumu cmunusayus.,
[He generally likes the nineteenth century, which is exactly far enough away for us not see its dusty corners
and lack of sundry comforts, and yet a romantic exaltation of relations, manners and language come to the
Jore and elicit a nostalgic sadness. That century is too near to be bizarre, and too distant to be realistically
understood from today’s perspective. For Okudzhava the artist, it is the ideal length of separation, behind
its thin impressionistic haze: candlelight, shadows rocking on the wall, women showed with their locks,
epaulettes, quill pens, and petty wars that do not yet involve tens and hundreds of thousands, but where
everyone has the time to be grieved ... the precious lustre of old silver ... slightly anachronistic speech—
Just enough so it fits this graceful, musical background. Almost a stylization.] Violetta Iverni, ““Kogda
dvigaetes’, staraites’ nikogo ne tolknut'...”,” Kontinent 24 (1980) 362-3.
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of fates, preoccupations and cruelties, it argues that the author’s contemporaries do not
vary dramatically from members of past generations. The present generations, juxtaposed
with the past ones, are defined as zpewnsie [sinful] and the twentieth century is portrayed
as a tragic time. Because of this, the poet concludes, there is much to be learnt from the

past:

BoceMHanuaThiii Bek U3 aHTHIYHOCTH
B Ha3WJaHbE HaM, TPEHIHBIM, U3BJIEK
KyJbT M00BH, 0OasHHE JIMUHOCTH,
HACJIAKACHUS CIIalKUiA YpOK.
Hegecenyto kapToUuKy BBIHYJIH

Hallle BpeM4 U Haula cyana.
[Manammy, n3eneueHHsIE HAToOJIO,

¥ 0e3 ycTanu — CBOM CBOEToO. ..

(The eighteenth century from antiquity
For our edification taught us, sinners,
The cult of love, charm of individuality,
The sweet lesson of pleasure.

[...]

Our time and our destiny

Pulled an unlucky card,

{...]
Bare broadswords are pulled out,
And endlessly kill each other...)"*

The poem H3 cmuxoe eenmepana Onouununa 1812 200a treats the universal
tragedy of war, regardless of century, location or victor. Historical perspective sheds light

on the repositioning of values that it occasions:

H roHomeckue roxa,
1 JIET TIOKOMHBIX Yepena —
BCE KaXXETCA MUHYTHBIM B3JOPOM.

(Both the years of youth,
And the procession of peaceful years -

All seems to be a momentary nonsense. )"

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Vosemnadtsatyi vek iz antichnosti...” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 447.
%6 Bulat Okudzhava, “Iz stikhov generala Opochinina 1812 goda,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 324.




82

The tragic death of Aleksander S. Griboedov in Tehran on January 30, 1829 is a
historical event that prompted Okudzhava’s poem, I puboedos ¢ Lfunandaru.">’ This
event inclined the poet to reflect upon the fate of a defenceless man in an uneven fight. In
the face of an extreme and frightening situation, the character is able to voice his appeal

for love:

TIPOKPUYATH MpO M060BS [...]
OpsMO B POXKY opyIueit Tonne!. ..

(To scream about love [...]
Directly in the face of the screaming crowd!...

)158

In the poem, the character faces a crowd alone and is dying, but is seen to be
winning because of his moral superiority, causing him to be above death. Clearly this
injustice was not limited to the nineteenth century—the poem links the past and present.
The personal tragedy of the man and the desperation of his widow match the grief of the
wives and mothers of the young men lost at war, in the labour camps, or in exile.

The character of the poem Kax s cuden 6 kpecne yaps... introduces himself:

Bek BoceMHaauarblii.

AxTepbl
UTPAIOT NPSMO Ha Tpase.
A — Ilasen [epBwiii,

TOT, KOTOPBIH
cuaut Poccuu Bo rimaBe.

(The eighteenth century.
Actors
Play right on the grass.
I am Paul 1,
The one who

Rules Russia.)'*

" In 1828, Griboedov was nominated resident minister in Tehran, Persia. A crowd of people attacked the
Russian consulate in order to express their dissatisfaction with Russian policy. One of the victims of this
attack was Griboedov. See also lurii N. Tynianov, “Cmepts Basup-Myxtapa” (1927-28)

8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Griboedov v Tsinandali,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 144.

15 Bulat Okudzhava, “Kak ia sidel v kresle tsaria...,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow: Korona Print, 1998)
134.
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In this poem, Okudzhava’s forgiveness and humanity are operating again. The
attempt to understand the feelings of the historical tsar and, in this way, Stalin, is
tempered by artistic stylization. The Tsar in the poem is unhappy with a reign limited by
official codes of behaviour, and he dreams of a revolt. But three times his sense of duty
gives him pause, and, with a slight sigh each time, he convinces himself to maintain the

status quo:

Ho ner, Henp31,
% — [TaBen [TepBerit.
Mae OyHT ycTpauBaTh HeJTb31.

(But no, I can’t,
I am Pavel the First.

I cannot incite a revolt.)'*

The reader is expected to feel sorrow for the inner drama of the tsar. The situation
achieved is absurd: the figure of the ruling man, this symbol of omnipotent power, is, in
fact, a very vague one, scared of any changes and wishing to maintain the far from
perfect status quo at any cost.

Finally, the poems dealing with the fate of the Slavs find their place alongside
those dominated by the cult of Stalin and the history of Russia. In this group, repetitions
and patterns are distributed across geographical terrain instead of the temporal, as it is in
the case of the History, Personal Drama and Cult of Stalin poems. These poems include:
Ilpowanue ¢ Honeweii [Farewell to Poland], Ilymewecmeue no nounoii Bapwage 6
opoockax [A Carriage Ride through Warsaw at Night], Lllecmudecamnuxu Bapuiagl
[The Warsaw Generation of the Sixties], Bpoynas: Jlunoevie cymepiu... [Wroclaw: Violet
dusk...], Muenue nana Onvbpoixckozo [Opinion of Mr. Olbrychski] and ITosepv mne,

Aenewxa, epsoym nepemenwl... [Believe me, Agnieszka, changes will come...]. Other

1% Okudzhava, “Kak ia sidel v kresle tsaria...” Chaepitie na Arbate 134.
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poems on Poland will be discussed in other groups of Okudzhava’s poetry, as they are
primarily concerned with topics of friendship, the inner world or love (for example,
Vpawenue orcusnu moeii... [Adornment of my life...] and Ilo onvwe eneuxu 6ezym.
Hao Ionvweu nmuyor nponemarom...” [Through Poland, the spruce trees run. Above
Poland the birds fly...]). The two nations are linked by their desire for political and moral
independence and freedom, as well as for suppressed civil liberties.

IIpowanue c Ionvuwer plays with familiar repetitions: it makes extensive use of
the twin words, npowanue and npowenue, seen earlier in relation to Ipowanue ¢
ocenvio. The poem exists in two variants'®. In one of them, where the poem’s third
stanza (sfarting from Ilpowsy 5 npowenus [ ...] — I ask for forgiveness [...]) is replaced by
two stanzas (beginning Ceo600a — 6ume nocyoy? [...J — Is it freedom to break plates?
[...] and Kozo eo3vmem ¢ cobow? [...] — Whom will we take with us? [...]), we find

Okudzhava taking up the word c60600a [freedom] and repeating it in a steady rhythm:

Ceoboaa — 6uth nocyay? He crate BCIo HOYB — cBOGOHA?
Crob6ona — BEIGHpaTH M0E3 U NMPE3HPaTh KOHEH?. ..

(Is it freedom to break plates? Can staying up all night be freedom?
Is it freedom to choose the train and despise the horses?...)162

These rhetorical questions force the reader to reflect upon the true meaning of the
noun ceo6oda. In one of the variants of the poem, the lyrical hero claims that the two
nations, Poland and Russia, follow the highest freedom [evicwasn c60600a], leaving the
reader to ponder over the wide possibility of what the highest freedom might mean. An

+ answer is suggested, at least, by comparing the two variants of the poem. The stanza

'8! Bulat Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s Pol'shei,” Zamek nadziei (Krakow: Wydawnictwo literackie, 1984)
234. Compare with the variant Bulat Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s Pol'shei,” Zamek nadziei (Krakow:
Wydawnictwo literackie, 1984) 236.

162 Okudzhava, “Proshchanie s Pol shei,” Zamek nadziei 234.
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concerning the highest freedom in Variant 1 is replaced by a stanza asking for forgiveness
for a long silence [0oneoe monuanue] in Variant 2. A likely conclusion is that the author
of Ilpowanue c¢ Ilonvutei equates the capacity for forgiveness with the heights of
freedom. Yet another possibility suggested by this comparison would be that the highest
freedom is the release from the long State-imposed silence, or the liberty to express one’s
ideas without the ever-present fear of persecution and censorship. This interpretation may
prove especially ffuitful, when Okudzhava’s own struggles with censorship and
persecution are taken into consideration.

The concept of freedom of speech is alsQ discussed in the poem ITymewecmeue

no Hoynou Bapuiase 6 opockax:

HpoifmyT HCIOJITHe BCKA — HANMULIYT IIKOJIbHUKHU B TETPAJKE
PO BCE, YTO HAM HE MO3BOJIAET NMUCATh APOXKalas pyka.

Not many years will pass—and the schoolchildren will write in their exercise
books

Everything that our shaking hands wouldn’t allow us to.'®

The material covered in this chapter is a testimony to the importance of several
related themes within Okudzhava’s work. The bard’s own struggles with his family’s
tragedy leads directly to his need to find peace with Stalin’s personélity cult. These more
personal themes are then found sublimated in the poems inquiring into the history of
Russia and the fate of the Slavic people. The theme of work and creative act of the poet
will be explored in the following chapter, for just as the great themes of war and personal
and social history pervade the art of Okudzhava, he has also left a legacy of inquiry into
the motivations that first bring him to take up the pen, and that, indeed, make a bard of

the socially-conscious man.

'Bulat Okudzhava, “Puteshestvie po nochnoi Varshave v drozhkakh,” Chaepitie na Arbate (Moscow:
Korona Print, 1998) 233.
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Chapter 3

WORK AND THE CREATIVE ACT

JIBa Ky3HEUMKa 3€JICHBIX NIMOIYT Oelible CTUXU.
OHHM NEpBIIKH MAKAIOT B 061aKa ¥ MOJIOKO,
4TOOBI O€s1bIe UX CTPOUKU OBLIO BHOHO JAJIEKO,
U B 3aThUIKaX APYXKHO YEINYT, KAXIBIH JIAKOH LIEBEJIHT,
HO 3arJis.AbIBaTh B paboTy
OJHH APYTOMY HE BEJIHT.

{Two green grasshoppers write poems in white.

They dip their pens in clouds and milk

So their blank verses can be seen far away,

And they scratch their heads, each moves his little paw,

But they never let each other

Peek at what they write.)'**

BbIMbICes — He eCTh 00MaH.
3aMpIcel — elie He TOYKa.
Jlaiite fonucarbh poMaH

IO TIOCTICTHETO JTUCTOYKA.

(Fantasy is no deceit.

The idea isn’t yet the point.
Let me write out the novel
To the very last page.)'*

The themes of work and the creative act, of the creator and his art, are far from
under-represented in the poetry of Bulat Okudzhava. His primary interest lies in the act of
writing and this is why, towards the end of this chapter, the words “writer” and “poet”
will be used in favour of the words “master”, “creator” and “artist”. Okudzhava’s other
topics, falling within the thematic limits of this chapter, include music, painting, and the
ways in which the audience perceives art. He pbrtrays every kind of creation as a
mysterious process whose ultimate quality manifests itself according to the atmosphere of
the moment. The quantity of this art, on the other hand, is dismissed as the mistaken

emphasis of Soviet times. The masters who inhabit Okudzhava’s poems are not

184 Bulat Okudzhava, “O kuznechikakh,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 53.
'> Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia pishu istoricheskii roman,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 185.
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participants in some Stakhanovite movement'®, but the countless silent creators who
continued to aspire to perfection — cobblers and poets alike. They are the ones whose art
is meant for the enjoyment of their audience, and is created as well to express their own
beliefs, not for the wealth of the totalitarian state. Their music is neither the pompous
Soviet marches nor the patriotic songs of the Red Army choir. Even though Okudzhava’s
poems are strewn with guitars and street organs — his fellow bards — and the classical
music of a bygone age, it is relevant at this point to discuss the state control of writers. In
this way, the specific character of Okudzhava’s poems as those opposing the socialist-
realist influence, will become clear.

All manner of everyday masters appear in Okudzhava’s poetry.'®’ The trait they
share is the passion of the true master. According to Okudzhava, passionate self-
expression is the true source and reason of art. However, Okudzhava also claims that art
is born only when the public is interested in it. ' This is why the audience’s perception
of art will be discussed in this chapter.

Some of the poems focus on other qualities which a true master should possess:
cherishing one’s own work with pride, which is surprisingly linked with modesty; self-
sufficiency, which does not cancel certain needs for recognition, forgiveness and the
generosity of making art for the enjoyment and improvement of others and to help in

their suffering. Okudzhava’s masters are never automata, endlessly repeating senseless

' For more on Aleksei Stakhanov and the Stakhanovite movement, see Robert Service 217 and 244.

167 The portrayed professions include: shoemakers (Canoocrux [The Shoemaker]), laundresses (Mcxana
npauka knao [How the Washerwoman Searched for Treasure]), tailors (Boewnvie nopmusiscku [War
Tailors] and Cmapeiii nudsicax [The Old Coat]), farmers (Konym6ber [Columbuses]), construction workers
(Cmpoumeny, 6036edu mne 0om... [Builder, build me a home...]), and potters (Opecku [Frescoes]).

18 Tossus — smo cpeocmso evipasicenust cebs camoeo. [...] Ecnu eam smo ummepecno — Gomvuioe
cuacmoe: podicoenue uckycemea. Ecnu eam smo Heunmepecto, 3snavum, s nomepnen nopaicenue. [Poetry
is a means of self-expression. [...] If you are interested in (a piece of) art — it means happiness: the art is
born. If you are not interested in it — it means, that I am defeated.]: Petrakov 63.
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motions on the assembly line and aiming for the occasional record of productivity. They
are set apart from their peers because they alone understand the serious and
irreproducible nature of art: the masters appearing in Okudzhava’s poetry perform every
part of the creative act with their own hands, and apply the finishing touches thémselves.
They despise the principles of mass production, which devalues the old masters and
alienates them from their beloved creation to the extent that they themselves begin to feel
useless. Witness the nostalgic Canooicnux [The Shoemaker], where the old master is
asked to retire. He will be replaced by factory workers and his skills are not needed for

the modern-day mass production:

Ky3bma MBaHOBHY, CTYNail Ha EHCUIO;
ecTh (pabpUKH — BOSHHEBIX 06OIIBIOT,

(Kuz’ma Ivanovich, it’s time to retire;
There are factories that will sew for the soldiers.)'®

To create his works of beauty, every master must choose his own tools—the poet

has chosen words as his medium, and bestowed them with inestimable value:

A 210y uz mumunol

[

KaKHX-TO CJIOB, KOTOPBIM HET LEHE.
(I await from the darkness
[...]

A few words, priceless beyond measure.)'”°

When these words come in droves, the master is forced to choose only the most
suitable from a group of equally tempting ones. Sometimes the choices may be
intoxicating:

EcTb pasHble kpacuBbie ClOBa:
IOCITyIIae b —
KpPYKHUTCS rOJIOBa.

1% Bulat Okudzhava, “Sapozhnik,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966) 137.
' Bulat Okudzhava, “Na belyi bal berez ne soberu...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 15.
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(There are so many beautiful words:

Just listen—

And your head will spin.)!"!

In a poem entitled Pugmui, munvie mou... [My dear rhymes...], the master claims
that he is a 6ozau [rich person] while his rhythms are with him. They are a necessary
component of his art and, therefore, they are treated with respect, reserved for the
master’s tools. With a certain degree of trepidation, he asks:

Pudwmbl, Musbie Mmou
Bam-to
XOPOLLO JIb
CO MHOIO?

(Rhymes, my dear rhymes

[...]
Do you
Enjoy

Being with me?)'"?

Out of a deep respect for his various tools, the master treats them as human
beings. In the poem Ecmsb pasuvie kpacusvie crosa... [There are many nice words...], the
words are personified and described as soldiers getting ready for battle, or else silent
[muxue] and feeling cramped [crosy mecno], '™ like those that 2120sm, ne 2080ps, U3
cnosaps, xak uz monacmuips [look wordlessly from the dictionary, as from a monastery).
Okudzhava relates the power of words to the sublime: the allusion to monks elevates the
words to the level of the divine.

Personified work-worn tools receive their own life and understand the great
importance of their role. Using a similar device, Okudzhava bestows the qualities of a

bird on the hammer in the following poem:

{...] 4epHBIA MOJIOTOK €ro, KaK TACTOYKa,

"I Bulat Okudzhava, “Est raznyie krasivye slova...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main:
Posev, 1966) 77.

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Rifmy, milye moi...,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 53.

' Okudzhava, “Est’ raznyie krasivye slova...,” Bud" zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 77.
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XBOCTOM CBOUM Pa3ABOCHHBIM Kauaer.
OH 3aHAT Leblit AeHb MOKIOHAMM,
TOT MOJIOTOK.

([...] Like a swallow, his black hammer
Swings its split tail.

It busies itself all day with bowing,
That hammer.)'™

From these personified tools it is a short jump to a favourite anthropomorphism of
Okudzhava’s: a great number of his poems use grasshoppers as an allegory for the poet.
These insects populate such poems as O kysueuuxax [About the Grasshoppers), Hy wem
mebe nompagums, moti kysueuux?... [So how can I please you, my grasshopper?...] and
B oemcmee mne ecmpemunca xax-mo xyswewux...” [In my childhood, I once met a
grasshopper ...]. In the context of Russian literature, introducing grasshoppers or crickets
in poems about work and the creative act proves to be particularly in place: one should
remember, that in his Arzamas years A. S. Pushkin’s nickname was ceepuox [cricket]. '
Okudzhava’s grasshoppers are consistently portrayed as hardworking and well focussed.
The distractions he strews in their path, however, are not the socialist realist clichés of
German or Japanese spies, or of sabotage acts or enemies of the state. Rather, they are
troubled only by the vagaries of nature: snow, hot weather or rain. The lyrical hero relates
the daily cares of the grasshopper and his minuscule household with all the respect due to

a human artist;

Tol TOXE U3 KOropThbI CTI/IXOTBOpHOﬁ,

Kpwuu u ninaus. ABOCE TBOM Tpya yHOpPHBII
[TOTOMKH HE OLICHST CBLICOKA.

(You are also of the poetic cohort,

[...]

Scream and cry. Perhaps your stubborn effort

174 Okudzhava, “Sapozhnik,” Bud® zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi 137.
13 Jurii Lotman, Pushkin (Sankt-Peterburg: Iskusstvo-SPB, 1995) 45 and 189.
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Will not be judged too harshly.)'”®
In the poem Hy uem mebe nompagpume, moi kysnewux?..., the poet-grasshopper

is thanked for his efforts:

Moty HacTosemy criacu6o,
pyKe ero, 6e3yMHuIo ero
uronocy [...].

(Thanks to the true poet

Thanks to his hand, his madness
And his voice [...].)"""

In this poem, the creative act is vested with the aura of religious confession. The

importance and power of poetry is clearly stated:

[...] moii ky3HEUHK?

EnBa TBOI rAMH OPOCTPAHCTBA OTJIACHT,
MPHUCAYIIATHCS — OH OT CKopOeit uzneunr,
a BCJTYIIATHCS —~ U3 MEPTBBIX BOCKPECHT.
([...] My grasshopper?

Once your hymn is heard in space,

We listen in—and it heals our wounds.
And listening will resurrects us.)'”®

Similarly, O xysneuuxax compares poetry to bread and to life itself—implying
that true art is vital to human existence. While the totalitarian State frequently withheld

food supplies to further its political ends!”™

and reserved artistic production for
propaganda that did nothing to nourish the intellect of its people, Okudzhava now openly
declares that a full life requires not only food for the body, but food for the soul. In this
world-view, the unique power of the creative act is unquestionable. The master must

possess not only creative aspiration, but the saintly qualities of power of will, inner peace

and utter confidence in his work:

176 Bulat Okudzhava, “Nu chem tebe potrafit’, moi kuznechik?...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 263.

17 Okudzhava, “Nu chem tebe potrafit’, moi kuznechik?...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 263.

'8 Okudzhava, “Nu chem tebe potrafit’, moi kuznechik?...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 263.

17 For more on agricultural difficulties, famine and malnutrition, see Service 119, 184, 202, 207, 218, 285,
304-05.
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- HamepeBaioch! — Kpuuan ToT Ky3HeqHK.
- Moxert i OBITs? — yCMeXacs CBEpUOK.
MAJICHBKUX PYK IOCTOSHHO CTPEMJIEHbE,
MaJIEHbKMX MYK TIOCTOSHHA BOJIHA. ..

(“I'm going to do it!” shouted the grasshopper.
“Can it be?” smiled the cricket.

[...] '

The constant striving of little hands,
The constant wave of little worries...)"*

Some poems turn the attention of the reader to the people who will use the objects
coming into being in the masters’ hands. In Boennsie nopmusoicxu, for example, there are
war tailors thinking of the soldiers. If they have to die in a battle, at least they will do so

in fine uniforms;:

H nosromy MyHaUpbI

TaK KpOATCH HEHb U HOYb,
4T00 GIMCTAI KOMaHIUPHI,
YXOJS1 U3 )KH3HH TIPOYb.

(And this is why the uniforms

Are sewn day and night,

So the commanders will be shining
As they leave this life.)'®’

The tailor in the poem Cmapwiii nuddcax is sure that he will be able to bring

happiness and love to man receiving the alterations on his coat. This is precisely why

[...] oH numKak

CEPbE3HO TaK MePEILnBaeT,

a caM-TO BCe MEPEKUBAET:
BAPYT 4TO He Tak. Takoil uyaax.

([...] He alters

The coat so seriously,

And yet he falters continuously:

What if something’s amiss. Such a queer fish.)'®?

The master’s goal (in the above case, the happiness of his customer) is attainable

through hard work and love. His motto is:

"% Bulat Okudzhava, “V detstve mne vstretilsia kak-to kuznechik...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 280.

"®! Bulat Okudzhava, “Voennyie portniazhki,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 326.

182 Okudzhava, “Staryi pidzhak,” Stikhotvoreniia 201.
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TBOPHTb,
3aCYyUuB pyKagea.

(Create, :
Rolling up the sleeves.)'®

The devoted approach to art differs in two ways from the large-scale goals set
under Stalin: despite .the fact that its high standards also demand a great deal of labour, it
is neither unattainable nor abstract; and it requires a love and passion lacking in the
totalitarian state. The master is in fact dependent on this love, working as he does

TI0 CHJIE YYBCTBA CBOETO,
10 CepALy,
M0 a3apry.

(By the power of his feelings,
Of his heart

And his fervour.)'®

Passion is the essence of art and is the factor uniting the many kinds of masters.
Just as with his cobblers and laundresses, with a dose of irony typical for him,
Okudzhava portrays his poets as real masters, working passionately and persistently, even

though it is not hard physical labour they are involved in:

He cnoBom TpubyHa, He TSKKOM KHPKOii
Ha 6n1aro poanumoit cTpaHsl —
OH BCE HOPOBHUT 3apadoTaTh CTPOKOIL.

(Without speeches from the tribune or heavy pickaxes,
Working for the good of the country

He is always striving to earn a living by writing poems.)'®’

Here, as well, Okudzhava’s poet makes his countrymen happy through his poetry.
He is well aware that poets may be judged as not really working hard and that their

profession does not lead to substantial economic profits. Perhaps because of this

185 Bulat Okudzhava, “V nashei zhizni, prekrasnoi i strannoi ...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 316.

'8¢ Bulat Okudzhava, “Stroitel’, vozvedi mne dom...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 286.

'8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Dushevnyi razgovor s synom,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 138.
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awareness, his choice to work at the writer’s desk, and not in the hallowed precincts of
the political office or the factory floor, might be interpreted as the author’s rejection of
the communist system. This interpretation is backed up by the irony with which the voice
states that the poet does not work “for the good of his country”, as in the Soviet cliché
used over and over again by the Stakhanovites. His straightforward statement can
likewise be understood as a refusal of the socialist realist poetry churned out in support of
the system.

After the death of the poet his work takes on a new dimension, bequeathed to all

the generations to come:

Bcé, uro 6bII0 €ro, - HIHYE Ballle.
Bcé mna Bac. ITocainaercs Bam.

(All that was his is now yours.
All for you. Dedicated to you.)'®

To Okudzhava the last line was of particular importance, used as it was for the
title of Iocesuaemcs eam [Dedicated to You), one of his collections of verse.

Since art is born from a need for the good and happiness of the master’s fellow

7
n18

man "', it can be assumed that another reason for the existence of art is the need to

compensate humanity for its sufferings.

[...] HeT mevanbHBIX U GOMBHBIX M BUHOBATHIX HET,
KOraa B HPOKYPEHHBIX pyKax
TaK MPOCTO Thl CKUMAEIb
aX, MY3bIKaHT MO, My3bIKAHT,
- YepelHeBbIH KIapHeT!

18 Bulat Okudzhava, “U poeta sopernikov netu...,” Posviashchaetsia vam: Stikhi (Moscow: Sovetskii
pisatel’, 1988) 140.

7 Boobue Henbin ymumumapHo nodxodume K uckycemsy. Ho mo, umo uckyccmeo sensemcs
npomueoeecom 31y, - 3mo mouno abconiomuo. Ecau 6bi e2o ne Goino, moscem, mbl 0a6HO 6bl BbIPOOUTUCH.
A mbl cyugecmeyem, 0a ewjé NOAHBL PAOYICHBIX NEPCNEKMUE, HAOCeMCA — Mo Ham Oaém ecé... Beicoxoe
OMHOULEHUE K JICUHU — MO Ham 0aém 8CE nod3us, numepamypa, uckyccmeo. Ono Hac denaem niodvMu,
obrazopasicusaem Hac. [We should not treat art in an wutilitarian way. However, that art is
counterbalancing evil — this fact is absolutely true. And if there had been no art, we would have, perhaps,
degenerated. But we exist, and we are full of hope, we hope — and it drives us all... Respect for life — it all
gives us the poetry, literature, art. It makes us human beings, it makes us noble.]: Petrakov 63-64.
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[...] No one among us is sad, no one ill and no one guilty,
When your pipe-stained hands
So simply squeeze

Oh musician, musician mine,

Your cherry-wood clarinet!)'®®

If a person’s only goal is to earn enough money to survive, he is deprived of other
dreams—and to Okudzhava, he is not a real master. In Okudzhava’s poetry, even the
simple tasks of a lonely washerwoman or of a housewife can be described as the unique
performance of a master, who lives in and for her dreams. In Hckana npauxa xnad
[Laundrywoman was Searching for a Treasure], the laundress is creating stormy waves

in her small washtub:

U 6nnack neHa o JajoHu —
HCKaJsla fipayka Kiaji.

(And the soapsuds beat against her palms—

The washerwoman was searching for the treasure.)'®

Five stanzas of Kyxus [Kitchen] , on the other hand, describe nothing more, and
nothing less, than the preparation of a piece of steak:

Poxxnenue 6udwrekca — camo Bonnie0CTBO.

(The birth of steak is magic.)"*

Time and again, Okudzhava transforms the humdrum objects of daily life into the
very stuff of his art—as readers, we feel that if it were not for his insight, we would have
overlooked their poetic qualities altogether. The lexicon of the poem leans toward the
familiar and prosaic. Among all the common-language nouns (¢papmyx [apron], JIYK
[onion], nap [steam], doeop [yard], 6ugpumexc [beefsteak]) and colloquialisms (namepns

[hand]), we find only a few archaisms to break the pattern: asut [basics] and the poetic

188 Okudzhava, “V gorodskom sadu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 110-11.

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Iskala prachka klad,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966)
133.

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Kukhnia,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 453.
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1a0ws for boat. The cut of meat undergoes all manner of poetic alchemy—the mystery of
its preparation, or in Okudzhava’s image, its birth, is ascribed to camoe gonuebcmao

¥ The supernatural associations pile on with help of carefully chosen

[pure magic]
epithets and similes: the woman at the oven is likened to a pwiorcuii vepm [red-haired
devil], just born from the steam; the air is full of apomamer cmonwr u ozus [the aromas of
tar and fire]; and the reaction of an onlooker peeking in from the street is to admire:
kaxas becoeckan wmyka [what a devilish thing]. This accumulation of infernal lexicon
ensures our equation of the hot, smoke-filled kitchen with the pits of hell. But lest we
jump to any conclusions as to the identity of the devilish woman who presides over this
domain, a simile in the third stanza invests her with at least one cherubic trait as well:
ceAmasn ee namepus, kak po3oewii anzen [her hand is holy, like a pink angel).

The complex nature of her work is underscored by a string of verbs: u ocapum, u
napum, u eem, u nevem... [and she roasts, and stews, and pours, and bakes...]. The
focus of all this effort is the slab of meat, secreting juices (Bpunvanmoswix kaneno 6ez
cuema [countless diamond drops)).

Nevertheless, the birth of the steak implies the death of the animal from which it
came, yet it also suggests stability and sufficiency in the lives of those who will enjoy it.
By the end of the poem, the negative connotations have prevailed: in contrast with those
who can afford to eat meat, we are reminded of the xpunuvie kpuxu 2on00mvix [hoarse
screams of the hungry]. As the conclusion to the poem, this phrase bears considerable
semantic weight, and its final word (2on00mwix [of the hungry]) even more so—this pang
of conscience reverberates against the whole poem, making of the whole an effective

protest against the culture of consumption.

91 Okudzhava, “Kukhnia,” Stikhotvoreniia 453.
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This type of romanticism, found in the two above-discussed poems, is a common
aspect of the master’s work—in the poem Konym6er [Columbuses] the poet portrays a
farmer raised to the level of a master in a setting of striking similarity between the field
and the sea. His wheat field is compared to a choppy sea; his combines compared to

ships. The combine operator himself is a captain responsible for the lives of all his crew:

Camka CTOMT y WITypBana,

OH X04YeT KPHKHYTh: ‘3emiia!’,
HO HET 3eMJIU —

KPYTOM CILIOLIHAS MIIeHHIA.

(Sashka stands at the controls
Dying to cry: ‘Land ho!”,

But no land in sight—

Just wheat as far as the eye can see.)'*

In contrast with the negligence commonly displayed in a totalitarian state, the

masters in Okudzhava’s poems assume full responsibility for their creations, following

fl 93

their success or the lack thereof . They cherish their work. They perform it slowly and

with dignity, proud of each success and overcoming the obstacles and doubts they
encounter. Their behaviour is so unlike that of the masses that they stand out in any

crowd, as in the case of the Asian in the poem T6unucu [Thilisi]:

Bce — My3bIkaHTBL

On oauH — MascTpo.
Emy He nonaraercs —

cnemna.

All are musicians.
He alone—a maestro.
He cannot—
194
Rush.)

192 Bulat Okudzhava, “Kolumby,” Bud'_zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966) 113.

1% See Jemcxuii pucyrok [4 Child’s Drawing], Omuezo mui newanen, xydoxcnux [Why Are You Sad,
Artist], ¥ nosma conepruxos nemy [The Poet Has No Rivals], 5 nuuty ucmopuuecxuii poman [I Am Writing
a Historical Novel].

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Tbilisi,” Mart velikodushnyi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1967) 49.
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If masters entertain doubts about their work, it is because they expect nothing less
than perfection. The doubts and obstacles encountered during the creative process may be

compared to those found on the path of life:

Bort s goGupatoch
10 CBOUX BBICOT,
¥ KOBPOBYIO JIOPOXKKY
KM3Hb MHE CTEJNET...
[...]
BrITh MOKeET, 31€Ch 9
TIPOCTOM MoaMAacTepbe?

(And now I am reaching

My highest goals,
And life rolls me out

A red-carpet road
[-..]
Here I am perhaps

A mere apprentice?)'”’

Another characteristic typical of Okudzhava’s master is modesty'”®. Therefore,

the master does not strive to be famous at all costs:

He o nobene s momto: noGebl Bce HAIMEHHDI,
a 06 ymaue s Mmoo [...].

(I’'m not praying for victory: all victories are arrogant,
I’m praying for good fortune [...])**’

To him, art is a form of worship, and therefore he must perfect it to better praise

his Lord:
MHe cTpouka HOBas HyxHa KaKas-HUGYIb OCTPOKE,
uT06 ¢ Hel npenctars nepex To6oit MHe He GbLIO 6 rpemmHo.
(I need a new line, a stricter one, .
So I won’t feel sinful when I come before You.)'*®
> Bulat Okudzhava, “...Vot ia dobiraius' do svoikh vysot...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 175.

1% Okudzhava openly admitted that Honynaprocme eoobuye cmemno yenume. [...] cyemumoca no nosody
nonynsprocmu nem cmuicna. [1t is laughable if somebody values popularity. [...] to worry about popularity
makes no sense.] Petrakov 58.

7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Stroka iz starogo stikha slyvet nenastoiashchei...” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-
Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 414.

1% Okudzhava, “Stroka iz starogo stikha slyvet nenastoiashchei...,” Stikhotvoreniia 414.
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Perhaps the same modesty causes the master to feel a strong need for recognition.
As described in the poem Paboma [Work], creation is a difficult occupation demanding
the zealous devotion of the master. Success in this endeavour is enough to make any
effort worthwhile, but the artist, unlike a socialist-realist writer who produced for the
state and not for his audience, cannot achieve it entirely on his own. He recognizes the

need for outside support and thus his pleas to his peers and to his Lord:

UTO CTOUT NOMOJTUTLCSA 32 MEHS?
(Why don’t you pray for me?)'*’
The master needs his efforts acknowledged and rewarded. Money is not his

recompense, rather he seeks a simple smile, respect or good word for his work. It is why

the lyrical hero calls for respect for a master’s work:

Bce BoenHbIe MOPTHAKKY —
30JI0ThIE MacTepa.
VBaxaiiTe TPYA UX TOKKHH.
(All war tailors

Are priceless masters.

Please respect their hard work.)**

The reader finds a similar, calling for respect in IHecenxa npo manapoe [4 Song
About Painters], where the artists’ creative act is bounded only by the cpoxu orcusnu

yenoeeuweil [span of human life]:

VBaxaiite Manspos,
KaK TKa4ei U TOKTOpOB!

(Respect painters

As you do weavers and doctors!)™"

Being modest does not mean, however, that the masters are unaware of or play

down the worth of their work. They are proud of their mastery and results. They remain

* Bulat Okudzhava, “Rabota,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 421.
*%0kudzhava, “Voennye portniazhki,” Stikhotvoreniia 325.

%! Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka pro maliarov,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 249.
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modest, however, because they understand that their place is in the service of others.

Their art depends on the presence of the many, and the few masters in the world cannot

possibly influence their entire happiness. Their final grace lies in doing all they are able:

HO OHH OYCHb CKPOMHO CanATCA B YTy,
H3BJICKAIOT

CBOM OOMOTOIIHLIE CKPUIIKH,
pacnpagisiiom

MOMATHIE CIOPTYUKHU.

(But they very modestly take places in the corner,
Pull out '

Their ancient violins,

Smooth out

Their wrinkled frock-coats.)*”

In the poem B 6oavnuye meonenno mewem pexa uacos... [In a hospital, the river

of time flows slowly...], the author uses the double meanings of the noun uckyccmeo [art,

skill] to conclude that yet another quality, that of forgiveness, is intimately linked to the

creative act;

HckyccTBO BCE MPOCTHTD M JKAKIA XKHMTh —
HEZIOCATaeMOE COBEPLUECHCTBO.

(It is a skill to forgive everything and to thirst for life—
It is an unattainable perfection.)’”

The short poem Cronvro coenano pyxamu yousumenouvix xpacom!... [How many

amazingly beautiful things were made by hand!...] is a reflection on the meaning of

aesthetics in human life. It poses the question as to why the master still strives to meet his

aesthetic ideal when pyxam noxa oaneue 0o nponsumenvnoix evicom [his hands are still

so far from the highest goals].*®* Why does the master endure sleepless nights just to

202 Bylat Okudzhava, “Stikhi bez nazvania,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,

2001) 228-9.

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “V bol'nitse medlenno techet reka chasov,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 326.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Skol'ko sdelano rukami udivitel'nykh krasot!,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia
(Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 252.
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write another poem or create a new painting, and for that matter, why seek beauty at all?
As the reader has seen, the main reason for these endeavours is to satisfy the aesthetic
sense of the audience.

However, this aesthetic sense is impossible to itemize and audience appreciation
alone cannot be trusted in deciding what aesthetic value is. Therefore, the definition of art
remains hidden forever. The criteria for artistic beauty are intensely personal, changing
dramatically between individuals and even among certain of Okudzhava’s own poems. In
Cronero coenano pykamu yousumenvuvix kpacom!..., the highest level of beauty is holy
and immaculate: 6oocecmeennfasn] u eeunfas], u nemnennfas] xpacomfa], umo x nam
cmekaem ¢ HeOOCMYNHOH 8bicomul [divine, eternal, .and imperishable beauty, which steps
down to us from unreachable heights]. On the other hand, in Jemckuii pucynox [A
Child’s Drawing], a child (or perhaps a primitivist) finds the highest beauty in a freshly

painted purple horse, which he describes with admiration:

[...] oTa 3eneHas rpusa,
Kak Mo3aHAs HUBA, rycra...

([...] this green mane,
Bushy as a late summer field.)

205

The short stanzas emphasise the uncomplicated character of both the drawing and
the artist, a man-child who really likes his creation. He is receptive to its spell as only a
child or artist can be. Nevertheless, whenever anyone sees his piece of art, he laughs and
xeamaemcs [ ...] 3a scusom [clutches [...] his belly]. Nobody likes the childishly naive

vision of the violet horse that trots around with so much dignity, and so the surprised

artist exclaims:

V3K ecny OHa HEeKpacHBa,
4TO 3HAYUT TOrAa Kpacota?

%% Bulat Okudzhava, “Detskii risunok,” Mart velikodushnyi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1967) 98.
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(If she isn’t beautiful,
What is beauty then?)>%

According to the artist, noxo0koii ceoeii HezemHol0 ona [nomans] nomewiaem
Hapoo [the horse amuses the crowd with its unearthly gait]. Thus, while the horse is not
admired, it nevertheless fulfils its artistic function of eliciting an active response from the
crowd. The idyllic life of this child is suddenly confronted with a paradox, and
Okudzhava must leave the eternal question of beauty unanswered.

It may come as a surprise that among Okudzhava’s poems there exists one
defending the master’s right to independence from the masses. In A nuwy ucmopuueckuii
poman [I am writing a historical novel] it is suddenly the inborn talents of the writer that
are stressed. Even the artistic education he may have received is denied—witness how

little he owes to society:

Kaxapiii muLIeT, Kak OH CIIBILIUT.
Kaxapiii cAbImNT, Kak OH JIBIIINT,
Kak OH ABIIINT, TaK U MHIIET,

He cmapasce yeooumy...

Tak mpupoaa 3axotena.

IMouemy?

He nawe deno.

s uero?

He nam cyoume.

(Each writes as he hears.
Each hears as he breathes,
As he breathes, so he writes,
Not trying to please...

Just as nature intended.
Why?

Not ours this affair.

What for?

Not for us to judge. )™’

26 Okudzhava, “Detskii risunok,” Mart velikodushnyi 99.
*7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia pishu istoricheskii roman,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 185-86.
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The greatest waste lies in ignoring the gift of substantial talent. In one poem, the

lyrical hero accuses a hidden artist of squandering his talent on endeavours unbecoming

of a master:

Tak nnatu [...]
3a KCTEPTHIC B MAJbLIAX JAPOXKAIIUX
XOJICT H KPacKH, MMepo U CMbBIYOK.

(So pay [...]
For the canvas and paints, the pen and bow
Worn out in your trembling hand.)*®®

When the true master is displeased with the results of his work, he must

continually resume his efforts until the sublime can shine through. Giving up in the face

of difficulty is not an option:

He ocrarnsiite crapanui,
MascTpo,
He yOupaiite sagonu co nba.

(Do not give up your efforts,
Maestro,

Do not take your palm from your brow.)*”

At first only the inspiration for the poem exists:

XO0XKY o ¥ IECEHKY CIyILIAo -
OHa IIEBEIbHYIACh BO MHE.
Ona eie oueHb HecrieTas.
OHa 3eJieHa, Kak TpaBa.

(I am walking around and listening to a song—
It has stirred within me.
It is still far from sung.

It is green, like the grass.)’"°

In this poem, the first stages of the creative act are compared with pregnancy and

growth. Imagery and diction work together here: the unborn song stirs within the creator

like a foetus, and a word like wecnemas [unsung] is strongly evocative of mecnenas

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Otchego ty pechalen, khudozhnik...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:

Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 234,
*® Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o Motsarte,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,

2001) 315.

219 Bylat Okudzhava, “Glavnaia pesenka,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,

2001) 231.
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[unripe]. The author’s care for his growing creations is made all the more imperative

when he stops to consider that he has only a short lifetime to produce his eternal work:

Ta camas rnaBHas NECCHKa,
KOTOPYIO CIIETh A HE CMOT.

(The same most important song,
Which I did not have the time to sing.)?!!

When the master’s experience is not adequate to the work of art he must create,

his doubts resurface, as in the poem A nuxoz0a ne euman, ne euma. .. [{ never wandered,

never wandered...]:

Tak 4t0 e g cMer?
U uto 51 Mmory?
Heyxro nuiusb To, 4ero He Mory?

(So what do I dare?
And what can I do?
Can it really be just what I’l1 fail to do?)*"

And yet the creative act must be consummated, the erection of the “castle of

213
hope™

must continue. Even when the poet’s world is bleak and he is tempted by the

line of least resistance, he says:

Cxaxem criacu6o u 310l Cyas0e,
HO U3 IPEXOB HALIEH POJMHBI BEUHO
HE COTBOpUTE ObI Kymupa cebe.

(We can praise even this destiny,
But from the sins of our eternal homeland
We should not create another idol.)*™

The visibility so necessary to the master exposes him not only to his admirers, but

also to the malefactors who do not understand or do not wish to understand his work. The

artist has long been a target for the censors and critics of the totalitarian regime:

2T Okudzhava, “Glavnaia pesenka,” Stikhotvoreniia 232.
212 Bylat Okudzhava, “Ia nikogda ne vital, ne vital...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii

proekt, 2001) 233.

5 Bulat Okudzhava, “Zamok nadezhdy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,

2001) 224.

214 Okudzhava, “Pesenka o Motsarte,” Stikhotvoreniia 315.
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ITo3ToB TpaBWIM, TOBUITH

Ha CJIOBE, UM CETH ILIEIH;

[-..]

B Tparuueckom ux rocynapcree
CIIY4aJIOCh U Mpa3gHeCcTBaM ObITb,

1 BcE xe GYHTapCTBO C MBITAPCTBOM
nonpolyit OT HUX OTHEJIHUTE.

(The poets have been persecuted and taken
At their word, webs have been woven for them;

[...]

In their tragic country

There have been festivities too,
And still rebellion and hardship
Are inseparable from them.)?"

I'puboeoos ¢ Lunanoanu [Griboedov in Tsinandali] offers further words on the

persecution of free-minded writers:

OCTpPOCIOBOB OYKACTBIX HE JIOOAT L{apH -
bor mpocTuT, a OHH He MPOCTHT.

(The tsars have no love for bespectacled wits—
God may forgive them, but they won’t.)*'®

The lyrical hero of the poem bepecume nac, nosmos... [Protect us, poets...],

sounds the alarm. Here there is both a warning and a pledge to help:

beperwnte Hac, nokyna MOXHO ybepeus,

TOJIBKO TaK He Geperute, YTo6 KOCTEMHU HAaM JIEYb,
TONBKO Tak He feperure, kak 60p3bIX — ICapH,
TOJILKO Tak He Oeperure, kak ncapeit — napm.

(Protect us while we can still be protected.
Just don’t protect us so we fall in battle.
Just don’t protect us as the hunters do borzois,

Just don’t protect us as the tsars do the hunters.)?!’

Judging from the length of the seven-stanza trochaic poem’s lines alone, it would
seem that this is one of Okudzhava’s calmer pieces. The semantic layer, on the other
hand, suggests a quick, uninterrupted reading with forceful emphasis on the accented

syllables, almost as if it were a fast-paced iambic poem. The firm opening trochaic

215 Bylat Okudzhava, “Poetov travili, lovili...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,

1989) 189.
21 Okudzhava, “Griboedov v Tsinandali,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 144.
217 Bulat Okudzhava, “Beregite nas, poetov, beregite nas...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 207.
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accents and closing masculine rhymes, along with an accumulation of voiced consonants
(“b,” “g,” “v”), combine to promote the latter, bprecipitous recitation. The lyrical hero’s
extreme emotional tension is also complemented by an abundance of anaphora and
syntactical echoes throughout the poem.

Many Soviet masters would be surrounded in life by a circle of intimate admirers,
none of whom could openly express their respect. Having written “for the drawer” all his

life, the artist could only find recognition and fame after he passed away:

O, KaK UM CMEIlHbI, IPE/ICTABIISAIO,
MIOCMEPTHBIE TOCTHI B HX U€CTh.

(Oh, how they must laugh, I imagine,

At the posthumous toasts to their honour.)*'®

To cite the example of two modern bards, official acknowledgement only came to
Vysotskii and Galich many years after their deaths. Okudzhava dedicated the poem
Beuepa gpanyysckoii necnu... [Evenings of French song...] to them and to Iulii Kim—he
uses this forum to speak out against the fraudulent atmosphere surrounding the poets of
the Soviet era. The totalitarian system prevented the outside world from learning the truth
and tightly controlled the information and texts reaching Soviet readers. The following
extract from Okudzhava’s dedication, concerning a play on the words nepegod/nepespem

[translation/will lie], suggests which kind of control methods were used:

Ecnu % HyxeH nepesof,
TIEPEBOIUHK — HAIIl MOJIOMYMK —
KaK TPHKaXYT — [EPEBPET.

(If a translation is really needed,
Our translator, our gladiator
Will follow orders and lie.)*"®

218 Okudzhava, “Poetov travili, lovili...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 189.
"% Bulat Okudzhava, “Vechera frantsuzskoi pesni...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 308.
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The poem is written as an eulogy to a French chansonnier whose works slip past
the Soviet censors because they are written abroad and in a foreign language, and

therefore do not influence Soviet citizens in any substantial way:

IoiA, ¢ppanLy3, Beb THI AAJEKO,
U K Tebe MpeTeH3mit HeT.

YeM HAYANBCTBY Thl MPUATEH?
Tem, 9TO TEKCT TBOM HEMOHATEH.

(Sing, Frenchman, you are far away
And nobody bears a grudge against you.

Why do the authorities like you?
Because nobody understands your text.)

20

Impressed by V. Vysotskii, Okudzhava wrote the poem Macmep I'puwa [Master
Grisha]. This poem is dedicated to three important activists of the Polish “Solidarity”
movement: Adam (Michnik), Jacek (Kuron) and Karol (Modzelewski). Master Grisha
| proclaims the author’s faith in the power of a master’s skilful hands. The master’s hands
can bring happiness back to the home and, by extension (through well-hidden
parallelisms that, nevertheless, vimmediately come to the educated reader’s mind, such as

“master”/“«Solidarity» activist” and “home™/“homeland™), to the entire ravaged country:

Macrep ['puiia npunet, psaaoM cameT —

nBe OOJIbLINX, B HAASXKHBIX PYKH Y HETO —
BCE HATAMWT. ..

(Master Grisha will come and sit with us—

He has two big, reliable hands—
He will set everything right...)*'

Kax naw 0sop nu obuscanu... [No matter how much our yard was insulted...] is a
third poem inspired by Vysotskii. It is permeated with words associated with the late

bard: Bonoos [Volodia], cmpynu [strings], zonoc ezo [his voice], xpunoma ezo [his

%0 Okudzhava, “Vechera frantsuzskoi pesni...,” [zbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 308.
2! Bulat Okudzhava, “Master Grisha,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001)
314.
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hoarseness], Taeanxa [Taganka]. In a consideration of the fate of Vysotskii’s first
volume of poems, Heps [Nerve]’?, Okudzhava argues in multiple interviews that
precisely the poems which struggle most to find an audience become most popular when
they finally break through. This echoes Osip Mandel’stam’s statement: [Toszuro
yeadicaiom moivko y nac — 3a nee yousarom. Beov 601vute nuzde 3a noasuio ne youearom

[We are the only ones who respect poetry—people get killed for it here. Nowhere else do

people get killed for poetry]*>.

As a final note on the poems associated with Vysotskii, brief mention should be
made of O Bonode Buicoykom [On Volodia Vysotskii]l. The poem is dedicated to
Vysotskii’s wife, Marina Poliakova, and its epigraph is one of the few sites in all of

Okudzhava’s oeuvre where one can find reference to a poet’s muse: Mapune

. . .. . 22
Braoumuposne Ionsxosoii [to Marina Viadimirovna Poliakova]***

In Kax naw osop nu obusicanu... the reader finds the following evocative image:

Bexnp ¥ riecHu He ropsr,
OHH B BO3yXe NapAT,
4eM UM JENaroT 60JbHEE — TEM OHM CHJIBHEE.,

(After all, songs do not burn,
They soar through the air,
The more pain they are dealt the stronger they become.)*

These words bear a striking resemblance to Voland’s statement in “The Master

and Margarita”: the famous pyxonucu ne 2opam [manuscripts do not burn]**®.

22 Nerve, consisting of only 130 censored poems, could only find posthumous publication in the Soviet
Union, in 1981.

2 NLI. Mandel shtam, Vospominania (New York: [zdatel stvo imeni Chekhova, 1970) 167.

224 Bylat Okudzhava, “O Volodie Vysotskom,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 384.

225 Bulat Okudzhava, “Chem nash dvor ni obizhali — on v klassicheskoi pore...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia
(Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 230.

226 Mikhail Bulgakov, “Master i Margarita,” Romany (Moscow: Sovremennik, 1988) 647.
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The idea of home and hearth is an especially important antidote to the lonely
imperatives of saving the world. The poet treats his home as a shelter from the evils of
the world. Although this space might lie in the very midst of totalitarian chaos, here the
poet is able to create a new world of his own and escape into his dreams and work, as in

the poem Mue ne xouemcs nucamo (I don’t feel like writing):

3a OKHOM TPELIUT MOPO3
UKW, OTONTENbBIHN —
pacLBETaeT cal U3 po3
Ha Gymare Oenoit.

(The frost on the window is cracking,
Wild and frenzied—

A rose garden is blooming
On the blank page.)™’

brazopoonvie gwcenvr 6esymuvix noomoe... [The noble wives of crazy poets...] is
dedicated to all those who warm the hearts of masters, supporting them in their

endeavours. It is a poetic “thank-you” to writers’ muses:

brnaroponHbixX Mo3ToB Ge3yMHBIE KEHEI,

BalllM AyLIN CHAIOT, KaK (hakem 3aOKeHHBIH,
NOJ KOTOPBIM GJIaKEHCTBYEM MBI

(Noble poets’ crazy wives,

[...]
Your souls shine like burning torches,

Under which we stay in a state of bliss.)**®

Painting is a second great manifestation of art in the poetry of Okudzhava. The
link it creates between the creator and his audience is almost as intimate as that achieved
by writing. An equally intimate link is established in music. When examining a painting,

the public is able to follow the creative process as it developed. Here, colour and line

#7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Mne ne khochetsia pisat’,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 442.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Blagorodnye zheny bezumnykh poetov...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 243.
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influence theme and atmosphere just as word and rhythm did in writing, and each of these
elements often evoke the others in Okudzhava’s poems on painting.

In a previous section it was already discussed how Okudzhava applies cinematic
principles to his poetry. Narrative bards often use these as vehicles for dynamic
description, where a flurry of action carries the scene—women waving good-bye to their
men, men leaving their village, war scenes, and so on. Poems dealing with the art of
painting are more static in tone, achieving a calm description of situations or people just
as though the master had worked on a portrait.

A good example of this is provided by a close look-at the poem Ha nosromme y
Aunvi Bensxoeoii [On Alla Beliakova’s canvas]™. Two paintings dominate this poem:
the first is of a small house with a yellow lamp shining warmly out through the window.
This picture evokes associations with home and hearth, with family happiness and safety,
for just outside lies a darkened yard. A foreground frame of branches completes the
scene. The second painting reveals the inside of the same house: the lamp, under a green
shade as in all of Okudzhava’s poems, shines from the centre of the picture. Behind his
desk, the lyrical hero sits thinking. Home gives him a sense of security from unwanted

intruders:

HHUKTO, HUKTO HC BEJAET, O UYeM
S PasMBILLIIAIO B JAHHOC MTHOBEHBE.

(Nobody, nobody knows, what

I’'m thinking at any given moment.)*°

> Alla Mikhailovna Beliakova (b. 1914), an artist and author of short stories.
#° Bulat Okudzhava, “Na polotne u Ally Beliakovoi,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersbure: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 436.
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Silence prevails. Each of the objects is described with painter’s eyes. The colours
are carefully established and the dimensions of the objects are suggested (domux [little
house], not dom [house]).

Both the title of this poem and that of Bamaneroe noromuno [A Battle Canvas)
include the word noromno [canvas], which suggests that the poem might be read as a
painting from the very start. In bamanvnoe noromno, motionless silhouettes of horsemen
are preparing for battle. The foreground and background are clearly detailed, and the
reader might even recreate the composiﬁon. He would need the reds and 'blues of the
uniforms, as with the greens and browns of the surrounding land, a darker tone for dusk
behind and lustrous yellows for the gleam of the epaulettes.

Better known to the Russian public, however, are Okudzhava’s Moii
kapanoawnwiti nopmpem [My Pencil Portraif], Kax naysumecs pucosamo [How to Learn
to Draw], and JKusonucywt [The Painters]. These poems do not pretend to be paintings,
but describe the creative process through which a work of art is made. Here the creative
process is nothing but the process of life in miniature, the darsnss dopoza [long road])*

made small.

Kak Gynet Ha3BaH ToT noprper?
“Yuurens”,

“KaMeHIuK”,

“IToat™,

“Hemoli cRuzetens Beka”™?...
Ho mHe Jin BepuTh B 3T0?
51 cmepren. 5 ropio B orue.
OH BeyeH B paMe Ha CTeHe
1 TIPEMUEH OTMEUEH. ..

(What will this portrait be called?
“Teacher”,
“Stonemason,”
“Poet”
“Mute witness of the century™?...

1 Bylat Okudzhava, “Dal'niaia doroga,” Zamek nadziei (Krakow: Wydawnictwo literackie, 1984) 224.
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But is this for me to believe?

[ am mortal. [ am burning up in flames.
What is in the frame on the wall is forever
And it won a prize...)”*

Once again, Okudzhava insists on an art form as an eternal repository of his

memories, a treasure and warning to future generations. The memories contained in

paintings are immediate: immortalised scenes from history or the faces of the artist’s

contemporaries.

B, kak CynbH, HApHUCYHTe HALM CYABOBI,
Halle JIETO, HAIY 3UMY W BECHY...
Huriero, 4to Mel - uyxue. Bol pucyiite!

(Like judges, draw our destinies,
Our summer, our winter and spring...

It does not matter that we are not like you. You just draw!)***

The poem Kax nayuumvcs pucosamo, the last one in the group of works dealing

with the visual arts, presents each phase of life as having its own colour—from white at

birth to black at death—and so acts as a guide for both those learning to live and those

learning to paint. The various colours are incidental to Okudzhava’s main theme;

however, his focus is on teaching the necessary attitude toward the creative act. To create

means to invest one’s soul and energy in the creation of art:

[Tepemernaii 3Tu KpackH, Kak CTPacTH,

B CEPJLIE CBOEM, A [TOTOM

nepeMenai 5TH KpacKy B Cepale

¢ HeboM, ¢ 3eMJIeii, a NOTOM. ..

I'maBHO€ — 3T0 croparth u, cropasi, He COKPyLIaThCa o TOM.

(Mix these colours like passions

In your heart, and then

Mix these colours and your heart

With the sky, with the earth, and then...

The most important thing is to burn away, and, while burning, not to grieve over it.)***

2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Moi karandashnyi portret,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi (Frankfurt-Main: Posev,

1966) 146.

3 Bulat Okudzhava, “Zhivopistsy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 178.
»* Bulat Okudzhava, “Kak. nauchit'sia risovat’,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii

proekt, 2001) 276.
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It is now time to turn attention to Okudzhava’s poems on music. Some of these
centre on orchestras or instruments as their theme, with the creation of their art again
presented as a metaphor for life (e.g. IIpooonscaemcs mysvixa 6ozne mens... [The music
plays on at my side...]). Others are those poems with words related to music in their titles,
regardless of whether they discuss the art form (e.g. 6aniada [ballad), Myseixa [Music],
mysvikanm  [musician], necenxa [song|, pomanc [romance], Monumea [Prayer],
Peyumamus [Recitative] and Taneo [Tango]). A final category would be those poems
which were sung to music, since Okudzhava the bard made great use of the guitar at his
poetry evenings. In this case, however, music has a secondary function. Okudzhava
repeatedly stressed that he was a poet, not a singer, and that his simple music was always

written after the poem was complete:

Y MeHsl BCe MECHH — Ha TOTOBbIE CTHXH. TO/BKO OJHA POAMIACh HAOBOPOT, Ha
MY3bIKY — [1o Cmonenckoti oopoze.

(All my songs are written to finished poems. Only one song was born the other
way, music first— /7o Cmonencxoti dopoze [On the Road to Smolensk]).”’

Okudzhava once said that the most important thing a song can express is human
destiny. He had not liked the works of Louis Armstrong until he learnt that the jazzman
sang about himself and his own life. According to Okudzhava, one of the main goals for
any artist is to tell others about himself.>*

Okudzhava claimed that writing his songs was npocmo patoma [just work]®’ for
him. It cannot be denied that this is creative work, however, and in places he admits that

he has as much to learn from his music as from a friend:

Mens e ocTaBbTe C TOM My3bIKO#:
MBI OyzeM GeceoBath ¢ Heil.

% Okudzhava, 65 pesen 75.
¢ Based on an interview aired on Polish television, “Z wizyta u Bulata Okudzawy,” 1TVP, 10 May 1994.
57 Okudzhava, 65 pesen 75.
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(Please, leave me with this music:
We are going have a chat.)™®

Similarly, his love for his guitar caused him to refer to it as xozsiixa camas [the
wife herself] in the poem I'umnu yiomy [Hymn to Cosiness]. Like the music which comes
from it, the guitar lives its own life and is depicted as singing at home in the evening
while the family drinks tea. In a different poem, his instrument is portrayed as his only

and surest friend:

To1 ykpoii Meust, TuTapa,
OT CMEPTENILHOTO yAapa,
OT MOCKOBCKHX HAalIUX IypPaKoOB.

(Guitar, please hide me

From the fatal blow,

From our Moscow fools.)**’

His personified guitar, his cnymuux eeprwuii [faithful companion)**, protects its

owner elsewhere as well:

Mos rutapa MeHs OOHHMeT,
MMTEJUIMTEHTHO OHA CMOJTYHT.

(My guitar will embrace me,

It will keep a respectful silence.)**!

In the poem Bums, ceiepaii na zumape... [Vitia, play the guitar...], the instrument

transforms into a bouquet of flowers. Along with many others, this poem uses the theme

of music to colour that of the war>*2.

28 Bulat Okudzhava, “Vot muzyka ta, pod kotoruiu...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 317.

** Bulat Okudzhava, “Dama nozhek ne zamochit...,”Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 242,

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Gitara,” Stikhetvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 223.

241 Okudzhava, “Gitara” 223.

2 The same Jjuxtaposition may be observed in Opxecmp uepaem 6oesvie mapuwiu [The orchestra plays war
marches], [ocasucmer [Jazzmen), ecenxa o nounoii Mockee [The Song about Moscow at Night], Bcé
enyue mysvika Oywin... [The music of the soul gets quieter and quieter...], Ha nonanxe pasmunaomesn
opkecmpul Oyxosve... [In the field, the brass bands pass one another...] and Ax, opxecmpui Oyxoasie. .. [Ah,
the brass bands...].
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Mozart and Bach also feature in Okudzhava’s poems (ITecenxa o Moyapme [Song
about Mozart], B 2opodckom cady [In a City Garden] and Ilyckaii meeposm unvie
ocmpsxu... [Let the other wits say...]), with the predictable effects of true masters on the

listeners:

Ho BellIen THXHIi TUpHKEp, HO 3aurpanu baxa,
U BCE 3aTUXJIO, YNIETJIOCh U 0OpeNo cBOit BU.

Bcé crano Ha cBou MecTa, ensa ceirpanu baxa...
Korza Obl He 610 HafeX 1 — Ha YepTa Genblii cBeT?

(But the quiet conductor came out, but they began to play Bach,
And everything fell still, calmed down and became itself,

Everything fell into place, as soon as they began playing Bach...
If there were no hope—we wouldn’t have needed the light.)**

As the audience of the master’s creation, those listening to the music in
Okudzhava’s poems receive special attention, and are often seen falling speechless at the
sound:

M XKEHIIMHA KaKas-TO CTOUT,
TIPHKAB K IPYJH CTHXOB KAKHX-TO TOMHK,
M Ha KOJICHH MaJiaeT CTapuK,
Y BETOUKa yMepliasi
MUBA, )KUBA. ..

...Bort cuna my3biku.

(And a woman stands there,
Clasping some book of poems to her chest,
And an old man falls to his knees,
[...]
And a little dry branch
Is alive, is alive...
[...]
... This is the power of music.)***

Many times the listener reflects upon the talent of yet another master:

[...] — a4 HagesCa NMOHATS,
KaK CrOCOOHBI 3TU PYKH 3TH 3BYKH H3BJIEKATh
U3 KakoH-TO JepeBAUIKH [...].

24 Bulat Okudzhava, “V gorodskom sadu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 110-11.
244 Bulat Okudzhava, “Muzyka,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 232.
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([...]1— 1 was hoping to learn )
How those hands were able to create such sounds
From a simple piece of wood [...]).**

The listener in this poem imagines the creative process to be especially difficult,
since

Ha ele BeAb HAO B AYIIY HAM MPOHUKHYTh
1 HO/DKEYb,

(And still the master has to break through to our souls
And set them on fire.)**

Okudzhava regularly returns to the music of the big cities: Leningrad
Jlenunzpaockas myseika [Leningrad Music] and Moscow, which had always been closest
to his heart. This is a relatively simple music, but it is loved by the mockoscxuii mypaseii
[Moscow ant]**’. In the poem about the town of the white nights, the music of the city is
represented by a bell tolling honourably under the gold copulas. It might just as well be
the lighter music of Drum Lane (B bapa6annom nepeyaxe [On Drum Lane] and Becenviii
bapabanwux [The merry drummer]) or the sad tune of the wapmanka-wapnamanxa
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[street organ-charlatan]™ in the poems Lllapmanxa-wapnamanxa, Kozda samuxaiom

opkecmpel 3emnu... [When the orchestras of the earth fall still...] and Ulapmankxa cmapas

kpymunace... [An old street organ was grinding...]:

TYCTYIO IPYCTh LIapMaHKa FOpoaCKast
13 IITyOUHBI IBOpa AAPHIIA MHE,

The city street organ was offering me
Thick sadness from the depths of the yard.)**

*3 Bulat Okudzhava, “Muzykant,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 228.
46 Okudzhava, “Muzykant” [zbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 228.

247 Bulat Okudzhava, “Moskovskii muravei,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 200.

8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Sharmanka-sharlatanka,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 208.

249 Bulat Okudzhava, “To padaia, to snova narastaia...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 128.
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At the same time, big city music can also muffle the quieter music of Nature or

smaller towns:

[...] monnens, cymMaToX010 Mponaxumii,
3BOH TPamBaeB M JIHOJCKOH BOAOBOPOT.

([...] The midday reeks of chaos,

Tram bells and whirls of people.)**

The values of Nature are different from those of the town. In those quiet places far
from bustling Moscow, 2apmonuxu necuoii 3a6u0Ho nocmosinemeo [the constancy of the

Lo . 51
forest accordion is enviable]*

. The peaceful landscape of the village and the lonely
accordion in the poem Cenmsabpe [September] create a very different kind of music than
that of the State capital or even of the market in a small city (Hao niowadwio 6asaproio
[Above the city market], or Cunvka [Blue)).

These qualities of Nature, as well as the themes of town, folklore and village life,
will constitute the next focus of this work. Although Okudzhava does not devote as much

attention to these themes as he does to the themes of work and the creative act, they

nevertheless have much to offer in our understanding of his oeuvre.

250 Bylat Okudzhava, “Veselyi barabanshchik,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 139.
! Bulat Okudzhava, “Sentiabr’ ..., Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 279.
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Chapter 4

TOWN, NATURE AND FOLKLORE

[...] Hoporu oxpaunHsie
CJIUBAIOTCS BCe
4 K Apbary, npeacTarbTe, BeLyT

([...] Outlying roads
All flow together
And, imagine, lead to the Arbat)***

BrI Hauamu nporynky ¢ apbaTckoro asopa,
K HeMy To Bce, Kak BUIHO, ¥ BEPHETCSL.

(You walked out from your Arbat yard,
And to it all will evidently return.)*?

B pyucnupckom nyxame
IOyXaHIIUK —

CUACT/IHBBIN OOMaHIIUK —
B JIECATOM CTakaHe

MOW BOCIIEBAET [PEXH.

(In the Ruispiri dukhan
The dukhan owner—
Happy deceiver—
Over his tenth cup

Sings the praises of my sins.)**

A survey of Okudzhava’s poetry would remain hopelessly incomplete without a
glimpse at his passionate portrayal of the great themes of Town, Nature and Folklore.
While writers from Okudzhava’s generation usually chose to write either about the Town
or about Nature®™’, he bridges the two topics and reveals interest in both of them.

Okudzhava presents the reader with no tired juxtaposition of Town on the one hand and

2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o belykh dvornikakh,” Stikhotvoreniia (St. Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 256.

23 Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskii romans,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 161.

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Ruispiri,” Stikhotvoreniia (St. Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 289.

3 In general terms, Soviet writers dealing today with post-war Russia can be divided into two broad
groups: one group depicts the life of the Soviet countryside, while the other group describes different
aspects of city life. N.N.Shneidman, Soviet Literature in the 1970s: Artistic Diversity and Ideological
Conformity (Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 1979) 16.
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Nature/Folklore on the other. In his universe, the meaning of the city is self-contained, to
be discovered on its own ground through a struggle between its new and old selves; in
contrast, Nature and the transformations of spring and winter tend to be reserved for a
particular political polemic all their own—they become yet ;clnother mask allowing the
poet to explore the political realities of the post-Stalin USSR. Finally, Folklore is seen as
an expressive medium with its own set of rules and particularities.

Okudzhava, who is clearly interested in all aspects of life and a broad range of
phenomena, is too often and perhaps disputably labelled a “city poet™**°. Since his
attention and love, if the reader limits himself to Okudzhava urban pieces, turn mostly
towards just one old Arbat street, there are some problems with this generalization.
Whenever Okudzhava writes of his childhood on Moscow’s Arbat Street, his pen sings a
paean to its streets and yards. The truth is that in a certain amount of poems his attention
naturally gravitates toward the themes of the Town, whose streets and yards are so
similar to the urban spaces of his youth. From his birth at 43 Arbat St.,>>” he went on to
bear a lifetime of witness to the more or less desirable changes affecting that Moscow
artery:

“H cHosa — ApGat. lTom Ne 43 Mbl MOXKEM MO TpaBy Ha3BaTb AOMOM
Oxymxkasst. 3nech B 1924 romxy pommics, poc, “BocnuThiBancs JBOpom”
Byaar [llansoBuy. JIo cux mop BO ABOPE PacTyT JAEPEBbS, MOCAKEHHbIE
IoHBIM Bynarom, a ero mecHu o6 ApGare — Gymyt Bceraa. Kak cam
Apb6ar.”

Back on the Arbat. We can rightfully call No. 43 Okudzhava’s home.
Here Bulat Shalvovich was born in 1924, here he grew up and “was
raised by the yard.” The trees planted by the young Bulat still grow in

¢ Okudzhava’s art has been called “the Jolklore of the urban intelligentsia”, particularly the generation
born between 1930 and 1950 (Stites 134-35).

7 In Bulat Okudzhava: 'Ta nikomu nichego ne naviazyval...' Aleksandr E. Petrakov quotes Okuzhava as
saying: Hem, mos poouna Ap6am — s poouncs na Ap6ame. [No, my homeland is the Arbat—I was born on
Arbat St.].
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that yard, and his songs about the Arbat are eternal. Like the Arbat
itself.”®

The late 1930s under Stalin brought major negative changes:

.

C cepenunel 30-X rof0B [...] BHOBb HACTYNAIOT CMYTHBIE BpPEMEHA.
Heno B ToMm, YTO THXHii, MOYTH HOMawHUil ApGaT BAPYr HEXIAHHO-
HEeraJaHHO TpPHOOPEN CTAaTyC apXHNPaBHTENbCTBEHHOM YNMUBL, KaK
Ha3BIBAIM €e IENOTOM, “BoeHHO-rpy3suHCkoil moporu”. ApGar
coemuuan Kpemne ¢ “OnwxkHe#”, KyHUeBckol maueit Craiuma.
IIpoBepsinuch K NMepenpoBEPANNCEH BCe KHIbLBI JOMOB, OKHA KOTOPBIX
BBIXOIWIM Ha ynumy. He BHYMIABRIIMX NOBEpHs 3aCTABIAIU MEHATHCA
WM Boobme yemxkarth u3 Mocksbl. Eciin k ap6aTily npue3xain rocTu
UIH JaKe Ha OAHY HOYb OCTAaBAICA 3HAKOMBIM WIH POICTBEHHHUK,
X03si1H OBLT 005133H MO/ CTPAXOM CaMbIX CYPOBBIX PENPEeccHii, BIIOTh
IO BBICENICHN, IOJIOKUTH 110 GOPME CBOEMY ynpaBiomy. Bee yepnaku
[..] Gbun omeuaraHs! W 3amIOMOMpPOBaHbL. S NMOMHIO, KEHIIHHBI
XKaNoBaNUCh — Herge cymuts Genbe. Kaxasie 100, eciu ve 50 metpos
no BceMy ApOaTy Kpyriible CYTKH CTOSIM “TONTYHb”, WIH, [O-
Hamremy, “PBK” (pyku B kapmanax). B X0JI0qHOE BpPEMS OHHU 3aX0JHIN
IpeThCs B TIONBE3MALI, HO B YTPEHHME W BEUEPHUE 4achl, KOraa X03iHH
Tpoe3xkan No yauue, npH 6o noroe CTOAIN Ha CBOMX MECTax. |...]
Honubiit mopsnox obecneunBancsa. Hu rpaGexeil, HH KBapTHPHBIX
Kpax Ha Apbate HuKOrga He Habmonanock... Jlapio 3TOT ¢akr
3alMTHUKAM CTATMHU3MA.

In the mid-30s the troubled times began again, in that the silent, largely
residential Arbat suddenly and unexpectedly acquired the status of a
supreme government street, or as the whispers had it, “the Georgian
Warpath”. The Arbat linked the Kremlin to Stalin’s “closest” Kunts
dacha—if you lived in a house overlooking the street, you received
constant checks. Anyone deemed untrustworthy was forced to move, or
more often leave Moscow entirely. If a resident of the Arbat had guests,
or if a friend or family member stayed for even one night, the host had
to report to his house manager in full and due form or face the harshest
repression, up to and including eviction. The attics were all sealed off. [
remember the women complaining there was nowhere to dry their
wash. Along the entire street at one hundred- if not fifty-metre
intervals, there stood round-the-clock “shufflers”, or, as we called
them, “HIPs”—Hands In Pockets. When it got cold they would come to
warm up in the doorways, but in the mornings and evenings, when the
Boss drove down the street, they were at their posts no matter what the
weather. [...] Absolute order reigned. The Arbat had no robberies or
break-ins whenever it was under watch... I concede this to the
defenders of Stalinism.>®

The years following the leader’s death saw more of the profound, regrettable

changes come to this part of the metropolis:

“% 1. Levin, Arbat: Odin kilometr Rossii (Moscow: Galart, 1993) 150.

29 1 evin 48.
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Mos ucropuueckas poauna — Apbar [...]. Apbata Her yxe. Ap6ara
HeT. OT0 He Ap6ar. OH HAalOMHHAeT OYEHh MHOTO 3aMajHbIX YIIHL,
OYeHb MHOTO — 3TO Takoii 3anagubiif cranmapt. Hy s mymaro, uto 3To
oT Ge3BKycHLbI HamieH [...]. 3aueM ObUIO 3Ty yJIHIY-TO paspyuiaTh?
D710 omATh Bemb BCE CBOOMTCH K 4eMy? BoOT CHAMNT KTO-TO B
Moccoserte, a ero mpHATeNbL — APXUTEKTOP, €MY HAJO TPOABUTH cebs
Kak-T0. Hy moroBopuiuce. A KTO-TO TaM (OHApH yMeeT AeNath — OH
CBOC Ty/ia BHEC: OIHA KOMIIaHKsA. A TeNePb Mbl POBOPUM «Madus», 1a?

My historical homeland is the Arbat [...]. The Arbat is no more. There
is no Arbat. This isn’t the Arbat. It resembles so, so many Western
streets—it’s such a Western stereotype. But I think it’s from our lack of
taste [...]. Why did they destroy this street? Again, what does it all boil
down to? There’s somebody. sitting in the “Mossovet”, he has an
architect friend and he needs some way to prove himself. So it’s settled.
And somebody else knows how to make streetlights—he brings his
business in: it’s all one group. Though now we say “mafia”, right?**

Okudzhava never made his peace with the new Arbat. For an account of the new

Arbat, Levin may be consulted yet again:

HuKakoro kacaTeibcTBa K TOMY, UTO M3BECTHO B OTEUECTBEHHOM
KynbType Kak “mup Ap0aTa”, HbIHEIIHAA yiauia He umeeT. Co3naercs
TAKOE BIIEYATIIEHHE, YTO BCE TO, YTO KOI'ZIA-TO COCTABMSIO JHO
MOCKBBI, @ MOTOM Ha JECATIICTHS 3aTaWioCh, pa3soM [OIHSNOCK,
BO3JIMKOBAJIO M YTBEPAWIIO CBOHM JHKHME Ma(UO3HblE 3aKOHbI, BLIOpAB
[JIaBHOM KePTBOH MMEHHO ApOaT — caMblii HHTEITHIEHTHBII ¥ TOTOMY
caMblii 6e33alUTHBIN YooK roposa.

There is no connection between what our patrimonial culture calls “the
world of the Arbat” and the street of today. One has the impression that
everything which once composed Moscow’s underbelly, and then went
on to hide for decades, rose up at once, rejoicing and establishing its
wild, mafioso laws, with the main victim being the Arbat itself—the
most intelligent and thus the most defenceless corner of the city. 2!

Okudzhava comments on the old and new Arbat in one of his interviews:

51 moGun Mocksy Bcerna, BCIO ku3Hb. Tenepb s €& pa3smoOuI — oHa
cTana CIHIUKOM OQUIUATLHOM, Ka3gHHOH U nokasHoH, [...] S kw1 Ha
Apbare ¢ 24-ro rona no 41-it. B 41-m mens Beicennnu. To ecTb, He TO
4TO BBICENIWIM, @ 5 YIUEN HAa (POHT, a KOra s BEPHYJNCH, KBAPTUPa
Obl1a 3aHATa, ¥ MHE €€ He BEPHYJIH, [IOTOMY YTO S YHCJIMICH CHIHOM
BparoB Hapona — 3HAaYWT, 1 He MOT 3a He& BoeBatb. M ¢ Tex nop ¢
ApGatom Gbu10 mOKOHYEHO. [...] Apbar Gbula mpenecTHas ynuua —
BHELIHE. [l MEHs 3TO POJIHAA yJIULA, A O4YeHb Jilo0no 3Ty yiauly. Ho
cedyac 1 He CKIOHEH MIealW3HpoBaTh npouuioe. Bul 3HaeTe, 310 Oblia

260 petrakov 217. Ultimately, Okudzhava claimed not even to recognise his old home: Ap6ama 6onvume
Hem. pacmasan CnogHo ceeuenvka... [The Arbat is no more—it melted like a little candle...]. Bulat
Okudzhava, “Arbata bol'she net: rastaial slovno svechen'ka...,” Stikhotvoreniia (St. Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 482.

%! Levin 177.
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NPaBHUTEIbLCTBEHHAS Tpacca: mo 3ToH Tpacce e3amn CTTHH, MO3TOMY
BCE BOPOTA W MOMBE3NLI ObLTM 3a0UTHI CreLMANbHbIMU moabMu. Hy
TOrAa s 3TOTO HE NNOHHMAJI KaK~TO, U JaXe UHTEPECHO OblI0. A ceifuac
BCMIOMHUHATL 00 3TOM HenmpHATHO. KM CKYYeHHO, MOAABIAIOLICE
OONBIIMHCTBO — B KOMMYHAJIBHBIX KBaptupax. [...] Temepb uro
KacaeTcs HOBOro Apbara, 1 Dymalo, YyTo OYyJeT 3aMevaresbHas HOBas
YIHLa ¢ MPEeKPacHLIMH JOMaMM II033UH, KHHKHBIMH MarasMHaMu,
pecropanuukamu “Mactep m Maprapura” ~ a1 MHOCTPAHLEB, HO...
ApbGara He Oyaer. Apbata He Oymer. [lotoMy uYTO BLICENSIOTCA
ap0aTiipl, a OHH COCTABIAIOT KIUMAT paiiona. BoT uto camoe riaBHoe u
camMoe nedanbHOe. A 3aCENSMIOTCA HEM3BECTHBIMH JIOABMH, IS
KOTOPHIX Ap6aT — TOJbKO Ha3BaHKe U GOJMbILIE HUYErO.

[ had always loved Moscow, my whole life. Now my love came to an
end—she became too formal, bureaucratic and ostentatious. [.. J 1 lived
on the Arbat from 1924 to 1941. In 1941 I was evicted. I mean, not
exactly evicted, but I went to the front, and when I came back the
apartment was taken, and they didn’t return it to me because I was
considered the son of an Enemy of the People—meaning I couldn’t go
to war for her either. And from then on it was over between the Arbat
and me. [...] The Arbat was a lovely street—on the surface. For me it’s
my home street, and I love it very much. But now I don’t tend to
idealize the past. You know it was a government road: Stalin used it,
which is why all the gates and entrances were loaded with a particular
kind of people. But at the time I didn’t really understand things, and it
could even be interesting. Though it’s unpleasant to think back on now.
The vast majority of us lived boring lives in communal flats. [...] Now
as for the new Arbat, I think it will be a wonderful new street with
beautiful poetry clubs, bookstores, little “Master and Margarita”
restaurants for the foreigners ... but it won’t be the Arbat. It won’t be
the Arbat. Because its real residents are moving away, and they make
the area’s atmosphere. That’s the most important and saddest thing of
all. And unknown people are moving in, for whom Arbat is a name and
nothing more. %

In view of such changes, Okudzhava preferred to portray himself as an immigrant,
expelled from his own home, as can be seen in the poem A swicenen ¢ Apbama —

apbamcxuti amuepanm... [I am evicted from the Arbat—an Arbat émigré...]:

S BoicesieH ¢ ApGaTa — apOaTCKuii SMUTPaHT;
B be360xHOM nepeynke XupeeT Mot TalauT.
Boxkpyr dyxue jinna, BpaxeOHbIE MECTA.

(I'am evicted from the Arbat—an Arbat emigrant;
My talent lies withering in Bezbozhnyi /Godless/ Lane.
All around are foreign faces, hostile places.)*®

%6 petrakov 214-15.
2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia vyselen s Arbata — arbatskii emigrant...,” Sel skaia molodezh 2 (1983): 26.
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This poem constitutes one of the strongest statements ever made by Okudzhava
concerning the old and new Arbats. Here, in the first stanza, the lyrical hero has already
mentioned Godless Lane—the official name of Okudzhava’s home street after the War—
making this an extremely personal poem from the very beginning. Negative vocabulary is
used to describe the new Arbat, which the lyrical hero left with only a rose in hand:
today, the Arbat is inhabited by oxxynanmu: [invaders), uyacesemyni [foreigners] and
uyoicue auya [foreign faces], who greet each other with peuu necepoeunvi u xonoomwt
nupul [insincere speeches and cold festivities]. The new residents can be distinguished by
their xossiickas noxooxa, naomennvie ycma [proprietary step, arrogant lips]. The lyrical
hero’s bread is bitter, and he feels svi060pen, samepsn cpeou uyxcux cyoe6 [expelled, lost
amidst strangers’ fates]. At one point he goes so far as to compare his suffering with that
of Christ on the cross. Unable td survive outside its usual friendly habitat on the old
Arbat, his rose freezes and its petals fell away. By the final verse, the two opposing
Arbats—and the poet’s affinity for the earlier one—have been made abundantly clear.

The children of the Arbat find safety not in the future, not in the present, but
somewhere in the past. The apbamckuii smuepanm [The Arbat émigré]*** is devoted to
Moscow with his heart and soul—but not to the modern one. He cherishes the old,
vanished Moscow of the past, with its traditions and old houses. Likewise, the 060pAHUH
¢ apbamckozo 0éopa [nobleman from an Arbat courtyard)*® is unable to accept any
changes in the town of his childhood. In the new Moscow, a representative of the Soviet

spiritual nobility, intelligentsia, is alone in the crowd and the trolley buses carry

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskie napevy,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 225.
265 Bylat Okudzhava, “Nadpis’ na kamne,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 227.
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nomepneswiux 8 nouu Kpywienue [crash victims of the night]*®. The nobleman turns his

gaze backwards and seeks help from the his beloved apbamcmeso [Arbathood):

Corpeii Hac Bcex 1 cobepu, ap6aTCTBO.

(Arbathood, warm and gather us all.)*®’

The home that Okudzhava laments is not limited to the space of a single street,
however, and the Arbat’s meaning has expanded to represent the whole of bygone

Moscow, all disappearing Russian cities, or the entire changing nation:

Ax, ApOar, moii Apbart,
Thbl — MO€E OTEYECTRO.

(Oh, Arbat, my Arbat,
268

You are — my fatherland.)

The street has gradually been elevated to accept the semantic and emotional

burden of the country as a whole. In the first of three verses, the lyrical hero makes a

following apostrophe to the Arbat: “mer — moe npuseanue” [you are my vocation]269. In

the second verse a divine layer is added to the pacan—*“me1 — mos penrueus” [you are my

religion]—and only in the third do the readers learn that “mer — moe omeuecmso” [you
are my fatherland].

Quick perusals of A suicenen ¢ Ap6ama and Iecenxa 06 Ap6ame leave no doubt

that the old Arbat represents the virtue and worth of the entire country, as Okudzhava

remembers it from his childhood —his declamations against the new residents of his

street are raised equally against the usurpers of the nation. His intense love for Moscow’s

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Polnochnyi trolleibus,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 140.

67 Okudzhava, “Nadpis’ na kamne,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 227.

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka ob Arbate,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 36.

269 Okudzhava, “Pesenka ob Arbate,” Veselyi barabanshchik 36.
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old Arbat*”° does not translate to any of his other “city poems,” however, of which there
are not a few. Whether he sets these poems on some other Moscow street or in the capital

1271

in general®’’, in the metropolises of distant countries (Salzburg, London, Los Angeles,

Portland, New York and Manhattan, Cologne and Paris)*”* or (a few times) in Polish

273
towns, 7

the theme is humanistic rather than strictly urban: the city serves as the
backdrop for a discussion of friendship, love, hope, nostalgia, or human destiny. Odd,
then, that this “city poet” should have so few poems about city life—the bard rarely sings

about the city at all, preferring to use his feelings toward one city or another as a

springboard for his true interest.

?7° Nostalgia and love for the old Arbat are expressed in the poems: Ynuya moeii nobeu [Street of My
Love], Mvi npuedem myoa, npuedem... [We will get there, we will...], Packpeisaio cmpanuye. nadoneii... [
open the pages of palms...], Ap6amckuii pomanc [Arbat Romancel, Jemcmeo: Cuneno ympo: Beino Paxo...
[Childhood: Morning had broken: It was early...], Apbamckuii deopux [Arbat Yard), Apbam bepy ¢ coboii
— Oes nezo Hu na wae... [I take the Arbat with me—I can’t take a step without it...), Ap6amckoe
800XHOBeHUe, unu 60CNOMUHAHUA 0 Oemcmge... [The Arbat Inspiration, or Memories of Childhood)],
Apbamckue  naneser  [Arbat  Melodies], Iepeynox  Booscecmeennowm.../nazean/ [Lane.../called/
Bozhestvennyil, and Yaenumve na Ap6ame [Taking Tea on the Arbat].

?’! The poems in which Moscow and its streets are used just as a background are, among others: Koponw
[King], Hacosvie nobeu [Love Guards], [lecenxa o nounoii Mockee [The Song about Moscow at Night],
beinoe nenvssi 6opomume... [You can’t go back...], Kax mue mpasumcs no Iamuuykoii 6 mauwune
npoesxcams! [How I Love Driving on Piatnitskaia Street!], Jonemw 6ce necnu. H mouxa... [All the songs
have been sung. Period...}, Oma komuama [This Room), [Tecenxa o mockosckux ononyenyax [The Song
about Moscow Militiamen), Tpamsau [Streetcars], IMornounwiii mponnetiGyc [Midnight Trolley Bus],
Mockosckuii mypaseii [Moscow Ant], Peuumamue [Recitative], Ckaska [Tale]l, Haonuco na xamme
[Unscription on a Stone], Mockea eéce cmpoumcs, moponumcs [Moscow Keeps Growing and Going],
Bocnomunanue o Jue llobeder [Memory of V-Dayl, Kozda samuxaiom opxecmpo semnu... [When the
world’s orchestras fall silent...].

2 Omweso [Departure], bein JIondon npedo muoti. A neinue e1oew éce ne mo ice... [London lay before me.
And now nothing is the same...], 5 ¢ Kenone ocugy. Bozne Konenesa... [I live in Cologne. Next to
Kopelev...], Manxemmen [Manhattan], 3ses0a 'onnueyda [Hollywood Star), Auneapv 6 Ooecce [January in
Odessal, demcmeo [Childhood), ITupamckas nupuueckas [Piratical Lyrical Song], IMapusccras panmasus
[Parisian Fantasy), [Tapuoc ons mozo, umo6 xo0ums no nemy...[Paris was made Jor walking...]).

23 Krakow in lpowanue ¢ Ionvweii [Farewell to Poland], Warsaw in ITymewecmeue no nounoii Bapwase
6 opooickax [Horse Cab Trip through Warsaw at Night] and Ykpawenue scusnu moeii. .. [Adornment of my
life...]), Wroclaw in Bpoynas: JTunosvie cymepiu. [Wroclaw: Purple dusk.]).
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In an apparent exception to this rule, Okudzhava does reserve special words for

St. Petersburg and its inhabitants. In certain poems,”’* the lyrical hero claims it as a home

away from home:

Bens 4 He skckypeanT, Hepa ITetposHa,
1 IpOCTO OAMHOKHI YEN0BEK.

. M1 cHoBa panom. Kak s k Bam OpuBbIk!

(You see I’'m no tourist, Neva Petrovna,
I’m just a lonely man.
We are together again. I am so used to you!)*”

In Jlenunzpaockas mysvixa [Leningrad Musicl and Jom na Moiixe [House on the

Moikal, the lyrical hero makes general observations on life anchored in imagery from the

modern city:

Ee MBI TOIMIEM YIIOGHHO M IPECTYHAEM OKPBIUIEHHO,
U kpy>kuMcsi, U KyBbIpKaeMcs, W He GouMcs

Hu uepra.
TporyanBasch BAOJb 1O HabepeKHOM, IPEABUACTD

Huuero Hemp3s.
[...]
Ho pon monckoii B mporyske Toii He yGepercs

Ot ypoHa...

(We trample her in ecstasy and transgress her with inspiration,
And we whirl, and flip, and are not one bit
- Afraid.

Walking along on the embankment, nothing at all can be
Foreseen.

[...]

But on this walk the human race cannot save itself
From harm...)*

St. Petersburg also takes centre stage in a fantastic poem called 3woii [Intense

Heat], built around the simple alliteration of the letter “n™ (“p”), a consonant integral to

™ Houw 6enas: Cnam 3pocnele, kak demu... [White night: Adults sleep like children...], Tnoieym doma,
kak kopabnu [Houses Sail Like Ships], Hesa Ilemposna, sozne eac ece nwewr [Neva Petrovna, Lions Still

Stand by You].

" Bulat Okudzhava, “Neva Petrovna, vozle vas vse I'vy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 137.

76 Bulat Okudzhava, “Dom na reke Moike,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,

1989) 205.
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the city of white nights®’’

. Only nine words out of fifty one begin with a different sound:
6, 3a, modcem Obimb, um, 6, na, u, 63e140. The 900-day Siege of Leningrad, perhaps the
most desperate battle of WWII, features in JIemnuii cao [Summer Garden], IIpoeoow.
tonxepos [The Cadets’ Send-off], Jlenunepaockasn snezus [Leningrad Elegy] and [ecenxa
0 Donmanie [The Song about the Fontanka].*™. It is hard to know how much of these
poems is an elegy to St. Petersburg, and how much a return to Okudzhava’s familiar
pacifist campaign. Leningrad, the second .city of Empire, had a high number of casualties,
but so did the rest of the country—and Okudzhava is manifestly more concerned with
innocence than civic pride, reserving for Leningrad only a background role.

A survey of the St. Petersburg poems does not, in fact, reveal a single poem
invested with the kind of love he reserves for the Arbat. The poems about this Moscow
street are distinguished for their connection with the relative happiness of Okudzhava’s
childhood memories:

U manbuuk ¢ rutapoit B oOGHHMKY
Ha s1oM ap6aTtcxom neope.

(And a boy embracing a guitar
In this Arbat yard.)*”

Those early days were quiet and peaceful, as yet 6e3 dpam u pacuema [without
dramas or reckoning)*®®. They were spent bathed in the warmth of the hearth:

I'ne HyxHO Masto HeHer
Urto6bI cHaCTIUBBIM OLIT.

77 The letter “n” belongs, of course, to Peter, Petersburg, and the brief revolutionary name of Petrograd. It
is the letter with which the name of Leningrad started before Stalin’s decision to honour Lenin by naming
this city after him. Chronologically, St Petersburg after the fall of the Romanovs sounded to some too
German, so the town was renamed as Petrograd. After Lenin’s death, Stalin decided to rename it again as
Leningrad. (Compare Service 27 and 154).

% For details on the August 1941-January 1949 siege, see: Service 261, 264-67, 285. Compare, as well
Hosking, A History of the Soviet Union 200, 279-82.

" Bulat Okudzhava, “Dopety vse pesni: I tochka...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 161.

280 Bylat Okudzhava, “Eta komnata,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 95-
96. ‘




129

(Where not much money is needed
In order to be happy.)*!

To the poet, the Arbat encapsulates the unsullied innocence of his childhood

space:

Mbl cieTaeMcs, Kak BOpoObH-
CTONT TONBKO CHETY CTaAThb-
Ipsimo B ynuiy cBoeit mo6sy,

I/I¢ BOCIIOMUHAHUS, CJIOBHO TPOCO,
co0Na3HSAI0T HEMYTEBbIX HAC.

(We fly down like sparrows—
The snow needs just melt down—
Straight onto the street of our love,
[...]

Where memories, like millet,
Tempt our shiftless selves.)?*?

The Arbat’s spell has the power to draw back all its émigrés, thirsty for

innocence. It takes care of the xydocounsie oemu ¢ Ap6ama [sickly children of the

Arbat]*® like a mother:

MBe1 ipuesieT TyAa, npueaem
[Tpoeaem — 30BuU He 30BU-
BOT 1o 3TUM KaMEHUCTHIM,

ITo satum
OchIIaOIUMCS JOpOraM JIIOOBH.

{We will come there, come
Drive by—bidden or not—
On these self-same stony,
On these

Crumbling streets of love.)™*

Thus, the generation that weathered the maelstrom of the Terror and the War finds

refuge in its earliest memories. The sad fact is that the modern-day interlopers on this

street can only ever guess at the devastation that fuels phrases such as these:

2l Okudzhava, “Eta komnata,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 96.
22 Bylat Okudzhava, “Ulitsa moei liubvi,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,

2001) 257.

285 Bulat Okudzhava, “My priedem tuda, priedem...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii

rabochii, 1989) 83.

** Okudzhava, “My priedem tuda, priedem...,” [zbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 83.
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IMorona nBamuaToro Beka
Hauanace Ha ap6arckom aeope.

(What really counts in the twentieth century
Began in the Arbat yard.)*

As children they might still believe in kind fate and limitless possibility:

‘Eme Mos noxozka He Oblna cMellHa,

Eue nonomss! He MOOTPHIBANIUCH,

3a Ka)aBIM TIOBOPOTOM, TJIE MYy3EIKa CIIBILIHA,
Kakue MHe yauul OTKphIBATUCE!

(My step was not yet funny,

My soles not yet coming off,

Around each music-filled corner,
What fortunes lay in wait!)?*

From the distant future of 1982, however, the lyrical hero looks back on these
youthful delusions with nostalgia:

51 Tockyto, U MIauy, U rpexy
[To cBATBIM 1O apOaTCKHM MeCTaM.

(I grieve, I cry, and fantasize

Over the Arbat’s holy places.)?’

A specific group of Arbat poems evokes the enchantment and mystery of the pre-
war street”*®. The reader sees it through the wide eyes of a boy, whose world consists of
babysitters, shabby courtyards and the deep music of church bells., who sees a janitor

_through a frost-covered window and imagines he is a god. The fantastic escapism of

childhood lives on in the memories of those whose youth was cut short by war:

Eine nanede 10 BOCHHBIX Ipos.
Elue 3aranxoif MaHUT NOABOPOTHA.
Ewie 4 ¥3Hb CBEPSIIO IO ABOPY

28 Bulat Okudzhava, “Raskryvaiu stranitsy ladonei...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 179.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskii romans,” lzbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 161.

%7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskie napevy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 391.

88 lemcmeo: Cuneno ympo: bewno pano... [Childhood: Morning Has Broken: It was early...], Pesumamus
[Recitative], Cxaska [Tale], Haonuce na kamue [Inscription on a Stone], Apbam 6epy ¢ cobow — be3 nezo
Hu Ha wiae... [1 take the Arbat with me — I can’t take a step without it...], and Ap6amckoe sdoxnosenue, unu
60CHOMUHANUs 0 Jememee... [An Arbat Inspiration, or Memories of Childhood).
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H ne nonospesato, 4o ympy,
Kak B TOM He COMHEBAKOCE CerofHs.

(The storm clouds still far away.
The threshold’s mystery still beckons.
I still weigh the life in my yard

And never suspect that I will die,

Just as I have no doubt of it today.)***

The lyrical hero sees his old neighbours as an extended family, bound by past and
future events. The streets themselves appear as relations—their names are forgotten
cnoeno 0e0oe umena [just like the names of our forefathers]zgo. The bond of blood

outlasts the march of time, however:

JKuset B nyine, He Tas,

Ilycth Henemna, na cBos,

OTta 3BOHKas, CBATAa,
Iopenepmasn cemps.

(In the soul, unconcealed,
Perhaps ridiculous, but our own,
Lives this ringing, holy,
Diminished family.)*'

Of course, Arbat natives are more sensitive than anyone to the contradictions that
live on their modern street—at times their warm feelings are given the lie by the poor,

grey lanes that surround them:

[epeynok BoxecTBeHHBIM
Ha3sax MHoit 1714 yero?

(Why do I call this
Godlike Lane?)**

In reality, Okudzhava disliked the insensitive, irreligious name of his street, and
would replace besboocnuiii [Godless] with Boowcecmsennuiii [Godlike]*. He felt his

chosen word expressed umo-mo do6poe, cunvroe [something good and strong]***.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Arbatskoe vdokhnovenie, ili vospominaniia o detstve...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia
(Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 103.

0 Bulat Okudzhava, “Gomon ploshchadi Petrovskoi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 302.

! Okudzhava, “Gomon ploshchadi Petrovskoi...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 302.

2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pereulok Bozhestvennym...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 304.
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Okudzhava’s generation was destined to leave its modest, familiar homes on the
Arbat. Even as they packed their bags for their uncertain fates on the front, they swore

that they would never forget their former neighbourhood:

B Meliike BeieBoM u 3amjie4HOM
Jlexwur B yroike

HeOOBIONH,
He cnpiBmmit, kax s, Ge3ynpednsimM
Tot nBOp ¢ yenoBeubeit MymIo.
CunbHee 51 ¢ HUM 1 Do0pee.

(In a corner of my knapsack
There lies,
Small,

Not beyond the suspicion of reproach like I,
That yard with a human soul.
[ am stronger with it, and better.)*”

And then there is nothing left but to step onto the undiscovered road of life. In
another poem, Okudzhava allows his lyrical hero to turn back one more time, to make a

final request of his beloved street:

Te1 Hayuu 068y, Apbar,
A nanplne — panplie Haule Aeno.

(Arbat, you teach us how to love,

As for the rest—the rest is up to us.)*

> The following conversation can be found in Petrakov, Bulat Okudzhava: 'Ia nikomu nichego ne
naviazyval..." 214-15. Bes6oocneiii nepeynox cman Ipomononosckum. Padocms nu smo Ons Bac? —
Koneuno, padocme. A eam ckagicy, umo ecez0a uyecmeo nenosxocmu y mens 6o110. 5 6edw e2o ne Hazean
besboocnoin — amo 6 23-m 200y e2o Hazeanu, Hy KaK paz ne3adonzo 00 Moezo POACOEHUA IMO NPOUZOULIO.
A mue 8cez0a kak-mo nenoexo 6eno. U ace ecnnéckusanu pyxamu u 2o6opunu: «Ax! Heyocenu maroe
moocem Gorms?!» [la 6om maxoe... Kozoa s dasan adpec. A nomom s hepecman 2080pumu be3booicnuiil, u
Ko20a cnpawusany, s 2060pun adpec: «bBoocecmeennolil nepeynok, dom makoi mo..» - u s nonyuan
nucoma. Kax xopowo pabomaem nouma u xaxoil 3ameyamenvuuiii noumanson! [Bezbozhnyii [Godless]
Lane became Protopopovskii. Are you happy with that change? — Of course I am. I can tell you, it always
left me feeling embarrassed. I mean, I wasn’t the one who called it Godless—it was named in 1 923, it
happened pretty much right before | was born. But it was always a bit embarrassing to me. And everyone
would wring their hands and say: ‘Oh, you can’t be serious?!” Something along those lines, whenever I
gave out my address. So later | just stopped saying Godless, and when they asked I said: ‘Number such-
and-such, Godlike Lane...” And I got the letters. How well the postal service works, and what a wonderful
postman!].

% Okudzhava, “Pereulok Bozhestvennym...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 304.

2% Okudzhava, “Arbatskii dvorik,” Stikhotvoreniia 176.

2% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o moskovskikh opolchentsakh,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 323.
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Years later, the survivors of Okudzhava’s generation will be found sitting before
the fire, blankets on their knees, reflecting upon their lives. Like the lyrical hero of
Haenumve na Apbame [Taking Tea on the Arbat], the shelter, food and warmth of the
homes the survivors have made are infinitely superior to the front line. But théy returned
to a very different Moscow. Long gone are the human proportions of the small yards and
simple houses that they fought to see once more; the culture of construction projects,
noise and bustle took their place. The old houses that Okudzhava loved to personify are
dying, and the reader enters a new group of poems—one where the cold, deathless steel
of the new Moscow takes the fore®’. It is an impersonal, industrial horror, populated
more by bulldozers than men, and demanding the deferential address of 6w, instead of the
familiar mei.

The poem V Cnaca na xpysicke 3abvimo nawe Oemcmeo... [Near Spas our
childhood was forgotten...] introduces an outstanding feature of the empty, arrogant
capital. Moscow’s youth had once reveled in their informal meetings, which often
transformed into impromptu intellectual salons. In their place, only fearful silence

remains:

Bce MeHble MecT B MOCKBE, i€ ecTh
0 YeM MOCTIOPHTb,

Bce Gonbuie MecT B MockBe, riae ectb
0 Y4eM MOJIYATb.

(There are fewer and fewer places in Moscow with
Something to argue about,

There are more and more places in Moscow with
Something to be silent about.) %

?7 Tama noocex ne samouum [A Lady Won’t Wet Her Dainty Feet], Haonuce na xauue [Inscription on a

Stone], Ha pacceeme [At Dawn], Cmapuiii dom [The Old House], Jom: JTom NPEOHA3HAYEH HA CIOM.
Hseunume... [The House: This house is to be demolished. Sorry...], ¥ Cnaca na Kpyoicke 3abbimo Haute
oemcmeo... [Near Spas our childhood was forgotten...].

% Bulat Okudzhava, “U Spasa na kruzhke zabyto nashe detstvo...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 371.
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And so all proportions are altered, with the old breed of man shrinking before the

overwhelming dominion of machines:

Tel kKyna, yenoBeuek?

OTo % HapcTBo 6eToHaA H CTaju!
Bapyr 6ynbnosep kakoi-Huby 1,
Ot 31m0cTH conA,

B semmo Bromuer Te61. ..

(Where are you going to, little man?

For this is the kingdom of concrete and steel!
And what if some bulldozer,

Heaving with rage,

Crushed you into the ground...)*”

As afraid as they feel of the cmanenwie uyoosuwa [monsters of steel*®°, however,
Okudzhava’s lyrical heroes tend only to censure the humans who brought them there—at
times, in fact, the machines appear to feel shame and degradation, ready to hide rather

than continue their awful work:

Ho nepen HUM JOXHUTCS POCTPAHCTBO
M KpPaHBI FHYTCA M0J060CTPacTHO,

1 OyJIb03ePhl YHIKEHHO MATATCS
CJIOBHO MBITAIOTCS CIIPATATECS.
CranbHele Hyaulia,

MHE BacC JKaJIKO:

BbI ¥ ciabeii,

BBI ¥ [JIynei...

(But space lies down before /the little man/,
- And cranes bend in servility,

And degraded bulldozers back up,

As if they were trying to hide.

Steel monsters,

1 feel pity for you:

You are both weaker

And more stupid...)*"!

The real conflict is between the two generations of Muscovites—the ones who

knew and loved the old city, and the technophiles who crush them and rob them of their

2 Bylat Okudzhava, “Na rassvete,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 157.
3% Okudzhava, “Na rassvete,” Stikhotvoreniia 157.
301 Okudzhava, “Na rassvete,” Stikhotvoreniia 157.
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peace. The one thing they retain is their pride, and they greet hollow sympathy with
ironic grins:

[...] Crapbim apGaTckum peGsaTaM CMELIHBI yTELIEHHH! CIIOBA.

([...] To the old Arbat children, words of comfort sound laughable.)*?

The lyrical hero of the next poem suffers from the same split personality as so
many of his neighbours, living in the present but with his heart in the past. As a strange
result of this condition, he retreats into cars or metro stations to hide from the streets he

can no longer bear:

Ho korna s B Tomme mrecTByro 10 yauuaM MocKBbl,

HE MOTY CIEPKATh OTHASHUSA, H OO, U TOCKH.

Mou ToHKHE 3amACThA Nepen I1a3aMy CKPEeLIEHS,
OyITO MHE rpO3AT HECUACTHS € TOM U € 3TOM CTOPOHBI.

(But when I parade in the crowds on Moscow streets,
I cannot hold back my despair, my pain, my melancholy.
My thin wrists crossed before my eyes,

As though misfortune threatened me on every side.)’”

The Moscow underground seems safe to the lyrical hero because it, too, is a reminder of
his childhood (/Tecenxa o mockosckom mempo [The Song about the Moscow Metro]).

The poem Tpameau [Streetcars] provides yet another insight into the dynamics at
work between the two Moscows. The cognitive background of the poem is easy to grasp:
vast numbers of enormous, new houses are being thrown up before the reader’s eyes, and
Moscow is transforming as its history disappears beneath them. From the description of
events, the lyrical hero can only feel uneasy about the changes—the description of the
new city lacks adornment and adjectives, and he cannot even bring himself to name

cmapas Mockea [Old Moscow] until halfway through the poem. His one direct mention

32 Bulat Okudzhava, “O chom ty uspel peredumat’, otets rasstreliannyi moi...,” Izbrannoe: Stlkhotvorenna
(Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 24.
*® Bulat Okudzhava, “Kak mne nravitsia po Piatnitskoi v mashine proezzhat'!...,” Izbrannoe;

Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 298.
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of the new city is not even all that direct, with oblique references to its activities taking

the place of the word “new”:

MockBa Bce CTPOUTCS, TOPOITHTCA.

(Moscow keeps growing and going.)***

It is a fast-paced life in the modern capital, and here its speed is expressed with
the help of two consecutive verbs, used without any conjunction: cmpoumcs,
moponumcs. The chosen verbs further magnify the madness of the rush—Okudzhava
uses a passive form of the verb cmpoumucs [to build] that does not even suggest the work
of human hands, but rather a perverse self-construction as it propels itself into the future.
The monstrous concrete city takes on its own life, with its personified brain plotting
future actions regardless of the welfare of its newly dispensable inhabitants. The lowly
MOCKOBCKUE Mypagbu > [Muscovite ants] lose control of their city and of themselves.

Old Moscow’s reaction to this transformation is the subject of the remainder of
the poem. The following range of adjectives and metaphors describes the disappearing
past by means of its colours, smells and evocations: TpamBau xpacuwie [red streetcars],
like from a museum, cmapwie mBOpPEI [0ld yards], uTo-TO Ounuscarncoeoe [something
stagecoach-like], cmapas. Mocksa [old Moscow], cmapwie BeBecku [old signboards],
ICpeYIIouKHu sayyennvie [well-known lanes], poiicas xects [red-brown tin plate], uro-to
3a0yMltueoe‘[something pensive], uto-To kpendenvroe [something pretzel-like]. A single
adjective disobeys this nostalgic pattern——oensiii ceem [wide world]—but it is used in a
set phrase—{evizimu] na 6enviii ceem ([go out] into the wide world), and it is more than

counterbalanced by the three unequivocal uses of the adjective cmapwlil [61d]. For the

%% Bulat Okudzhava, “Tramvai,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 305.
395 Bulat Okudzhava, “Moskovskii murav'i,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 200.
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lanes to be “well-known,” Old Moscow must have been a longtime home of the lyrical
hero, who would have threaded his way among them with the familiarity of a schoolboy
on a well-worn path to school. However, his self-confidence, expressed in this metaphor,
disappears with every change in his environment.

The new Moscow intimidates and frightens the lyrical hero, but his skill with
stylistic devices is able to turn this to his advantage, since the emotive function of his
tender, sincere, romantic description of Old Moscow will warm the reader to his way of
seéing the world. The lyrical hero’s personal, emotional point of view manifests itself
through his own idiosyncratic imagery: the peaceful lanes carry old trams that seem like
stagecoaches; home and hearth is omnipresent in the “pretzel-like” atmosphere of
Moscow.

The dearest objects in Old Moscow are poetically bestowed with human and
animal qualities. Through this device, the city’s red streetcars first cmoponsmes, xax
nowaou [stand aside like horses], cowering before the oncoming changes as animals
would from an approaching storm. In this simile, the old streetcars and horses are
rendered equally impotent in the face of overwhelming power, be it the new constructions
of man or the raw force of nature, and react submissively to their new realities,
obediently stepping aside. The streetcars possess a soul and associated feelings—they
know their time is past and that they were allowed to ride the rails of the old city for too
long. Their personification is yet another device meant to stir the reader’s sympathies for
the old city—the reader’s feelings for these inanimate objects can only grow when he is
told to see them as he would good people, gentle and polite, but doomed to an

unfortunate obsolescence. Like irrationally courteous senior citizens, in fact, when they
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discover that everything will go on without them they simply cxodam c penvc [leave the
rails] and stop their work. The expression cxodsm ¢ penvc points to the deeper trouble
brewing in the city— a Russian reader will associate it with the expression coiimu ¢ yma
[lose one’s mind]. It becomes clear that the personified streetcars are only pretending that
everything is in order, while their other actions betray their grave misgivings. Sparks fly
from under their wheels just as sparks scatter from the cigarette of an old, worrying man.
This metaphor allows the reader to learn that the old men/streetcars are secretly ashamed
of their outmoded age (npauym wmo-mo Ounuosicancosoe— they are hiding something
stagecoach-like), and also wish to hide their feelings of confusion, anxiety and pride from
the world. Here is where their tragedy is fully revealed: like a number of old people, they
feel guilty that they are still alive, still a burden on the younger generation. Old
Moscow’s red streetcars have come to bear the semantic weight of the whole course of
human life—its brevity, its fleeting youth and the hard fate of the elderly men and women
neglected by society.

In another vein, the streetcars are compared to orcasoponku [larks]. Invested with
animal qualities for one brief instant more, they are released from the rails that held them
during life, and run back to their familiar routes before their fatal trip to the scrapyard.
They are granted a final goodbye to the old gardens slated for demolition. Here the
streetcars represent Okudzhava’s Arbat generation? which was never able to fall in love
with the new reality.

All the useless things of society are sucked into a horrible dumping ground—at
the top of the huge pile, the city’s old signboards slowly die, replaced by cheap neon

lights. The signboards live on in the waking death of the terminally ill, mercilessly
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gjected beyond the borders of the new society. This final personification is a fitting
testimonial of the very material privation and mutilation forced upon those belonging to
the past, and underlines the cruelty of the generation occupying the New Moscow, where
there is no longer any place for the weak or the outdated.

With its simple stylistic devices placed in the hands of the bard, the poem
Tpameau achieves universal dimensions—and this is precisely why it has been
understood by so great a circle of readers.

Just as the poem’s central idea will be clear to the most casual reader, its stylistic
tropes are of the most easily apprehended types as well: the adjectival epithets, the
metaphors, comparisons, and similes, the inanimate objects given human and animal
characteristics. Lexically, the poem is replete with prosaic nouns (mpameau [streetcar],
osopel  [yards], peavcvr [rails], Moém [bridge], nanupocer [cigarettes], swvigecku
[signboards), and nepeynouxu [lanes]) and expression (6yobme max 0o6pwi! [would you
be so kind!]). All these elements contribute to create an atmosphere of sympathetic
familiarity with the Old Moscow.

In reality, Okudzhava had one escape from the urban rush that was not available
to his protagonists. He would often retreat to his dacha in Michurinets near Peredelkino,
not far from Moscow, where he kept a simple, small-porched wooden house tucked away
in a birch grove.* The writer’s love for nature was, he believed, reciprocal. In one of the
two poems entitled /Toomockoeve: Iloomockosve, Tloomockoswe... [Moscow Outskirts:

Moscow Qutskirts, Moscow Outskirts...], the lyrical hero asks:

TToamockoBsbe,
Uto MHe mejaTh ¢ TBOEH
JII000BBIO?

*% Interview with Vladimir Avdeichikov, September 13, 1995.
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(Moscow Outskirts,
What shall I do with your
Love?)*”’

This purported city poet also makes frequent reference to Nature and natural
phenomena, directly or allegorically, in poems dedicated to, or bordering upon the theme.
One of the phenomena of nature, to which Okudzhava dedicated some space in his
poetry, is spring>®. Excluding the sub-group of Georgia-related poems that tend to be
escapist idealistic for special reasons, and given the political ovértones of his cheeriest,
most affectionate Nature pieces, interpretations such as the following seem to miss the
point entirely:

B cruxax Oxymxasbl (...) 06pa3sbl HpUPOJBI OTIHYAIOTCS
POMaHTHYECKOH YCIIOBHOCTBIO H KPAacOYHOCTBIO (...). [Tpuposa
y OkymkaBbl 100pa u Ge€33allMTHA, B3BIBAET K YHacThlO H
YYHT BEJTUKO LY IHIO,

(In Okudzhava’s poems (...) pictures of nature are
characterized by a romantic conventionality and colorfulness

(-..). Okudzava’s nature is good and defenseless, encourages
participation and teaches generousness.) **

While spring is traditionally a season of prolific rebirth, when people wake from
their long winter slumber and embrace a new life of warm sun and bright colours,*' the
season took on a second, related meaning in Russian minds after Stalin’s death on March
5, 1953. Evidently, it constitutes an allegorical symbol of the hope for a new life, which

came after Stalin’s death. The hope unleashed in the spring of that year remains

397 Bulat Okudzhava, “Podmoskov’e: Podmoskov'e, Podmoskov'e...” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 132.

% Becna na llpecue [Spring on Presnal, Yaenumve [Tea-drinking), Becna: Hebo cunee, xax Ha
kapmunke... |Spring: The sky is blue as in a picture...], Becua: aui oymaeme, XnvlHem RMuUY HOMOK...
[Spring: You think, a flock of birds rushes...], Todmockoeve: Mapm nameuaemcs... [Podmoskov'e: We
have March in our plans...] and Mapm senuxodyuinoiii [Generous March]).

399 MLN. Epshtein. Priroda, mir, tainik vselennoi... (Moscow: Vysshaia shkola, 1990) 271.

Y In traditional cultures springs are well known as symbols of the beginning of life and, in more general
terms, of all beginnings, of genius, power, grace and all good fortune. Jean Chevalier, and Alain
Gheerbrant, The Penguin Dictionary of Symbols (Toronto: Penguin Books, 1996) 911. For more on the
symbolics of spring—as an image of the soul, the origin of the inner life and spiritual energy—see
Chevalier, and Gheerbrant 910-12.
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reinforced and inextricably tied to the promise of the world’s physical renewal—
wherever the primary (surface) reading of a Soviet-era poem discusses the bounty of
spring, there is inevitably a parallel, secondary (under-the-surface) allegoric meaning
evoking the euphoria and explosion of expectations that greeted the death of the tyrant>'!.

Though the most common reaction to the death of the supposedly immortal
Leader was simple disbelief, some intellectuals dared hope that writers might now be
freed from an oppressive State policy best summed up by Evgenii Zamiatin’s term,
fantasiectomy.>'

The ensuing period did indeed see some melting of the thick ideological ice that
had encased the country for decades, and found a suitably spring-oriented name in the
title of I. G. Erenburg’s 1954 novel, Ommenens [The Thaw].

This seasonal allegorical language of political transformation is essential to
understanding Okudzhava’s Nature imagery. The codes it established were a fundamental
means of expression at a time when total openness on the part of any writer was still far
from safe.

Okudzhava took the title for a 1967 volume of poetry from one of its poems on
spring—Mapm  senuxooywneiii  [Magnanimous March]. His stand against despair

culminates in the final lines:

3ayeM OTHaHBATHCA,

Moii noporoii?
Mapt HaMeuaeTcs

BEJTUKOXYLUHBI!

(Why despair,
My dear?
Magnanimous March

! For primary and secondary meanings in allegory, compare Cuddon 20.
*12 Compare Evgenii Zamiatin, My.
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Is taking shape!)*"®

The poem is full of symbols of new life, hope, and openness: Spring is manifest in
the forest, whose gates are thrown open after a winter in burdensome clothes. Identifying

himself with a forester, the lyrical hero integrates himself in the burgeoning scene:

YV OTBOpEHHBIX Y BOPOT JIECHBIX,

OTKy/la MAXHET ChIPOCTHIO, TIE 3BYKH

CTEKalOT 110 CTBOJIaM, CTOMT JIECHHK,

Uy HETO — MOH I71a3a U PYKH.

(A forester stands at the open forest gates,

From where it smells of dampness, where the sounds
Are streaming down the trunks.

He has my eyes and hands.)*"

After his long, lethargic sleep, he is eager to seize his chance at new life:

M Bce crapaetcs He PO3eBaTh BECHEI
(And tries hard not to miss the spring.)’"

The poem is replete with images of birth and flowing waters—Mother Nature
must strain to bear the infant month of March; the phrase 3yxu cmexarom no cmeonam
[sounds flow down the trunks] evokes comparison with spring torrents of the thaw. The
alliteration on the consonant “m” (“p”), the same that begins the Russian word nepewiil
[first], stresses the novelty of the circumstances (M nepsenya NPUHAMb ) NEPBOT NOYKU
[And to deliver the first-born of the first bud]). The vocabulary also indicates the novel
challenge of the situation. However, it is not as easy to take advantage of the new
opportunity:

Bce cHoBa BBICTPOUTE - Henerkuii cpok,
K@K 3UMY BBICTOSTb, XOTh U 3HAKOMA...

(Rebuilding it all will be no easy task,
Like surviving winter, familiar though it may be ...) *'¢

*Y Bulat Okudzhava, “Mart velikodushnyi,” Mart velikodushnyi (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’, 1967) 7.
314 Okudzhava, “Mart velikodushnyi,” Mart velikodushnyi 7.
*1> Okudzhava, “Mart velikodushnyi,” Mart velikodushnyi 7.
316 Okudzhava, “Mart velikodushnyi,” Mart velikodushnyi 7.
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The contagiously optimistic tone of “Mapm seruxodyunwiii” is reflected in other
poems on the post-1953 springtime, such as “Becua na Ilpecne” and “Yaenumpe”.

The sudden changes these poems describe seem to suggest that the effects of
Stalin’s death surprised the lyrical hero as much as anyone else. March, the month of the
dictator’s death, is one that reinvents the world in the blink of an eye®'”.

Becna na Ilpecne moves forward in time from March to April. Moscow residents
are now opening their hearts, exchanging relieved comments about the recent past, and

welcoming the new era:

BecHa norynuBaet BCnacTb.
OHa Bpacmiiox MeHs 3acraja.

[...]
Tax 3apaBcTBYH, fAeHb! OH NETL 3acTaBm. ..
(Spring comes in full force.

It surprized me.]
Long live the day! It made me sing...)*'®

The Muscovites wake from their long slumber and with new energy dive back in
the bustle of the new day, happy that the new times are finally there.

The spring, naturally, brings optimism and hope for a better life after March 1953:

Koraa monervano komy-to
Hy npocTo Tak, HU OT uero. ..

17 Compare from Yaenumoe [Tea-Drinking]:
Oma mapmosckas paboma
Bce mensiem 3a namo munym
[March
Changes it all in five minutes]

And from Becennee [Of Spring]-
Haw 20pod cman coscem neyznasaenm...
[Our city became completely unrecognizable...]

What is also interesting is that two out of the three above poems, touching upon the theme of sudden and
drastic changes (Vesna na Presne 1959 and “Chaepitie” 1960), were written within several years after the
February 1956 XXth Congress of the Communist Party, during which Khrushchev delivered his famous
four-hours long speech on “The Cult of the Individual and its Consequences”. The third poem was born
within one year of the death of Stalin.

*18 Bulat Okudzhava, “Vesna na Presne,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt) 171.
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(When someone felt better
Just because, no reason why ...)*"

And here, the lyrical hero of Yaenumoe exhorts the warm spring to do away with

all traces of winter:

Pyus, moroga, cyrpo6si! Pyrus!
(Weather, bring down the snow drifts! Down!)**

Now, he declares, is the time for song and revelry in honour of the transforming
thaw.

Becennee [Of Spring] portrays April in serious, sombre tones. Here, the bounty of
spring is somewhat muted by a recollection of the tragedy of those who did not live long
enough to see it. The poem cautiously confines its explicit sympathy to those who could
not see the October Revolution long before. However, given that this is a 1954 poem,
published less than a year after Stalin’s death, with a spring-related title and extensive
mention of the victims of Siberia—whom the lyrical hero promises to remember—the
reader can only take this as a masked lament over more recent times.

Spring poems broke taboos against expressions of love among individuals—as in
Becna na Ilpecne and Becna [Spring]—in a society where the highest love was to the

321

State™. Nevertheless, not only people’s hearts swell, but even the hearts of objects,

*% Okudzhava, “Vesna na Presne”, Stikhotvoreniia 171.

320 Bulat Okudzhava, “Chaepitie,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 197.
32! Compare the following extract from Bulat Okudzhava, “Vesna” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 554:

2UNCOBYIIL KPYMOPO2UTl OleHb

3ampybum, npu3vIeaAs Ce0K ONEHUXY.

[A4 round-horned plaster deer

Shall bellow, calling his doe].

And this, from Okudzhava, “Vesna na Presne” 170:

Hlogep cmenncs, 3yber ckanun,

SPANHCOAHKA 8 XOXOME 3AULIACh.

[The driver was laughing, showing his teeth,

The lady was lost in giggles].
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whose personification renders them less antagonistic and less abstract. Given a soul,

heavy machinery is no longer constrained to build the Soviet future:

W tpaktop B3OpOTHeT,
IMToyyBCTBOBAB 3amax 3eMJIH.

(And the tractor will flinch

Having smelled the ground) **2

In Becna, which has the month of May and a spring morning as its background,

winter is introduced as the oppressive antithesis of spring:

Bce ycranu ot gonroit Merenn,
Pa3npaxuTeIibHbI BCE MOTOMY...

(Everyone got tired of the long blizzard,
That’s why everyone is irritable... >

Okudzhava’s negative portrayal of the winter season comes as something of a
surprise—Russians typically have a special love for wintertime, praising its beauty

324 Here it is nothing but torpid cruelty, with people lost and

throughout their literature
separated in a landscape of prolonged storms, deep snow and Hous 6esdounas, crosno
miopoma [fathomless night, like prison]’®. To say that winter reduces humanity to the
level of a society in which everyone is nonesore u cren u Gesycm... lagainst his will,
blind and silent...]*®, echoes the impossibility of self-expression and free thought under
Stalin.

Becna repeals that silence, and even goes so far as to mention the name of God, so

long proscribed from the official vocabulary—the lyrical hero exclaims Crasa ooy

322 Bulat Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 554.
32 Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia 346.

2 MLN. Epshtein Priroda, mir. tainik vselennoi... 169.

325 Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia 346.

%26 Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia 346.
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[Praise God]!** at the first signs of the new season. Suddenly he is able to breathe once

morce:

H3 CaMOro cepila Hapoaa
BBIPEIBACTCA JOJITOC «ax!»

(From the very heart of the people
There breaks a long “Ah!”)*%®

In Okudzhava’s poetics, the onset of spring constitutes the point of departure for a
range of events progressing linearly into the future; autumn, in contrast, reminds of
time’s circularity. Fall poems have no political associations, they come without any
drastic political baggage and it is, most likely, why they do not progress linearly. What
happens in politically neutral autumn has no impact on events in the future. Instead,
Nature’s preparations for stagnation-associated winter simply prompt nostalgia for yet
another passing summer.

In some poems, such as Ocenv 6 Kaxemuu [Autumn in Kakhetia), Ocenw
panusa... [Early Autumn...] and Ocenw 6 Llapckom Cene [Autumn in Tsarskoe Selo], the
central theme does indeed make a shift from Nature to the human sphere, with falling
leaves alluding to human destiny and transience. However, their tone naturally never
reaches a fever pitch matching that of the spring poems, bursting with life.

Houv npowanus c nemom [Night of Farewell to Summer], represents the relatively
static nature of these fall poems, reading like a static painting complete with finishing
touches. Peasant women, tired after the harvest, have set aside their sickles and sit in a
tableau before a bonfire. Calm also dominates Cenmsépe [September], a peaceful song in

praise of country living. The urban crush is far away:

UeM manblie oT MOCKBLI, TEM HHUUIE OYX KPECThAHCTBA.

327 Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia 347.
328 Okudzhava, “Vesna,” Stikhotvoreniia 347.
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(The further from Moscow, the purer the peasant soul.)*?’

Both people and nature are silent, their yearly rituals unchanged in the past and

unchanging in the future.

Some of Okudzhava’s Nature poems focus on geography rather than the passing

seasons—the poet had a particular fascination with Georgia, which he presents as an

utterly unique space in the former USSR. Okudzhava had strong connections to both

Georgian and Armenian culture, language and tfaditions since childhood. He talks about

this in one of his interviews:

He To 4TO CTHXM He MOry nMcaTh, U rOBOPHTH He MOTY [Ha
rpy3unckoM]. Tlotomy uto B neTcTBe, KOrZa MEHS 4acTto
BO3HITM K POZCTBCHHHKaM, k 6abymke B TOunucH, s Bo aBope,
O6I@sCh C IETHMH, FOBOPUI U TO-TPY3UHCKH U TO-apPMAHCKH,
TIOTOMY 4YTO, BO-NIEPBbIX, ObLIH W IPY3MHBI, 1 apMsHE, A BO-

- BTOPBIX, 5 CaM — HaNOJOBHUHY I'PYy3HH, HarioJIOBUHY apMsHUH,

U MHE IPUXOJUIIOCH CITYINATh H TOT, M APYTOi A3bIK, 1 OLICTPO
ycBauBali, U s Jierko ropopwi. Ho motom Tak cnoxunocs —
BCIO XH3Hb XU B MockBe, B Poccuu, U 8 NOCTENEHHO BCE 3TO
3a0biBanl. Hy Tak, Kakoi-TO 3acTONBHBIH, GBHITOBOM pasroBop
O4YCHb NPUMHUTHBHEIN S MOHMMAIO, a YK CTHXH MHCATh —
KOHEYHO... TYT Mo-pycckH HHKaKk He IMOJYy4aeTcs, a BbI — Ha
IPY3HHCKOM...

(It isn’t that I can’t write poetry [in Georgian]—I can’t even
speak. Because during my childhood, on our frequent trips to
my relatives, to my grandmother’s in Tbilisi, I spoke both
Georgian and Armenian when I mixed with the kids in the
yard—firstly because there were both Georgians and
Armenians around, and secondly because I'm half Georgian
and half Armenian myself, so I happened to listen to one
language, and then the other. I picked them up quickly and had
no trouble speaking. But then I ended up living my whole life
in Moscow, Russia, and gradually forgot all of that. So there it
is—I can understand very primitive, everyday conversation
around the table, but when it comes to writing poems, of
course... Here I am barely making it in Russian, and you bring

up Georgian...)33 .

32 Bulat Okudzhava, “Sentiabr’,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 279,

330 petrakov 8.
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The Georgian poems constitute a sub-group unto themselves>', and they seem to
be the only “Nature” poems that are indeed escapist, idealistic and even romantic. The
reason for this kind of treatment of the Georgia-related poems may be hidden in the
Georgian Okudzhava’s background, his unspoiled Georgia-related memories and his
tendency to idealize the distant past and places linked with it (just as it was in the case of
the Old Arbat poems). The Georgian poems include such lovely pieces as Kapmau
[Kartli], a hymn to the beauty and strength flowing from the Kartliiskii Range just north

of Thilisi. In these hills, time flows more slowly and the people never rush:

OH ouH — Ma3CTPO.
EMy He monaraercs-

crerua.
IMyckait onu criemmar. [Myckalt Hagex bl
XBATaIOT, KaK ONEXKbl, HE NOIINB.
OH OyzeT a3uaTom,

KaK M IpexKae...
CrewaT HeBeXIbl...

OH — HeTOpOIIKB.

(He alone is the master.
He is not meant to
Rush.
Let others rush. Let them grasp
Their hopes, like clothes, unfinished.
He will be an Asian,
As before...
The ignorant rush...
He is unhurried.) **

The Georgian countryside is dotted with dukhans—Caucasian pubs—and the
smells of kebab and red Georgian wine hang heavy on the air.

Poems such as ITocreonuii manzan [The Last Mangal], Xpamynu [Khramuli] and
Pyucnupu [Ruispiri] repeatedly portray the locals in moments of festivity and relaxation.

The Iyrical hero of the ballad “Pyucnupu” finds himself swept up in a conversation with

U Téunucu — [Thilisi], Hocnednuii manzan — [The Last Mangal], Ympo ¢ Tounucu — [Morning in Thilisi],
Hememeo [«A edy Tupnucom & nponemxe...»} ~ [Childhood [«I am riding Tiflis by open carriage...»],
Buisecku — [Signboards], as well as the ballad Pyucnupu — [Ruispiri].

%2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Tbilisi,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 285.
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the dukhan-keeper in an eponymous Ruispiri village—the immediacy of his surroundings

leaves him with no desire to return to his distant writer’s life in the city. The Georgian

teaches him the profound difference between a life well lived and the one he leads back

home in his town:

VuuT OH MeHs BECEJIO KUTh
H cMmedres...

(He teaches me to live joyfully
And to laugh...)**

While the writer’s creative profession will not let him accept the stiffness of the

city, neither can it wholly open him to the freedom of the mountain people. In this state

of limbo, his first reaction to the dukhan-keeper’s lessons is unthinkingly defensive:

51 DBITAl0CH €10 YCMUPHUTS,
Kax mpuuercs,

pasymHee ObITh
IpH3BIBALO. ..

(I am trying to calm him,
However I can,
I urge him

To be wiser...) ***

But they drink long into the night, and he has an ecstatic revelation as his urban

values gradually loosen their hold.

paradise in the following simile:

The reader sees him comparing the mountains to

Bce Tak npaBUILHO B 3TOM Kpalo,
Kak B paio!
He ero nu MbI viem?

(Everything is so right in these parts,
Like in heaven!

Isn’t that what we’re looking for?) **

The Georgian’s preternatural simplicity and joy manifest themselves in a

generosity entirely foreign to that of the modern world—at one point, he brings dawn to

** Bulat Okudzhava, “Ruispiri,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 289.
334 Okudzhava, “Ruispiri,” Stikhotvoreniia 289.
335 Okudzhava, “Ruispiri,” Stikhotvoreniia 290.
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the lyrical hero on a platter. In return, the lyrical hero openly admits he is unable to give a
thing:

OH 3apio

MHe Ha OJTIo/IIe MOTHOCHT,

¥ B3aM€H HUYETO OH HE MPOCHT.
S Hemero!...

ToJbko caM HHYEro He Japio-
HE YMeIO.

(Dawn

He brings me on a platter,

And asks for nothing in return.

I am speechless!...

But [ do not give anything myself—
I do not know how) **¢

When the dukhan-keeper decides to play his hand, the lyrical hero can barely
respond. His feeble protests are drowned out by the Georgian’s song as he plucks out his
heart and soul, applies seasoning and exposes them to the healing powers of the fresh
mountain wind. The lyrical hero finishes in a state of ecstasy, just as the owner makes a
friendly toast to his imminent return to city life. This mysterious poem is a reminder that
the most valuable gifts are not material—what matters is the ability to see oneself from
another perspective, detached from the bustle of modern, civilized life.

The poems VYmpo 6 Tounucu, Jemcmeo [« edy Tugprucom 6 nporemre...»] and
Buwigecku all bring the reader spatially to the same Georgian town. They dramatize Thilisi,
but to an entirely different effect. To the three-year-old lyrical hero of Jemcmeo, the city
is a tempting fantasyland:

[...] Becrony naput BroxHOBeHHME,
H 3TO NPEBBIIIC BCETO.

([...] Inspiration reigns everywhere,
And this is far higher than everything.)**’

336 Okudzhava, “Ruispiri,” Stikhotvoreniia 291.
*7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Detstvo” [«Ia edu Tiflisom v proletke...»],” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 272.
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Buvigecku, on the other hand, presents another panorama of young recruits on their
way to the front. In this poem, confusion has intruded upon the magical Caucasian idyll,
stripping the city of its incomparable spirit with threats of the equalizing horror of war.
The universality of the experience is underlined by the naturalism of an anxiety and
sadﬁess that should be only too familiar to the Soviet reader. One watches a crowd of
grieving women chase after the convoy of departing recruits, when suddenly the very
signboards wrench their legs from their places along the street and join the women in
their mad pursuit. It is all in vain—the young men are gone, life returns to its normal
pace, and the signboards stand as they were before, inanimate and oblivious to the world
around them. The Georgian setting affects this war-related poem: while the horror of
leaving for the front is comparable with that expressed in other war poems, the physical
distance of Georgia from the unfolding political events helps the inhabitants to return to
their usual pace of life. Perhaps it has to do with their not fully grasping the true war
horrors, with their being physically more distant from the front and living in a blessed
state of semi-ignorance regarding world-shocking events.

The fantastic world of the Georgian poems contains some of the same spirit that
Russians used to find in their native traditions. Far from ignoring this source of
inspiration, Okudzhava constantly returns to draw from the well of his nation’s folklore

as well. V. Frumkin describes the result in his commentary on Okudzhava’s songs:

Ilecum bynata OkymkaBbl — SIBJIEHWE He CTOJBKO KHIDKHOM,
CKOJIbKO YCTHOM Mo33uM. OOpalieHbl OHM MPEXAE BCEro K
CIyXy, a HE K 3PEHHIO, U B 3TOM CMBbICIe Giu3Ku (QoNLKIOpY.
Kak B HapoOHO necHe, BCe B HMX M3MEHUYMBO, MOIBIDKHO M
TeKyYe.

(The songs of Bulat Okudzhava are not so much a literary
phenomenon as an oral, poetic one. First and foremost they
address the ears, not the eyes, and in this sense they are close
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to folklore. As in a folk song, everything in them is
changeable, shifting and fluid.)**®

If this is true of Okudzhava’s poetry as a whole, how much more so for the poems
that consciously reproduce folkloric preoccupations and motifs. An entire group of
poems, in fact, may be identified as “Folklore” poems.

The poems that Okudzhava bases on Russian folk songs display their own variety
of metrical particularities. Poems such as Mapgpa, 3se30w1 coinniomes 6 2ycmyio mpasy...,
Bce mui meuewncs Oenv-oenvceroi and kOJZbl/O [Ring] are all the spiritual descendants of
traditional Russian tonic folk poetry, such as the bylina. The rhythmic commonalities
among members of this group are as many as they are obvious. Aside from the masculine
and feminine clausulas that they share with conventional written poetry, they also display
a heavy share of the dactylic feminine rhymes so typical of the bylina. As would be
expected from oral poetry, they also make far greater use of syntactical, lexical, and
phonetic parallelisms and repetitions—everything from repeated verses, words and
syllables to repeated consonantal strings and assonances constitutes an | aid in
memorization and recital.

Among the most important of the syntactical repetitions is the anaphora, as in the

following example from the poem Kozrsyo:

Ilocyumanu BepcThI,
nowazanu o6a,
padosanuce,
2opesany BAOCTATb...

(They counted the versts,
They both walked away,
They were happy,

They drowned in grief...) **

¥ Frumkin, Commentary, 65 pesen 13.
** Bulat Okudzhava, “Kol'tso,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 158.
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Aside from a striking thematic unity and propensity for colloquial words and

340

expressions” ", they are stylized in such a way, that the reader seems to be reading a folk

song that tends to exhibit traditional parallelism and refrains, often including the regular
reduplication of entire successive lines. For example, eight such repetitions bind the
poem Bce mbl meyeutbcs Oenb-0envbekoii... [You just rush around all day long...] together

as a perfect rhythmic whole:

IBet romy6oii — y Te0st oa pykoit. (A)
LseT rony6oli — y Te6s nox pykoid. (A)
A Tebe mouemy-to Hyx)eH apyroii. (B)
A Tebe noueMy-To HykeH apyroii. (B)

(You have the colour blue in hand.
You have the colour blue in hand.
And yet you need another one.

And yet you need another one).*"!

In this group of folksong/poems, the stylised chorus will often serve as a
 structural indicator of their folk origin rather than a condensation of some central theme.
Stylization becomes the meaning in the poem 3ee30v: cwinmiomea 6 zycmyio

mpasy... [The stars are falling on the thick grass...]:

Tol nownu Mue, JlazapeBka, xeHy,
Kax T8I, JIazapeBka, 1ackoBylo,

Kak T8I, JIa3apeBka, KpyTyio B MOpO3,
Kax Tb1, JIa3apeBka, xapkyo...

(Lazarevka, you send me a wife,

Like yourself, Lazarevka, kind,

Like yourself, Lazarevka, stern in the frost,
Like yourself, Lazarevka, passionate...)**?

340 A short list of examples: Oewv-Oensckoii [all day long], 36enu-seenu [ring-ring), monxuii-monxui [slim-
slim], 6awman [pumpkin field], npeime [speed], 6oska [carriage]; along with ka6et, a colloquial version of
“if”, usba, a type of peasant hut; countless bird and plant names (vevemxa [redpoll], wezon [goldfinch],
pomawka [camomile]); rustic diminutives such as (desuowouxu [little girls} and zapmowxa [little
accordion]; not to mention strictly folkloric expressions including O, pexa... [Oh, river...] and mos

padocme [my darling] as an invocation of the modern bogatyr’.
341

Bulat Okudzhava, “Vse ty mechesh'sia den'-den'skoi...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 166.
2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Zvezdy sypliutsia v gustuiu travu...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 163.
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The threefold enumeration looks deceptively like a child’s counting rhyme—yet
Russian fairy tales revolve around endless repetitions of the number three**?.

The phrase Kax mei, Jlasapeska is repeated three times, and three successive
stanzas begin with umo6/ymo6er/umobui. In Mapgha the expression umo 3a mapmom
[what comes after March] occurs twice, as does the line-initial word He6o [Sky]; the
conjunction # [and] begins various lines as well. In fact, the consistent recurrence of the
word mapma [of March]‘ in a poem entitled Mapga is no accident; by juxtaposing the two
words, Okudzhava creates a paronomasia that inextricably binds their meanings. Thus, on
a purely stylistic level, he is able to recreate the traditional folk archetype of the Earth
Mother, in which a female figure is associated with Nature, when Spring’s fertile soil
nourishes new life. Once again the work’s semantic layer finds a perfect reflection in its
poetic construction.

Although Okudzhava does not show much preoccupation with the bogatyr’, the
heroic prince of the traditional bylina fable, he certainly lifts the related theme of the hero
riding horseback on untracked roads. Witness such poems as Bce mol meueuncs: Oenb-

OenbCkoi..., Kyoa evi nodesanu moeeo weena? [Where Did You Put my Goldfinch?],

Cxaska [Fairytale], Mapgpa [Martha), Jlemo [Summer), A mecsay mouxusi-monxusi [But

** The poems “Goluboi sharik” and “Raz i dva” also exhibit triple repetitions. As Grigorii Svirskii, Na
lobnom meste: Literatura nravstvennogo soprotivleniia (1946-1976 gg.) (London: Novaia literaturnaia
biblioteka, 1979) 467-69 points out: [Ipu eceii ceoeii HosusHe u ynompacospemennocmu Bynam Oxyoocasa
KAHOHu4eH. Imo munas cepoyy pycckas KanoHuunocme. Kanone ponvrnopa: mpoiinoti 3auun, mpoiinas
cmpoguxa [...]. H noemopei, npusbidnvie HApPOOHOMY cepOyy necennvie nosmopsl. CoepemenHeiuuil
Oxyodocasa 6ece Hacmoen Ha pycckoM . necennom goavkiope. B couemanuu ¢ cobemeenmvimu, He
30EMHBIMU  YYBCIMBOM, OHMBINIOM, 6 COYeMGHUU C O0BEPUMENLHOCHIBIO, OMKPLIMOCHbIO — KANCOBLL
cryuiament meou Opye — QONbKIOpHbI HACMPOLl NPUOAT €20 NeCeHHON NOI3UU CUTY 8CENDOHUKAIOUEi
paduayuu, komopas. packpenowana dyusy. [With his innovation and ultra-modernity, Bulat Okudzhava is
canonical. This is heart-warming Russian canonicity. The canons of folklore: threefold openings, threefold
stanzas.... And the repetitions—the singing repetitions that beat with the national heart. This modern
Okudzhava is all based on Russian balladry. In conjunction with unborrowed, personal Jfeelings and
experience, in conjunction with trustfulness and candour—every listener is your friend—the folkloric mood
imparts his sung poetry with an all-penetrating radiance that unshackles the soul.].
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the Moon is So, So Thin], Iloo xoneimamu cnez 20ny6oii npumam... [The blue snow is
trampled under hoof...], B 10ocnom npughpponmosom 20pode na pwinxe [At Market In a
Southern City on the Front], and Hounoii paseosop [4 Conversation at Night], the last of

which contains these words:

U cHOBA OH elleT 0MH
0e3 noporu
BO TbMY.

(And again he rides alone
Without a road :
Into the darkness.)***

Okudzhava’s “Folklore” poems are, of course, the stylized productioﬁs of a
relatively urbane artist. Okudzhava may choose to express his cultural and lifestyle ideals
| through the simple, naive forms of folk art, but ultimately he is given the lie by the skilful
instrumentation he applies to his work—by his use of poetic devices. Both the stylization
and profundity of these poems are reminiscent of the Russian Romantic ballad—
everything about them, right down to their lack of enjambment, demonstrates their
intention to be sung.

This chapter can only hope to graze the surface of the Okudzhava’s extensive
treatment of City, Nature and Folklore. Nevertheless, these themes are minor in
comparison with the author’s War poems, as we have seen, or those dealing with man’s
inner world, his feelings, destiny and the flow of time, which are yet to come. The final
chapter will attempt to sketch the contour of these last great themes as they are

manifested in Okudzhava’s work.

34 Bulat Okudzhava, “Nochnoi razgovor,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 233.
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Chapter 5

MAN’S INNER WORLD

Lenbiif BEK urpaeT My3bika. 3aTAHYJICS HAll MAKHUK.
ToT NUKHUK, TAe BIOT U Iy,
mobaT u Gpocaior.

(Music plays through the century. Our picnic dragged on.
That picnic of drinking and crying,

Loving and leaving.)**

Korna 6s1 m060Bb 1 Hanexy
CBsI3aTh BOSAMHO,
_ Kakas Obl (TpYIHO MIOBEPUTH)

BO3HUKIIA KapTUHA!

Kaxkue 651 Hac MUHOBaH
HAIpacHbIe MYKH,

a TOJIBKO MPEKPACHBIE MYKH
risigenu 6 ¢ yena ...

(If ever love and hope
Were bound together,
What a picture (though hard to believe)
Would appear!
What vain sufferings
We would be spared,
And only beautiful sufferings
Would mark our foreheads...)

L}

346

The war had a deeper impact on Okudzhava’s values than any other event in his
long and storied life. While its horrors filled the hearts of his contemporaries with an
indelible pessimism and lack of faith in humanity, naked hate could never satisfy his
constructive impulses—instead he urged his fellow citizens to forget their injuries and
rebuild the nation out of devotion to the common good.

The poet’s belief in good also acts as a method of self-defence. It is not simply

that Okudzhava condemns all forms of aggression—he anticipates the needs of his fellow

33 Bulat Okudzhava, “Chudesnyi val's,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001)
218.

3¢ Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia vnov' povstrechalsa s Nadezhdoi—priatnaia vstrecha...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-
Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 359.
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man, wishing unto others what he would have them wish unto him*’. Such is

Okudzhava’s life credo, spread to his neighbours through his poetry:

{...] Cro pa3 1 HaskuMas KypoK BHHTOBKH,
a BBUJIETATH TOJBKO CONIOBBH.

([...] A hundred times I squeezed my rifle’s trigger,
Only to have nightingales fly out.)**®

Okudzhava finds the meaning of life in everyday happiness, easily obtained when
one lives in harmony with Nature and a few simple moral virtues, refusing to harm one’s

fellow creatures. This is the goal of the ethical man. In this state, sin is easily forgiven:

Lapp HeOecHsli mommuieT
OTMYILIEHHE MHE

Y NPOLICHHE. ..

a MHa'e 3a4eM

Ha 3eMJIE ITOI BeUHOMH KUBY?

(The Lord of Heaven will send me
Absolution

And pardon...

Otherwise, why would I

Be living on this eternal earth?)**

The poet’s art is a powerful vehicle for sharing his positive philosophy with a

large group of readers. The present chapter deals with the poems that suggest following

7" Aleksandr E. Petrakov, Bulat Okudzhava: 'la nikomu nichego ne naviazyval...' contains many
references in this connection. Compare the following, from p. 51: 4 yento n0dedi, komopeie cmposm coé
bnazononyuue e 3a cuém bnazononyyus opyaux. S yenio nodeti, Komopwle Y8axXCaAIOM AUYHOCHTb. Homomy
YUMo KONEKMUG YBANCAMb Mbl YHUTUCL 00N20 U MHO20 e — nopa Havams yeaxcame auynocmo. [[ value
people whose well-being hasn’t come at the expense of the well-being of others. I value people who respect
the individual. Because we were taught to value the collective for so many years— now is the time to value
" the individual.]

Or this, from p. 52:

A umo kacaemes kpeoo, Hy A CKAXHCY 6aM — y MeHS. eCib NPURACEHHBITE MAKOL 6APUAHM. HYICHO CIPOUMb
c60€ bnazononyuue ne 3a cuém bnacononyuus opyeux. [Well, as for my credo, I'll stick to my version -: your
well-being must not come at the expense of the well-being of others.]

Or further, from p. 271:

H, camoe 21a6HOe, Mol He OONIICHYL MEPAMb 4YEI06EYECKO20 OOCMOUHCMEA — 6 THOBbIX CUMYAYUAX. Mbl
O0MHCHYL BblMb TH006MU, Mbl OONICHBL YBANCAMY OKPYICAIOWUX, He MobKo cebs. [And, most importantly,
we mustn’t lose our human dignity—we must remain human in all situations; we must respect those around
us, not only ourselves. |

8 Okudzhava, “To padaia, to snova narastaia...,” Izbrannoe; Stikhotvoreniia 128.

**° Bulat Okudzhava, “Gruzinskaia pesnia,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 312.
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the simple moral virtues of Faith, Hope and Love (for both human beings and inanimate
objects) and living in harmony with Nature; those representing the pbet’s Epicurean and
Socratic, as opposed to Marxist, worldview. The chapter then focuses on poems stressing
the importance of making decisions, forgiving, actively fighting for lost happiness and
responsibility of building one’s own and unique life path, and poems about dying. There
will also be mention of poems dealing with such topics as stupidity, egoism,
covetousness and slander.

Okudzhava never asserted any exclusive claim to Truth—in stark contrast to a
country where such commodities were brutally monopolized. He cultivated a profound
respect for the inner boundaries of each and every reader, allowing them to take from his

poetry whatever they might find of interest, assistance or use:

[TpuxonsT pasHele moau,
ITo 3epHam yHoCHT.

U Taer moe GoraTctso,
U MHe He kanko.

(Various people come,
Each carrying off a seed...
[...]

And my richness melts away,
And I am not dismayed.)*

Okudzhava’s message boils down to three virtues that are not easy to master: sepa
[faith]35 ! haoexcoa [hope] and 06066 [love]. All three are common names for Russian
women, and they naturally lend themselves to incarnation as Okudzhava’s personal

trinity, as in Tpu cecmput [Three Sisters]:

%0 Bulat Okudzhava, “Eshcho nichto ne pogaslo...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 176.

! Once again, Petrakov has collected Okudzhava’s thoughts on the matter in Bulat Okudzhava: 'Ia nikomu
nichego ne naviazyval...' 270: Bes nawa oicuswe cocmoum u3z KpywieHus: u 60SHUKHOBEHUS HA0enco,
nomomy umo 6e3 Hadedcowl dHcume Henwvsi. Bcé pasno y mens ecmv nadexcoa. V mens ecmo nadexcoa.
{Our whole life consists of rising and falling hopes, because life without hope is impossible. Whatever the
case, I have hope. I do have hope.].




159

Tpu cecTpsl, TPH KeHsl, TPH CYIAbU MHIOCEPIHBIX
OTKpBIBAIOT OECCPOUHBLA KPEIUT I MEHS.

(Three sisters, three wives, three merciful judges
Extend me unlimited credit.)***

The first of the three graces, Faith, just as Hope and Love, has the power to bring
about the impossible:

IIpocto

HyxHo o4eHp BepUTh
OTHM CHHHM MasgKaM,
H torpa nexnanHbii Oeper
H3 TymaHa BhIiizET K BaM.

(You simply
Need great faith
In this blue lighthouse,
So that the unexpected shore

Will emerge unto you from the mist.)**

This same Faith reminds people of better times even in the midst of war, when the
good seems to have left the world forever (Omo cayuumcs...).

He eepio 6 602a u cyovby [I Don’t Believe in God and Destiny), also stands as a
testament of faith—though not of faith in God, who is here dismissed as 6eccunen
[helpless]. For the lyrical hero, the wise use of man’s own strength is all, so long as he
can maintain the purity of his actions: O, pyxu 6viru 661 uucmer! A ocmanvhoe éce
npunocumes... [O! That our hands were clean! And all the rest will fall into place...].

Hope appears in many of Okudzhava’s poems and songs,*>* most often with its

sisters, Faith and Love. Hope is the force that helps his heroes persevere®®. It is

**2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Tri sestry,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 184.

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne brodiagi, ne propoitsy...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii
proekt, 2001) 142.

4 Mecenxa o Moyapme [A Song about Mozart], Cenmumenmanvneiii mapw [The Sentimental March], Had
2nybunoti 6e30onHbIX 600 [Above the Depths of Fathomless Waters), Kenwunvi-cocedxu, bpocvme cmupky
u wumve ... [Women-neighbours, leave laundry and sewing...], B 6onvHuunoe ensny okno, a mam, 3a
oxnom-Ilupozosxa ... [I look through the hospital window, and there [ see Pirogovka...], A 20001 yxodam,
yxo0am ... [And years go by and by...], Tune Ynenwnuzens [Til Eulenspiegel].

%% Anatoly Vishevsky, Soviet Literary Culture in the 1970s: The Politics of Irony (Gainesville: University
Press of Florida, 1993) 57.
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prominent in the titles of certain poems, such as 4 enoew noscmpeuancs ¢ Hadexwcooii...
(I ran into Hope again...); in many others, such as 3amuxnem wpanueno (The Shrapnel
will Fall Silent), its name is mentioned briefly or not at all, yet its presence permeates the
work. On the whole, titles really are no indication of the theme of hope within—ITecenxa
o nounou Mockee (The Song of Moscow at Night) is visited by nothing less than the
HAOeJICObL MANEHbKUT OpKecmpuk noo ynpasienuem nobeu [little orchestra of hope with
love at the baton], happily marching through the verses in time.

Hope is least evident in difficult times, yet this is precisely when it is most

needed. Hope is no simple gift, but an edifice built through long, constant toil:

S cTpownn 3aMOK Hagexabl. CTPOUI-CTPOUII.
I'many mMecuit. XonoaHeie KAMHH HOCHIL.
Momouiu He npocu.

Mpup Tak yctpoeH:
bruta 6u1 Hagexaa. [IycTh He XBaTaeT Cull.

(I was building a castle of hope. Building and building away.
I kneaded the clay. I carried cold stones.
Help I did not seek.

Thus is built the world:
With hope, you needn’t even have strength.)**®

At times the obstacles are so great, they cause the hope of Hope herself to falter:

DopTyHy BEPTKYIO CBOIO BOCIIHTHIBAIO JKUTh OTKPBITO,
HaJCKAY — He TEPATh HAJEKbI, JOBEPHE — IPOCHYTHCSH BHOBb.

(I train my agile fortune to live openly,
And hope—Ilest we lose hope and trust—to wake afresh.)357

People have always desired what they cannot attain—and even this simple
impulse is sublimated when it becomes the cause for hope:

Bels y Hanexx Bcerna CHacT/IHMBLIN LBET,
Ha/Ie)KHbIA U TAUHCTBEHHBIH HEMHOTO,

¢ Bulat Okudzhava, “Zamok Nadezhdy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 224,

%7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Puteshestvie po nochnoi Varshave v drozhkakh,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 313.
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0cOGEHHO KOTAA MIIAAMILE C I0POra,
0COOEHHO KOIIa HAJIeXK bl HET.

(Hopes always have a happy tint,

Reliable and a bit mysterious,

Especially when peering from the threshold,
Especially when no hope is left.)**®

Hope keeps man’s gaze fixed on higher goals. It attaches itself to those who tread

a path of unflagging self-improvement, who move on a vertical plane:

Han TpeBoroii 3aBcernaraes, Hal yXKacoM HEBEXI,
IToxopoHeHHas 3a)KUBO, ABJIACIILCH ONATh
TeM, KTO jkaxIeT He BLICIDKUBATD, A Ma1aTh U B3IETATb

(Above the alarm of the regulars, above the horror of the ignorant,
Buried alive, you reappear

To those who long not to sit it out, but to fall and soar)**®

The circus here is life in microcosm, its habitués cringing and base, deprived of
any hope. A few brave souls fly far above the rest, theirs fears counterbalanced by an
uncommon hope. It is this hope that allows them to shine, against and despite the depths
to which their hopeless peers have sunk.

When life is at its worst, hope carries the true optimist into the heavens and leaves

his hardships lying far below, as in the following fragment:

)41 BBIPACTalOT BMECTO KPLIILEB TPEBOT
HaACK bl KPbLIbS.

(And instead of the wings of alarm

Grow the wings of hope.)**°

Just as no one has the right to rob another of his hope, there can be no greater gift

than the hope that a man thinks was lost forever (see 4 Oapro mebe x ceemnomy

npasonuxy... [I Give You on This Special Occasion...).

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Podmoskov'e («Mart namechaetsia...»),” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 128.

*%% Bulat Okudzhava, “Tsirk,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 293.

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Ia ukhozhu ot puli...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 146.
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A oapio mebe k ceemaomy npasonuxy... (1967) reads as an intimate confession of
hope and love, an apostrophe to an indeterminate “you.” In the author’s way of thinking,
to love is to give all to one’s beloved—whether or not this is in fact possible. Readers are
introduced to the poem through the concrete description of a celebration in the first
stanza, in which the lyrical hero alludes to the many gifts he will be giving. It soon
becomes evident, however, that each gift can only be described in the negative, using the
particle ne [not, never]: we hear of 6m00a ne czomoenennvie 6osce — meals, never
prepared, windows 0o cux nop He pachaxwymwle [thus far unopened), yeemwr He
npopocuue [never-sprouted flowers], the nonexistent beauty of the last item being
somewhat jarringly described by the altogether objective adjectives apomémybze
[aromatic] and Gapxammuvie [velvety]*®'. From the above-mentioned windows, the lyrical
hero looks down onto a road; the road might very well be a figment of his imagination.
Everything has been removed from the plane of réality, except for his promise of an
exceptional gift.

The essence of A dapio mebe k ceemnomy npasonuxy... is to be found precisely at
those underdetermined sites where the reader is constrained to create meaning for
himself—aposiopesis is used in the poem, drawing attention to the lyrical hero’s
unrealized creation by replacing unfinished thoughts with ellipsis. The active reader must
not only guess at the missing words, but at the significance of their omission in the first
place; all that is clear is the divide between the wishes and the reality of the lyrical hero.
If the poem had been written in the 30s, 40s or 50s, it might have been that the lyrical

hero was completely disillusioned by the unreality of the Stalin era. Another possible

' Bulat Okudzhava, “la dar iu tebe k svetlomu prazdniku...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 305.
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interpretation in the Stalin and post-Stalin era is that the lyrical hero is simply too poor to
afford any material gifts. All he can give of himself are his heart and feelings, both as
ephemeral as the flowers, which have not bloomed yet. This interpretation would seem
designed to bring the reader to a greater appreciation of the value of intangibles. In real
life, nobody gives away a smell, a sound, or a look, but they can give at least two of the
lyrical hero’s gifts—the gifts of hope and love. Over the course of the stanzas, the act of
giving has been removed from the material to the metaphysical level, all without recourse
to any intellectual sleight of hand. The reader is brought out of the circle of usual,
automatic word associations that do not demand any intellectual effort. Impossible word
associations alone are enough to transform the expected enumeration of gifts into a thread
of mysterious phenomena—it is Okudzhava’s unexpected, innovative approach to old,
familiar words that refreshes and makes of them a poem, rather than a heartless list; “I
give you a lot of things: a book, some boots, a bike, some money tucked inside a card.”
The final message of this extended metaphor, so unexpected by the reader, seems to be
that the value of a gift depends on the feelings of the giver, and not on its price tag. This
poem provides an example of Okudzhava’s predilection for the ineffable, where the
essence of his works is merely hinted at or else elided altogether.

The theme of love pervades the whole of Okudzhava’s poetry, manifesting itself
in positive thinking and outpourings of passion for humanity and life. He also addresses a
fair share of love poems to women, their fascinating inner and outer beauty, and very

362

often the moment of parting **. But this love is never confined to a single recipient, be it

362 Ceem 6 oxne [Light at the Window], Dma ocenyuna! Yeuorcy u nemero... [This woman! I see her and go
dumb...], Ox mei, wapux 2ony6oii [Oh You, Blue Ball, ITo Cmonenckoii dopoze [On the Road to Smolensk],
brazooapreie ocenvr besymuvix nosmos [Thankful Wives of Crazy Poets], Ipowanue ¢ Hosozooneii enkori
[Farewell to the New Year Treel, Hadesxcow xpacnas dseps [The Red Door of Hopel, Hexcypusiii no
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a wife, a parent, or even a cherished childhood street-—rather, it is one facet of an all-
encompassing goodwill. In 65 necen [65 Songs], Okudzhava speaks of his desire for this
transformational virtue to take its rightful place in society®”, and accordingly devotes
lines to every aspect of love, from first stirrings (for example: 4 kax nepeas 1106066 —
ona cepoye scmem...[And the first love — it squeezes your heart...]) to bitter good-byes
(for example: Jopoorcnas necns [A Road Song)).

All things are candidates for his outpourings: works of art; cozy roomsv(think of
Oma komnama [This Room]); and certainly, as it was seen in the fourth chapter, the Arbat
Street of his childhood.

In all these greater and lesser love poems, however, the poems about women are
the ones that stand out. When they appeared in the 1960s, their honesty and intimacy,
more than any particular poetic devices they might have employed, announced a sharp
departure from prevailing mores of the Stalin era. The entire concept of womanhood had
long been appropriated for Party purposes, and was rarely used in reference - to

individuals®®,

anpenio [The April Duty Officer], Hacoseie noGsu [Love Guards], Bcio nous kpuuanu nemyxu [The Cocks
Crowed All Night), Ilecenka o mockogckom mypasve [Song about a Moscow Ant], Mot cmoum — kpecmamu
pyku [We Stand, Arms Crossed], Packpwieaio cmpanuyer nadoneii [I Open the Pages of My Palms), Kax
spema becnowaono... [How merciless is Time...] and others.

3% 4 661 xomen, umober 110606 3anANa 6 YenoGeuECKOM obwecmeae nadnexcawee eti mecmo. [1'd like love
to take its rightful place in society.]. Okudzhava, 65 pesen 163.

3% Michael Binyon explains the State’s various reinventions of femininity in Life in Russia (London:
Hamish Hamilton, 1984) 51: It is appropriate that Russians think of their country as a mother, for in few
other countries do women play such a vital and predominant role. Throughout Russian history the mother
has been the focus of the Russian family, and her image is that of a large, warm, strong woman, almost
enveloping her family in her ample bosom. Russian women have traditionally been the backbone of the
nation, bearing and rearing the younger generation, safeguarding and transmitting Russian values, culture
and religion. They have also tended to do a disproportionate amount of work — toiling in the fields, digging
roads, driving trams, working in heavy industry. The Russian Revolution set out to change all that. It
granted women full legal equality with men, end encouraged them to join in the task of building up a new
society. Women were no longer to be slaves in the kitchen or underpaid workers in sweatshops. See as
well: Binyon, Life in Russia 117: The experiment was Utopian, and like much else in the Revolution,
quietly reversed by Stalin. Strictly enforced ‘communist morality’ replaced free love as the official ideal.
The state could not afford to take over the job of being mother to every child, and after the appalling
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The word love, too, had become a term for the public, collective adoration of the
State—and Okudzhava became an innovator simply by infusing it with intimate, personal

feelings:

Jlonroe BpeMsi y Hac MOYTH He MENH O JIIOOBU, U B CAMOM CJIOBE
(OKCHIIMHA» OBLIO 4YTO-TO COMHHTENbHOe. M3 MpoTecta MNpOTHB
JDKUBOCTH W MyPUTAHCKOTO XAaHXECTBA 5 PELINICA BIIEPBBIE 32 MHOIO
JIET BOCNETh HA PYCCKOM A3BIKE XKCHIUMHY KaK CBATHIHIO, MACTh MPEN
Hell Ha KOJIeHH [...] 3mech MHE MPOHHA OTKasana. Eciu a4 u wyTui, To
TOJILKO Haj Cco0OM Kak repoeM 3THUX IECEH, KOTOPbIE H300paxamu
0eCIOMOUIHOCTh U HEYAAUN MYXXYHH. ..

(For a long time, we barely sang about love here, and the very word
“woman” had something dubious about it. Out of protest against falsity
and puritanical hypocrisy, I decided to do something that hadn’t been
done in Russian for many years, and extolled Woman as a shrine—to
fall to my knees before her ... but my irony failed me here. If this was a
Joke, then the joke was on me, as the hero of these songs portraying the
helplessness and misfortune of men...).>*®

The theme of man’s powerlessness before an idealized woman anchors such
poems as Bauwe eeauuecmeo, owcenwyuna [Your Majesty, Woman)], where the unknown
woman only disillusions the lyrical hero when he learns that she mistook the door [...],
the street, the city and the century [nepenymana oeeps [...J, yruyy, 20pod u 661(‘]366. The
fact is that Okudzhava would gladly idealize any woman as “your Majesty”: even the
simple Naden’ka, in her greasy work clothes and ridiculous beret, from Mz oxon
Kopouxou necem nooxcapucmoi... [The smell of crusts wafis from the windows...]; the
conductress in Hayenennwiii 21a3 00unoxozo nocs... [Focused eye of a lonely elk]; and the

very young heroine of Ilecenxa o xomcomonvcroii 6ozune [Song about a Komsomol

slaughter of the Second World War, motherhood became the sacred duty of every Russian woman. But at
the same time female labour became more and more vital in meeting the country’s ambitious economic
targets. Immediately after the war women had to fill millions of jobs left vacant by the lost generation of
men killed in battle. [...] ironically, the Russians are now searching for the old values of family and
children. Today’s official image is not that of the bulky woman swinging a hammer to build communism,
but of a domesticated mother contentedly fulfilling herself by bringing up children at home. It is the state
that now wants to get women off the shopfloor and back to the hearth, while the younger generation has
taken over the ideals of the early revolutionaries — free love, the smashing of traditional patterns of life.

3 Okudzhava, 65 pesen 51. :

3¢ Bulat Okudzhava, “Vashe Velichestvo, Zhenshchina...,” 65 pesen 51.
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Goddess]. Okudzhava’s tendency to individualize the collective reaches its apex here,
with a categorical symbol of officially sanctioned love—the Komsomol—joined with a
quite un-Soviet goddess. It is a surprising stroke of irony that any member of the
Komsomol might be praised and loved for her individual qualities, instead of her
unconditional devotion to the State. In the above group of poems, this reverence is
declared to be the product of an active, individual will—as opposed to the passive
absorption of exterior cues, whether from the State or reality itself.

The lyrical hero sees beauty where he wants to see it: he gives hyperbolic praise
to a woman who is npocmo coceox/a/, cmap/as/ suaxom/as/ (simply a neighbour, an old
acquaintance)’®” and compares an unattractjve woman in HouteHom, cumyesom, necmpom
(a worn, chintzy, motley dress)*®® dress with Aphrodite herself.

The cycle of poems titled Cmuxomeopenus 6es naseanus [Poems Without a
Title], are dedicated to Okudzhava’s wife Ol'ga, making numerous open professions of

the following variety:

S mo6mmo 3Ty XKEHIINHY,
OudeHb T00ITH0.

(I love this woman,
Love so much.)’®

The cycle is also touched by a concern with departure, of the kind last seen in

Okudzhava’s war poetry, but which returns in full force in his love poems®”’. In

*7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Esli spolna nadyshat'sia morskim aromatom prianym...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-
Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 115.

*%® Okudzhava, “Esli spolna nadyshat'sia morskim aromatom prianym...,” Stikhotvoreniia 115.

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Stikhi bez nazvaniia,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 228. _
%7 Love and parting are such close partners in Okudzhava’s imagination, that it is no wonder so many
tragic love poems are born from departures for the front: Jo ceudanus, manvuuru, Beemy gpemeyxo cgoe...
[There is a time for everything...], Taneo [Tango], I[Iod Mamonmoskoii oceym xocmper [They Burn Fires
Near Mamontovkal, Jynaiickas panmasus [Danube Fantasy], IIposoowi ronkepos [The Cadets’ Send-off),
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expressions evocative of byliny, the lyrical hero of the penultimate poem gallops off with
his beloved 3a Oecﬁmym Oepeenio [to the ends of the earth]—but in the final poem of
Cmuxu 6e3 nazeanus the times and attitudes change, even though the situation is similar,
yet reversed: it is the beloved woman who boards a train and leaves her man. The lyrical

hero ignores the miles between them, remaining faithful and unflagging in his adoration:

H nec, 1 rOpU3OHT Jalexwi,
1 KH3Hb,
Kax [apOBO3HbLI ABIM,

BCE—JIMIIb K Tebe,

KaK Te JOPOTH,
KOTOpBIE

KOTJa-TO

B Pum.

(The woods, remote horizon,
Life itself,

Like locomotive smoke,
All leads to you,

Like those roads
Once

Leading

To Rome.)*”!

The ancient proverb, paraphrased in a poem that mentions modern means of
transportation as well, leaves the impression that all the dramas of love have been
endlessly recycled throughout the centuries, even though the times and attitudes would

never be the same.

Okudzhava’s allegorical anmuunas umnepus mobeu [ancient empire of love] *™

373

has come upon unstable times—its pexpymer [recruits]’™ have become fickle, defending

their vows only 0o nepsozo cpadicenus ceoezo [until their first battle] >,

[Tecenka o condamckux canoeax [The Song of Army Boots], IIposoowst y éoenxomama [Saying Good-Bye at
the Enlistment Office].

> Okudzhava, “Stikhi bez nazvaniia” Stikhotvoreniia 228.

372 Bulat Okudzhava, “Iz poemy,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 74.

°7> Okudzhava, “Iz poemy,” Veselyi barabanshchik 74.

3™ Okudzhava, “Iz poemy,” Veselyi barabanshchik 74.
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Deception has grown more common, and, like the third betrayal, it is darker than
night [...] worse than war [a kax mpemuii 0bman — on nowu memuetl, [...] oH 60tiHbL
cmpawneii]’”. A furtive love [m06066 ¢ oznsaokoi]’’® replaces true love, which is now
compared to a battlefield. This is how the lyrical hero talks about the issues of betrayed

love and infidelity:

U nna HEC, KaK Ha roaa ocajisnl,

KakK MMPOTUB KPENOCTH, TOTOBAT 31ECh
U conyagaTracs, U JUBCPCAHTOB,

H 3anagHy, ¥ NOAKYIIbl, U JICCTh.

(And for it /love/, as for years of siege,
As against a fortress, here they prepare

Investigators, saboteurs,
Traps, bribes and flattery.)

377

The war did not only interrupt existing loves; it also set the scene for impossible,
fleeting loves of its own. The romance in Ilecenka kasanepzapda [The Cavalry Guard’s
Song] is one of these front-line affairs whose dissolution was built into its very fabric.

Okudzhava’s usual chimeras must bow to the poignancy of the moment:

He o6emaiite neBe oHOIM
J0OBH BeUHOI Ha 3emute!

(Do not promise the young woman
Everlasting love on earth!)’’®

In Meocecmpa Mapus [Nurse Maria), there is yet another description of the act of

love, a subject foreign to the Soviet canon:

H Mapus, packuHyB pyKH,

IUTbLIa 110 JTOH peke.

U 6b1nu 4epHBIME ¥ G€300HHEIMU
rony0sle ee riasa.

(And Maria, arms outspread,

" Bulat Okudzhava, “A kak pervaia lubov' - ona serdtse zhmet...,” Bud' zdorov, shkoliar: Stikhi
(Frankfurt-Main: Posev, 1966) 194.

37 Okudzhava, “Iz poemy,” Veselyi barabanshchik 74.

377 Okudzhava, “Iz poemy,” Veselyi barabanshchik 75.

*8 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka Kavalergarda,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 290.
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Sailed on that river.
And black and fathomless
Were her blue eyes.)’”’

For Okudzhava, the end of an affair often necessitated yet further demonstrations
of love. Even when it is obvious that there is nothing left to be salvaged, his lyrical hero
refuses to abandon his old love or hope for it. The poem Ewe 0oun pomanc [One More
Romance] finds the lyrical hero justifying a drought of letters from a woman who had

promised to write:

OHa, KOHCYHO, MUIICT MHE, HO... TIOCTAPCIN NOYTAJIbOHBI,
U BCE NaBHO NEPEeMEHUNUCH aapeca.

(Of course she’s writing me, but ... the mailmen have grown old,
And everyone changed their address long ago.)’*

Ironically, however, the inverse is also true—love itself necessitates parting.
Parting caused by a man’s leaving for the front is a very well developed love situation in
Okudzhava’s poetry. These poems are discussed in the “War” chapter of the present
thesis. Parting is a voluntary act in peacetime, but this does not make it any easier:

[...] B pasiyke HEBO3MOXKHO KUTh O€3 crie3,
HOTOMY 4TO Nepef Helf IBe TOpory — Ta u 31a,
Ta MPEKPacHa, HO HAMpacHa, 3Ta, BUAKUMO, BCEPhE3.

([...] Impossible to be separated without tears,

Because before her lie two roads: one and the other,

One beautiful, but in vain, and the other, apparently for real.)*®’

For Okudzhava, love and parting are so closely intertwined that even the strongest

love carries the burden of its own decay:

JIBe BEUHBIX MOAPYTHU — JIFOGOBL H pa3iiyka —
He xoadr onHa 6e3 apyroii.

(Two everlasting friends—love and parting—

*™ Bulat Okudzhava, “Medsestra Maria,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989)
4,

%" Bulat Okudzhava, “Eshcho odin romans,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 360.

! Bulat Okudzhava, “Ne soliutsia nikogda zimy dolgie i leta...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 254.
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Never leave each other’s side.)*

This overview of Okudzhava’s “departure poems” may be concluded with the
mention of the noteworthy Cuumca wwu we cnumea?.. [Is it a dream?..],
Bocxuyennocmo eawum cepoyem, eauum ceemon... [ Enchantment with your heart, your
light...], and Coeounenue cepoey — cmapumnoe npucnocobnenue... [The union of
hearts—an old contrivance...]. In the last of these, the lyrical hero is unable to end a

relationship philosophically, even though it is he who has lost his feelings for the other:

TEPSIIOT BCAKOE 3HAUEHUE
BCE M3PECUCHUS MYJPBIX KHUT
M YMHHUKOB HPaBOYHEHUS.
(All meaning is lost

From every wise books’ maxim
And the moralizing of the learned.’®

However, the lyrical hero knows that parting is a better solution than doubts and
lies:

H ecu BrpsAMb OpuILLIa Opa,
BCE paccy X IeHU HaTlPaCHEL:
9TO GBLIO — CINBLIO CO ABOPA. ..

(And if the time has really come,
All reasoning becomes useless:
What was — is not any more...)***

A final love poem will begin to point toward virtue’s position in the context of
Okudzhava’s larger philosophy. In [amsmu O6yxoeoii [In Memory of Obukhova]*®’, the
lyrical hero contemplates how much his life would have been impoverished without a
certain beautiful female voice singing an old romance. To have a rich life, he concludes,

each relationship, conversation and experience must be lived to the fullest:

%2 Bulat Okudzhava, “Dorozhnaia pesnia,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 215.

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Soedinenie serdets...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 229.

3% Okudzhava, “Soedinenie serdets...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 229.

% Nadezhda Andreevna Obukhova, the great Russian mezzo-soprano and contralto (1886-1961).
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Korna 6 BB He cniesty TOT CTapelii pomanc,
S ymep Gbl, Tak U He 3Had O BAC. ..

(If you hadn’t sung this old romance,
I’d have died, without knowing of you at all...)**

Okudzhava thirsted after all aspects of life, and even a long life would have
seemed insufficient to him. The lyrical hero of Jasaiime eocxnuyams, dpye dpyzom
socxuwamucs [Let’s exclaim, let’s admire each other] urges humanity to make the most
of every moment. Arguments must be replaced with spontaneous warmth, because
without an open exchange of thoughts and opinions, there can be no experience, no
dialogue, no life:

BBICOKOTApHBIX CIOB HE CTOUT ONACATHCA.
JaBaliTe roBOPHTE JPYT NPYry KOMILIMMEHThI-
Benan 310 BCe MOOBY CUACTIIMBBIE MOMEHTHI.

(It does not do to fear high-flown words.
Let us pay each other compliments—

Love’s happy moments are exactly this.)**’

In these pieces, the reader will detect the echo of a hedonistic, Epicurean
worldview. Epicurus’s philosophy developed in close connection with the cult of life—if
life, he believed, could unfold peacefully, without pain, illness or suffering, happiness
had already been attained. Epicurus also felt the need to draw the fullest potential out of
each of life’s moments. The philosopher laid emphasis on “whatever makes your soul
happy...”; he was known for his cult of friendship and a noble, refined life. The modest
circle of friends and flowers in the garden are both examples of what was the most

enjoyable aspect of life for his followers. Epicurus is quoted as saying:

So long as you do not overstep the boundaries of the law or good
manners, do not sadden your neighbour, and do not lose the means for
survival, you may use the wealth that life offers you as you wish.*®,

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pamiati Obukhovoi,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 239.

*%7 Bulat Okudzhava, “Davaite vosklitsat', drug drugom voskhishchat'sia...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia
{Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 197.
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In the poem Ha nonomne y Annvi Bensikoeoii..., the lyrical hero refers to Socrates

in what is the only direct mention of the well known Greek in Okudzhava’s works:

H 4T1o-10 ecTh, HaBEPHOE, BO MHE
ot [...] Cokpara.

(And there is something, to be sure, in me
Of ... Socrates.)*®

Okudzhava’s voice can be heard in that of his first-person lyrical hero, and it
seems safe to read this as a nod to another seminal influence on Okudzhava’s thinking.
The Athenian philosopher was the first to single out moral values and to distinguish
between ethical and general knowledge—although he made no claim to extensive
learning, his intuition permitted him to tell good from evil. Socratic good had nothing to
do with riches or fame, but depended on the fearless, individual pursuit of virtue. For
him, happiness, reason and virtue were co-extensive. While ethical intellectualism was an
important tool in this struggle, the philosopher also insisted on heeding the whisperings
of one’s own soul, as well as the divine: a man’s soul would not allow him to harm his
neighbour, while the divine provided moral insight.

Just as Okudzhava’s treatment of the theme of love was a sign of change in Soviet
letters, his rejection of Marxism in favour of ancient, Western models demonstrates the
options that had begun to open to Russian writers in the years after 1953. At one point or
another, Okudzhava’s work deals with virtue and reason, ethics and the divine (think of
his poem Ymo maxoe oywa? [What Is a Soul?]), but never in an overly critical way.

Perhaps Okudzhava is most indebted to Greek philosophy for his use of Socratic irony—

388 Compare W1. Tatarkiewicz, Historia filozofii (Warsaw: PWN, 1988) 140 (translation mine, M.R.).
**” Bulat Okudzhava, “Na polotne u Anny Beliakovoi,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 248.
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the philosopher, like the poet,.would feign simplicity to lure his audience into accepting
his way of thinking®®".

The figure of Okudzhava’s lyrical -hero provides a particularly rich source of
insight into the writer’s philosophy. As a rule, Okudzhava’s poems lend themselves to
narration: they almost always tell a short story, describe a location and time, and give an
impression of the narrator as well. Reflecting the author’s own ideals, the lyrical hero
usually appears as a simple man of simple means, a man who would wear the same coat
year after year. Content with what little life has to offer him, his greatest wish is to
experience his simple life without the intrusions of war or mundane problems.

He prizes the absence of violence so highly that he often seems to lead an
exclusively internal, emotional life. His attachment to this private philosophy, in turn,
guarantees that his belief in good will never falter. He prefers to remain within the depths
of his own emotional world, where he can uphold the principle of harmlessness toward
his fellow human beings. All of these attributes found an extremely receptive audience in
the post-Stalinist Soviet Union—while this character bore a certain similarity to the poor,
schematized Socialist Realist hero, he can surely be interpreted as a total negation of the
thoughtless, over-achieving Stakhanovism of his day. By using this persona, at once
simple and intellectual, Okudzhava was able to reach a much wider circle of readers and,
by the same token, introduce his non-violent philosophy to a large part of the population.
His avoidance of conventionally edifying or overly estheticised messages points to the

fact that his art was born from a need for self-expression and discussion with the intended

3% Socratic irony: So called afier Socrates whose favourite device was to simulate ignorance in discussion,
especially by asking a series of apparently innocuous questions in order to trap his interlocutor into error.
Cuddon 837.
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reader, a down-to-earth intelligentsia. In Okudzhava’s work, the communicative function
of the language always remains in the foreground, favoured over art-for-art’s-sake.

While reason would dictate that no man should inflict pain on another, real life
affords ample conditions for even involuntary harm. In 3aesorcuii mysvixanm yenyemes c
mpyboro... [A touring musician kisses his trumpet...], the lyrical hero watches a woman
pine for a musician’s attentions. The trumpeter remains aloof, entirely absorbed in his
music—there is no room in his heart for both his art and the woman. Out of love for the
suffering woman, the lyrical hero repeatedly begs her to cdme to her senses, because the
artist’s indifference can only cause her further pain.

Tor 6 yem 6unosama?... [What are you guilty of?] also concerns a lyrical hero
apostrophizing an abandoned woman. He insists that no one should ever grow so
dependent as to give up the struggle for their own rights—he defends the independence
and dignity that should have caused her to flee as soon as she felt the humiliation of her

lover’s half-love™":

A KTO B TOM BHHOIO?
A TBI U BHHOIO:

BCE TEHBIO OblJIa

Y Hero 3a CINHHOIO.

(And whose fault is this?
The fault is yours:

You were always the shadow
Behind his back.)*”

Ter 6 vem 6unoséama? ... is a love poem built around the structure of a folk song or
counting rhyme: other examples include Jlemo [Summer] with its neglected heroine
waiting by the window for her husband, as well as Mapga and 3ee30u coinniomes 6

eyemyio mpasy... [The stars are falling on the thick grass...].

! Bulat Okudzhava, “Ty v chem vinovata?...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 78.
392 Okudzhava, “Ty v chem vinovata?...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 78.
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While prostitution was never officially recognized under Stalin’s reign of terror,
Okudzhava touches on the tragic taboo of this love trade in Oma scenwyuna ’makaﬂ...
[This woman is like this...] and Ilecenxa o mopsxax [The Song about Sailors], where
npunopmosuie yapesnvl k pebamam epemennvim cnewam [The dockside tsarevnas hurry
to temporary boyfriena’s]393 .

Friends and friendship are a particularly important theme for Okudzhava, as
evidencéd by the quantity of his writing on the subject: in addition to his tributes to
friends Kim, Danel’, Galich and Vysotskii, there are poems such as ITecenxa Benne [A
Song for Bella (Akhmadulina)], where he is ready to give his friends the most impossible
gifts:

51 nan Obl Tebe KPBUTHS,
Ja y MEHs UX HeT.

(I'd have given you wings,
But I don’t have any.)**

These poems emphasise the lifetime of work and devotion that must be put into

fostering each friendship:

H no nocmennero yaca
Oyny s BEpeH Ipy3baM.

(And until my last hour
[ will be faithful to my friends.)*”

Cult of friendship and life-affirming camaraderie is central to Yyscmeyio: nopa
npowamuca... [1 feel it’s time to say goodbye...] and also to I pysunckas necus [Georgian

Song], which additionally evokes Caucasian hospitality. These are two poems in which

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o moriakakh,” Kapli datskogo korolia: Kinostsenarii, pesni dlia kino
(Moscow: Kinotsentr, 1991) 217.

3% Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka Belle,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989)
299.

** Bulat Okudzhava, “Vitia, sygrai na gitare,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 250.
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the lyrical hero opens his heart and home to faithful friends. The warm tone
communicates how important these relationships are to him, whether they are with his
own countrymen or friends from far abroad. In the words of another poem, each has
equal claim to being part of the poet’s generation (think of Moe noxonenue: Bcezo na
00HO uwb M2HO6eHuUe ... [My generation, if only for a moment...]).

Distance has spelled the end of many friendships, not least of all those of the
Soviet émigrés—see Bce nopasvexanuce Oasnbim-oasno [Everybody Went Off Long
Ago]. These people were often unwilling migrants, leaving the only home they had ever

known for the uncertain prospects of a new life in an unfamiliar country:

Hagcerna-HaBcerna,
MEX HOYaMH | THIMHU,
ME3X BBICOKOH Cynb0OH H XKITbEM
MBI BPOCIIH,
CJIOBHO COCHBI,
CBOMMH KOPHAMHU
B TY CTpaHy, Ha KOTOPO XKHBEM.

(For ever and ever,

Through long nights and days,
Through our dwellings and high destiny
Like pines

With our roots

We grew into
The country where we live.)**®

In the text of the above poem, the author addresses his friend, V. Maksimov, by
name: Bonoos Maxcumos. In reality, Maksimov, after a life full of persecutions in the
Soviet Union, still managed to leave for Paris, where he soon became the editor of the
literary journal Konmunenm [Continent]. His fate is an excellent illustration of the typical

397

path of life, shared by many Russian writers™’. Once they are wrenched from their old

396 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pesenka o Sokol'nikakh,” Veselyi barabanshchik (London: Flegon Press, 1966) 33.
*7 Compare Kazak, Entsiklopedicheskii slovar russkoi literatury s 1917 goda 462-64.
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soil, however, it is only a matter of years before Pomozpaguu opyseii [Photographs of
Friends]™® are the only things that survive to testify to their fading memories.

Of all Okudzhava’s hymns to friendship, however, the most known is perhaps
CmapuHﬁaﬂ cmyoenueckan necus [An Old Student Song). Like Bzamvca 3a pyxu e s 1u
npuseiean eac, 2ochooa? ... [Didn’t I call you gentlemen to join hands?...], it is a call to
strengthen the friendships that bind people, rather than weaken them with petty disputes.
The power that comes from mutual cooperation can also be seen to have larger, political
implications:

Kak BOXXIENeHHO KaXKAET BEK
Halrynare Opelib y Hac B LETIOUKE. ..
BossmemMces 3a pyky, Apy3b,

4100 HE NPOMNACTh MOOIHHOUKE.

(The century craves so keenly
To detect a gap in our chain...

Let’s join hands, friends,

So we don’t perish one by one.)*”

Cmapunnas cmyoenueckas necus is built with great regularity. Since the poem’s
semantic layer presents a comparison of the battle for friendship with battles in wartime,
it requires a strong rhythm, tension and dynamism reminiscent of the Okudzhava’s war
poems*®.

On the other end of Okudzhava’s scale of values, there are the qualities that pose

a threat to man’s well-being and must be eschewed. Among these is plain stupidity and

*® Bulat Okudzhava, “Fotografii druzei,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001)
281.
*  Bulat Okudzhava, “Starinnaia studencheskaia pesnia,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:
Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 310.

0 1t is written in jambic tetrametre, with hypermetrical even lines producing a pattern of alternating
oxytonic (masculine) and paroxytonic (feminine) rhymes. At various points in all three stanzas, the initial
iamb is replaced by a trochee. This phenomenon of transaccentuation repeats in stanzas S, 11, 18, and 22.
In the final two stanzas several pyrrhic feet may be noted. The perfect rhythm is fully achieved despite the
occasional half rhyme, most of which are based on assonance and consonance. The stanzas are bound
together through syntactical repetition: the parallels between the last two lines of the final two stanzas are
especially strong, and these both find a weaker reflection in the lines of the first stanza.
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stupid people claiming that the wise people around them are the truly ignorant ones.
Stupidity is the central theme in poems such as Ilecenxa npo dypaxoe [The Song about
Fools], Jlama noocex ne samoyum [A Lady Won't Wet Her Dainty Feet] and Aumon
Tanery Yexoe oonadicowr samemun... [Anton Palych Chekhov once remarked...].

Another dangerous type is the rich man, who cannot grasp the following simple
lesson from Cmamb 602ameem unoii noposum... [Some want to be rich...]:

[...] He nokymaroTcs-
n06poe uMsi, TaJJaHT U JIH0OOBb.

([...] you can’t buy

A good name, talent or love.)*"'

Egotists also make their appearance in this rogues’ gallery (ITecenxa o xopone u
conoamax and A manenvruil, 2opno 6 anzune [I am Small and My Throat is Sore]), as do
the covetous (Cuacmausuux [Lucky Guy]) and slanderous (IIpo6panacy 6 nawy ocusne
xneeema... [Slander stole into our life...]). The forgiveness of the good-hearted stands out
against this backdrop, as in Bempeua [Meeting], but theirs is an unequal contest if they
choose to fight these evils alone. Okudzhava’s championing of traditional friendship
makes all the more sense in this context.

The value of solitude stands not in opposition to friendship, but parallel to it.
Whereas gregarious, supportive friendship makes life easier, the virtues of seclusion may
seem more elusive to the lonely people waiting for a letter to break their isolation (Moii
noumanvon [My Postman]) or to Muscovites lost and lonely in the crowd (Mockosckuii
Mypaeeii).

Out of his belief in active self-fulfillment (Yezo ne nomepseuw—moeco, Gpam, ne

402

Hauoews — Brother, you cannot find what isn’t lost)*” and the defense of individual

“! Bulat Okudzhava, “Stat’ bogateem inoi norovit...,” Kapli datskogo korolia: Kinostsenarii, pesni dlia
kino (Moscow: Kinotsentr, 1991) 231.
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rights, Okudzhava often encourages others to embark on a personal quest to regain their

lost happiness. Okudzhava cherishes an active approach to life. The point of departure is:

Yero He noTepsielis — TOro, Opart, He HalieLs

(What is not lost — you won’t be able to find, brother.)**

A model for this process can be found in Hournoii paseosop [A Conversation at
Night], where the seeker has only his instincts to lead him to that unknown, nameless joy,
yet mounts his steed and sets off anyway:

~TBl 4TO MOTEPAN, MOS paIOCTE?-
KpHUy s eMy.

U oH otBeuaer:

-Ax, ecniut 6 5 3HaI ITO caM...

(“What did you lose, my dear?”

I cry to him.

And he replies:

“Oh, if only I myself knew...”)***

The poet often encourages his characters to look for the happiness they have lost

during their life. The path of life frequently appears in Okudzhava’s poetry, as a road full

of obstacles and complications**’:

OcTopoxHeit:
Tonop noa Horamu!
A noporu Hazal COXKeHb!!

(Be careful:
You’re walking an axe’s edge!
And the roads back are burned away!)*®

%2 Okudzhava, “Dal niaia doroga,” Zamek nadziei 264.

43 Okudzhava, “Dal niaia doroga,” Zamek nadziei 264.

“* Bulat Okudzhava, “Nochnoi razgovor,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 233.

05 Tanenss oopoza [Long Road], ITo Cmonenckoii oopoze [On the Road to Smolensk], B cady Hecxyunom
muwuna — [Silence in the Neskuchnyi Garden], I1apoxod nonpowaemcs 6acom... [The steamship will say
its bass goodbye...], Jopoza [Road)], Ap6amcruii deopux [Arbat Yard), Me npuedem myoa, npuedem... [We
will come there, come...], [lecenka 06 omkpeimoii dsepu [Song About an Open Door}, Bom s dobuparoce
00 ceoux gvicom... [Here I am, attaining my Heights...).

% Bulat Okudzhava, “Osen’ ranniaia...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 253.
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Bom s 0obupatoce 0o ceoux evicom” [Here I am, attaining my heights] and
T'onyboii uenosex [Blue Man] are two poems where the image is developed into a

complex, tiring uphill climb. Having set his mind on a goal, the lyrical hero doggedly

407

“clambers” [rapabkaemca]™' toward it through the rest of his days, ignoring the

onlookers’ lack of faith. His sheer effort drowns out any doubts that his days might be
numbered, his potential limited, or his destiny preordained.
The lyrical hero of Hmax, s nocmapero... [And so I will grow old...] is afraid the

next generation will elbow him right off the path. Startled, he asks:

Heysxenu s nocrapeto,
KalllHe 3aKpydy Ha IUero

(Will I really grow old,

And wrap a scarf around my neck)**®

Luckily, Okudzhava’s lyrical hero does not require much to be happy. He finds

meaning all around him, in the details of everyday life*"’:

M mbl vgem 3a Humu. Kak B mieHy.
3a Oyausamu.
H B 3TOM — Halle cyacThe.

(And we follow behind them. Like prisoners.
Behind the workaday.

And therein lies our happiness.)*'°

The path of life sometimes presents a fork in the road. For Okudzhava, the right
choice will benefit not only the person concerned, but also his environment and those

around him. Expedience must never be suffered to inflict harm, yet over-deliberation is

407

Bulat Okudzhava, “Goluboi chelovek,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
‘%Ogoé)ufeggbkudzhava, “Itak, ia postareiu...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
420(303[2]1106616.K cmpemumcs 6 npocmomy [Man Aims for Simplicity], A mecay mouxuii-monxuii [But the Moon
is So, So Thin], Xusne oxomnuxa [A Hunter’s Life] and Cuine, seuep, 363001 [Evening, Pour Out the
25‘ltoarBf}l.Iat Okudzhava, “Syp", vecher, zvezdy,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt,
2001) 162.
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an equal peril, as it betrays [usmensem]*'" our fleeting moments. Time waits for no man,

spiriting away untold numbers of choices as soon as they appear:

B >xu3uu BeIGOpa He MHOTO:
KoMy — neHb, a KOMY — HOUb.
JIBe nopory OT mopora:

Onna — B oM, pyras — npoYs.

(Life presents few choices:

Day for some, for others night.
Two roads lead from the doorstep:
One within, and one without.)*'?

Man has no one but himself to blame for the things he failed to do on the path of
life. As the lyrical hero of Aucmei [Storks] puts it, he cannot blame the storks. Because of
this sense of personal responsibility, it can be said that Okudzhava promotes an active
approach to life.

Mazuueckoe «osa». E20 evicomui... [Magic “two”! Its heights...] is typical of
Okudzhava’s “decision” poems. Here, the choices that await a man are clearly pointed
out and the importance of the moment of choosing is underscored. Man encounters a
milestone where his future hangs in the balance—one chapter is closed, and a new one
begins.

While man must embrace a life of active adventure and risk, he must maintain the
distance—some would say scepticism—needed to ensure meaningful, well-informed
choices. Blind adherence to any philosophy is detrimental when the possibilities are so

complex:

YTo MOst )KU3HB? — 3TH KPACKH B OKHE.
CKOJIbKO K€ B HUX BapHaHTOB BO3MOXKHBIX...

(What is my life? — These colours outside my window.
How many different possibilities lie within them...)*"

' Bulat Okudzhava, “Vremia,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 236.
12 Bulat Okudzhava, “Chaepitie na Arbate,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 181.




182

Walking the path requires such diligence, that man is often blinded to the colossal
efforts that keep him moving forward. The lyrical hero of Jecamv muicay dopoe, u
mpegoz, u MOpok nepedcums... [To survive ten thousand roads, and fears, and

shadows ...] is amazed by the force residing within humans:

TsI xpacHB, yesoBeK!
OT0 Halo X TaKoe CyMeTh!

(You, Man, are beautiful!
Such a thing can be no accident!)*'*

Man’s progress is further assisted by an amazing intuition, which surfaces when

he is faced with the most difficult of choices:

[...] ymynpsieTca oH, uynax,
Ha ApMapke
NOLENYEB U JIpak,
B CJIaBOCJIOBUH
U ryJib6e
BhIOHPATH TOJIbKO JII000BB cebe!

({...]Strange bird, he contrives
At the fair
Of kisses and fights,
In the glories
And depths
He takes for himself only love!)*"

In ITucemo Anmoxonsckomy [A Letter to Antokol ski], the path becomes a seaway.

The lyrical hero is on board a ship that flies across the waves like an arrow [nemum no

416

sonnam cmpenoit] ", on a course known only to the captain. He has entrusted his fate to

the hands of the crew, who now command where he will travel and in which port he will

3 Bulat Okudzhava, “Iz Washingtona v naznachennyi srok,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 328.

14 Bulat Okudzhava, “Desat tysiach dorog, i trevog, i morok perezhit'...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-
Petersburg: Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 559,
“* Bulat Okudzhava, “Mgnovenno slovo: Korotok vek...,” Stikhotvoreniia (Sankt-Petersburg:

Akademicheskii proekt, 2001) 279.
416 Bulat Okudzhava, “Pis'mo Antokol'skomu,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii,
1989) 106-07.
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alight. These judges seem benign, however, when compared to the neighbours he has left
behind—ones who would have greeted his death with little more than hypocrisy and bile.
Sea and ship are powerful emblems of freedom, reflections of a surging world far
from dry stable land and the plodding security or—worse—suffocation of home. The true
wanderer on the path of life is irresistibly impelled toward the liberation and unexpected
discoveries that reside in the unknown. Boats symbolize the crossings into the unknown
made by both the living and the dead *'”. The Penguin Dictionary of Symbols goes on to

state:

Ships conjure up ideas of strength and safety in the dangers of
a voyage [...]. The ship is like a star, which orbits about its
pole, the earth, but under human control. It is a picture of life
in which the individual must choose a goal and steer a
course.*'®

The image of the boat stands against that of the sea, which is described as follows:

“Seas and oceans are images of the primal, undifferentiated
state of primeval formlessness. [...] In sum, the sea is a
symbol of the dynamism of life. Everything comes from the
sea and everything returns to it. It is a place of birth,
transformation and rebirth. With its tides, the sea symbolizes a
transitory condition between shapeless potentiality and formal
reality, an ambivalent situation of uncertainty, doubt and
indecision, which can end well or ill. Hence the sea is an
image simultaneously of death and of life.*"’

And then, finally, must come death. Okudzhava sees nothing to fear in it, so long
as one holds true to the path, and expires still striving for the ulfimate happiness. ITecenxa
o Gymaoicnom conoamuxe [Song about a Paper Soldier], F'opum nnamsa, ne waoum [A
Burning Flame Makes No Smoke] and the song I'opu, ozomw, 2opu [Burn, Fire, Burn)
capture the essence of this attitude, in which one’s life remains active and

uncompromising until the very end:

*7 Compare Chevalier, and Gheerbrant 106.
18 Chevalier, and Gheerbrant 876.
1% Chevalier, and Gheerbrant 836-38.
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Ipoxute nera 6 noTna,

a TaM myckaif BexyT

34 BCE TBOH JIEJ1a

Ha CaMbl¥ CTPAIIHbLH CyI.
(Live your years but to the full,
And you will let them lead you

For all that you did

To the most horrible of trials.)**°

At the same time, the poet suggests that man prepare for death by accepting his
old age, conserving good memories and forgiving the wrongs committed against him. In
order to reach his peace with death, man must approach it in harmony with the natural

order, and with as little fear of the unknown as he had in life:

YMepeTh — TOXeE HAN0 YMETh,
Kak Obl KH3Hb HH JIOMAaJIA...

(You must also know how to die,

No matter how hard your life becomes. ..)**!

To Okudzhava, man’s last act on this earth must be to die in dignity and peace:

A nocnennee — Bory,
HocJaeaHee —- HE Hallle,
MOCeHee — 3TO He B CUET.

(And the last is of God,
The last is not ours,

The last is not our concern.)**

Man cannot know whether his own forgiveness will be enough to merit God’s
pardon when he departs this life. All man has is hope, and a murky conjecture that those
who have gone before were in fact accepted, if only because none of them has returned.
Countless questions remain, however: why do the dead not share their supposed

happiness with those still alive (Ha cuepms Bbpuca banmepa [On the Occasion of the

20 Bylat Okudzhava, “Gori, ogon', gori,” 65 pesen 21.

! Bulat Okudzhava, “Umeret’ - tozhe nado umet'...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii
rabochii, 1989) 169.

22 Okudzhava, “Umeret’ — tozhe nado umet’...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia 169.
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Death of Boris Balter]) and why is man taken before he can grasp the full meaning of life
(IIouemy mor ucuesaem... [Why do we disappear...)).
Fear of God’s judgement is among the greatest reasons to lead a moral life and to

work for the common good:

Tot, kTo OaxeH, He Goutcs rpexa.

(The blessed are not afraid of sin.)***
When man looks back upon his life, he should, like the lyrical hero of ITo xaxoi
pexe meou kopabne niwieem... [Whichever river your ship sails down...] be able to say he
was of use to others:

ModxeT, XHU3Hb MOl U OblIa CMeLIHa,
Ho xoMy-Hubyzb U oHa HyXKHa.

(It might be that my life was laughable,
But someone had a need of it.)***

llecenxa «Cosecmv, bnazopoocmso u docmouncmeo...» [The Song “Conscience,
nobility and dignity... ] sums up all that the lyrical hero needs to guide his steps. Respect

for the three titular virtues is the only requirement for a good death:

MosxerT, H He CTaHelIb MoOeIuTEIEM,
HO 3aTO YMpELIb KaK YEIOBEK.

(You may not come out a victor,
But you shall die a Man.)*??

Okudzhava’s poems about Man’s inner world—whether outwardly praising the
virtues of Love, Faith and Hope, promoting his belief in non-violence and compassion, or
dwelling on the mysteries of the path of life—form a distinct, unified whole within his

larger opus. Both the depth of his reflection and the sheer prodigality of his work on these

23 Bulat Okudzhava, “Avgust v Latvii,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow: Moskovskii rabochii, 1989)
319. :

“* Bulat Okudzhava, “Po kakoi reke tvoi korabl plyvet...,” Izbrannoe: Stikhotvoreniia (Moscow:
Moskovskii rabochii, 1989) 309. '

% Okudzhava, “Pesenka,” Stikhotvoreniia 430.
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ethical issues speak volumes about his commitment to the theme. There can be few more

fitting conclusions to the body of the present thesis.
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CONCLUSION

The classification of Okudzhava’s poems according to their themes constituted
the first step in the present thesis. The following thematic groups of poems have been
identified: poems about war, those dealing with the legacy of the terror years under
Stalin, with work and creative act, as well as poems about town, nature and folklore and
those dealing with man’s inner world. Further, each of the thematic groups was analyzed
from the point of view of their author’s innovation and by opposing the official literary
approach to each and every of the described topics. This was a way in which the
uniqueness of the author’s quiet but convincing voice and peaceful worldview could be
underscored to its fullest against the background of official Soviet literature.
Okudzhava’s voice soon became representative of a nation that had just started to awake
from fear-filled and oppressive times.

Given the quantity of Okudzhava’s poems and the necessary delimitations
imposed on the scope of the analyzed works, the picture is still not complete. However, it
is the first attempt on such a large scale to classify and analyze Okudzhava’s poetic
works.

Since Okudzhava’s poems are strongly grounded in the historical and
biographical reality of his times, it was necessary to use this rather traditional approach.
There are, of course, many universal aspects of Okudzhava’s poetry that are
communicable without an extensive knowledge of Soviet reality. However, to understand
as many semantic layers of these poems as possible, the reader has to possess a solid

background in both Okudzhava’s personal life and the life of his terrorized nation.
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An attempt to group Okudzhava’s poems according to their themes and to their
author’s new approach to these themes in his works is just one possibility. Many other
options exist and have not been researched.

Okudzhava’s poems might become an interesting topic of analysis if seen, for
example, as a source of factual, every-day information about the life in the Soviet Union
and Russia between the 1960s and 1990s. It would be also interesting and new to look
into some symbols that appear over and over in these poems (for example, the symbblism
of colors). Another option worth exploring would be the correlation between the metric
system used by Okudzhava in a majority of poems belonging to a given group and this
group’s theme. The possibilities are limitless and, considering the largely under-studied
area, each may constitute another valuable and original contribution to knowledge of
Russian literature.

Hopefully, the topic of the present thesis and the fact that it focused on a bard
who opened the doors to the new, intimate communication in literature after years of
state-governed literary production, will serve in stirring interest among many scholars for

years to come.
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Appendix 1

THE PHENOMENON OF RUSSIAN BARDS

The Russian bards are a cultural phenomenon involving poets who express their
opposition to injustices occurring in Soviet society, as well as their disagreement with
accepﬁng the official culture with its demand for Socialist Realism in the Soviet Union;
their origins are multiple. Their songs stem from the 6zamnas song (thieves’ cant) and
labour camp music that spread in the USSR following Khruschev’s release of the
yeonosnuxu (criminals) from the camps after Stalin’s death. In addition, the other sources
of their music were the tourist song (mypucmcxas necus), student songs (cmyodenueckasn

necus)™°, and stage songs (scmpaonas necus).

2% 4 number of songs were devoted to nature and that became the new generation’s idol. These songs were
named tourist. Students’ (cmydenueckas necnsn) and tourist (mypucmckas necws) songs were not
necessarily author’s songs (asmopckas necus), since some of them were written by two people (a poet and
a composer) and were not sung by their authors. They can be called amateur songs (camodesmenvras
necns). Yet these songs were connected with the author’s song in their main characteristics, intimacy and
sincerity of expression. [...] The advantage of the amateur songs was that they were not accountable to the
institution of censorship. As such they were not approved for publication, recording, or performance at
official concerts, but they were never intended to be official. These songs were sung with the
accompaniment of the seven-stringed acoustic guitar — an inexpensive, portable instrument also known for
its romantic connotations (e.g., Spanish serenades, Gypsy songs). Since the songs were never recorded by
the official state company, Melodiia, they were distributed on tape. The tape players in the early 1960s
were crude, and the open-reel tape ofien tore, but this turned out to be the way to promote the songs. The
tape players were expensive. People would save for months to buy them and immediately fill the
complimentary free cassette with the songs. This form of distribution was called magnitizdat
(maznumusdam). It worked like the samizdat (camuzoam), the system of retyping a work using about eight
carbon copies; and the tamizdat (mamuzoam), the system of distributing the works published in the West.
[-..] The amateur songs represent a wide range of works, from semiofficial songs by professionals that
made their way into the young intellectual crowd, to songs written by students and young scientists, to the
author’s songs. The emergence of the genre of the author’s songs was influenced by the works of Berthold
Brecht and of the French chansonniers Yves Montand and Georges Brassens, who were admired in the
Soviet Union. In the Russian tradition, the bards are close to Aleksandr Vertinskii, the author of the mood
songs and a famous pre-revolutionary cabaret author and singer who returned at the end of the 1940s to
the Soviet Union from his emigration to the West, and to Yury Morfessi, a salon Gypsy singer. The author’s
songs are not homogenous; being intimate expressions of individual feelings, they differ as much as the
personalities of their authors. Anatoly Vishevsky, Soviet Literary Culture in the 1970s: The Politics of
Irony (Gainesville: University Press of Florida, 1993) 45-6.
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Historically, the first to talk about their World War Two experiences poetically
were the young poets who joined the army directly from the Moscow Institute of History,
Philosophy and Literature, and who were killed on the front. They were called nosmui-
¢ponmosuxu [poets- front-line soldiers] and included, among others, Pavel D. Kogan
(1918-42), Mikhail V. Kul'chitskii (1919-43) and Nikolai P. Maiorov (1919-42).
Contrary to the boisterous official poetry of the war period, their poems were simpler,
quieter and far from hyperbolical. They clearly became one of the sources of inspiration
for Okudzhava’s anti-war poetry.

After the war, Okudzhava, together with Evgenii M. Vinokurov, Boris A. Slutskii,
and David S. Samoilov (real last name Kaufman), wrote the main body of their war

427

poems. Andrzej Drawicz believes™' that, for the poets of the second wave of war poems

(6amanucmuueckan eonna), war was not a theme, but a prism through which they
interpreted the world. Drawicz claims that the image of war is present in every poem and
theme touched upon by these writers. In case of Okudzhava, this statement seems to be
just partially right. It is true that the war theme dominates his poems and that the anti-war
poems were perceived by readers as the most important thematic group in the works of
Okudzhava. However, as can be seen from the preceding chapters, other themes remain
independent from the war theme. More obvious is the stronger influence of the war theme
in the poems deaiing with the years of Stalin’s terror.

The poets of the second wave of war poems viewed their work, to some extent, as
a duty to be fulfilled. The other issues attracting their attention is the issue of the vocation

of an artist, especially of a poet, and that of the poet’s right to free speech (for which O.

Mandel shtam fought so hard in the 1930s). Together with this, another theme developed

427 Andrzej Drawicz, Literatura radziecka 1917-1967. Pisarze rosyjscy (Warszawa: PWN, 1968) 243.
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by these poets was the historical one. The role of history was clearly and traditionally
twofold: it was a relatively safe place to hide from present-day dangers and it provided an
abundance of themes that were quite safe to explore. Besides this, historical themes
traditionally served as masks for writers who, despite the strong censorship, tried to
smuggle into their writings ideas about the present times (for example, historical novels
by Okudzhava or volumes by D. Samoilov, such as Bmopoii nepesan [The Second
Passing| and Cyxoe nnams [Dry Fire]).

The Russian bards as a cultural phenomenon*® arrived suddenly and immediately
managed to capture the hearts of the public. The public demanded something new and
incomparable with the production of Socialist Realism**, and the bards provided them

that new point of view.

2 In the Soviet Union, bards of discontent appeared in the mid-1950s as the first wave of prisoners
returned from the Siberian labor camps. [..] As thousands of Soviet citizens, bitter from years of
internment in the desolate interior of the country, returned to the cities of western Russia, their grim
ballads accompanied them. [...] Alexander Arkadevich Ginzburg, a grim, bald-headed man, known simply
as Alexander Galich, emerged as one of the most eloquent critics of the Stalin era. Galich himself never
served in a labor camp, and in fact led a career as a successful dramatist and screenwriter, but his songs of
the Siberian gulag and of the Stalinist terror evoked the pain and suffering experienced by millions of
Soviet citizens during the Stalin era. [...] Galich’s songs, which first appeared in 1962, the same year as
Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s novel A Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich, challenged the Stalin legacy.
Timothy W. Ryback, A History of Rock Music in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union (New York-
Oxford: Oxford UP, 1990) 43.

2 Socialist realism gave the public part of what it wanted: “realism”, adventure, and moral guidance.
Realism meant simple and readable prose and the here and now or a heroic past for the plot and setting —
enterprise, factory, collective farm, research institute, and revolutionary or national battlefield. Socialism
meant fantasized political personalities and a masterplot about a young person, under the tutelage of a
mentor, achieving consciousness by doing battle with obstructionist forces. The masses consumed the new
literature partly because no competition was permitted, but also because its characters were largely
Jolkloric: firm and self-controlled, but loving and good and brave — people that the common reader could
recognize from popular notions of how characters should act and speak. As in most popular fiction, the
plots were formulaic and the writing contained the familiar complement of “‘furrowed brows” and “shining
eyes”. The descriptive lexicon was coded to exalt reason, technology, and the city and to enwrap such
impulses as sex in the dark shades of chaos. The result was a peculiar variety of didactic middlebrow
literature whose rules and codes quickly migrated to statuary, film, radio drama, and song. Socialist realist
culture as a whole was a tortuous compromise between the art of old masters, folk culture, ideology, and
some elements of popular commercial art. Its output was enormous and it embraced not only fiction, but
fictionalized history, communist hagiography, travel prose, and folk materials. Stites 67.
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The sixties were the “golden era” of the Russian bard song, giving rise not only to
writers such as Okudzhava but many other singing poets of a different caliber**’. Hordes
of questionably talented individuals performed in the clubs and interest circles that

appeared at this time**!

. The songs were recorded on “Tembr” or “lauza” tape recorders —
a newly introduced product in the 60s — and despite their poor quality, were an important
technical novelty. The tape recorders (often of the homemade type), and the fast process
of copying the tapes, made state control and persecution harder. Despite these problems,
and largely with help of the Magnitizdat (a tape recorder underground distribution
system), the new genre of the author’s song spread quickly. This was based on a
combination of poetry, guitar accompaniment, intonation and the author’s special
communicative and entertainment talents. Along with a dynamic, lively and responsive
public, the songs of the bards began to take on a public voice on tapes and on the stage,
against the wishes of the official Soviet critics.

The appearance of authors’ songs was preceded by another cultural phenomena:
mass declamation of loud stage poetry using outstanding rhetoric. Evtushenko and
Voznesenskii began this yet unseen trend of reading poetry at huge stadiums to thousands
of listeners, during the time when the West influenced the Soviet Union with jazz music
and the shocking sounds of the Beatles. The authors’ songs also differed from the popular

Russian song (openly disliked by Okudzhava) in the number of authors who created

them. While the pop song required an author for the lyrics, a composer and a performer

% Next to the big names of Okudzhava, Galich or Vysotskii, there were as well N. Matveeva, 1. Vizbor,
Al. Sukhanov, A. Iakusheva, Tu. Kim, E. Kliachkin, Iu. Kolesnikov, Iu. Kukin, D. Sukharev, M. Ancharov,
V. Berkovskii, B. Vakhniuk, L. Sergeev, S. Krylov.

“! The romantic author song of the sixties attracted those who considered themselves young poets and
singers. For example, in Leningrad in 1961, young singing performers founded at the Palace of the Workers
of the Food Industry a song club, named after the spaceship which brought the first person into the Cosmos,
“Vostok”. Over thirty years, through “Vostok™ alone, went more than one thousand performers.
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who, in most cases, required an orchestra during their performances, the éuthor song had
just one author, but could have many variants, depending on each individual performance
of the author before the public. Due to the simplicity of the author’s song, recording it on
tape allowed it to keep its impact whereas re-recording pop music caused its impact to be
lost *2. The pop song failed because the taped recording could not reproduce the
dynamics of the musically powerful stage show accompanied by an 6rchestra. In contrast,
the success of the author’s song depended mainly on the simple combination of the
author, the listener and the skill of establishing an intimate communication between them.

For example, Okudzhava’s chamber-like songs present an intimate discourse,
almost a confession. It is not a vocal performance of the stage type. He feels for the
mothers and sisters left by the men who went to the front, points out the false morality
and injustice and remembers the quiet and modest heroes of everyday life. Additionally,
he sings about the forgotten feelings of love and friendship and, following in the steps of
Blok and his IIpexpacnas 0ama [The Beautiful Lady), he worships woman, while taking a
moment to reflect about the meaning of life.

Apart from Okudzhava, the most successful and recognized bard was Vladimir
Semonovich Vysotskii — a graduate of the actors’ studio of MKhAT. Since 1964 he
performed in the progressive and avant-garde Taganka Theatre and, over the years, this
theatre and cinema actor and poet gained an unprecedented popularity as a bard**. His

characteristic hoarse voice was heard everywhere — in private homes, among his close

2 See also V. Vysotskii, “Ob avtorskoi pesne,” Vospominania Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. A.N. Safonov
(Moscow: Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989) 120-23.

3 For more on Vysotskii’s beginnings as a bard, see V.Vysotskii, “I nachalos' triumfal'noe shestvie
plenok...,” Vospominaia Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. AN. Safonov (Moscow: Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989)
126-27.
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circle of friends, in the theater and in more than thirty films as well as on the radio**. The
biggest tragedy of his life was that, apart from the uncensored almanac Mempononw
[Metropolis] (Ann Arbor, 1979) and the journal Tpemws éonna [The Third Wave], his
texts were not published during his lifetime. Vysotskii often spoke about the importance
of reaching the widest possible public435 .

Vysotskii’s literary creativity resulted in approximately two hundred poems, a
thousand ballads and songs and an incomplete novel, Poman o desouxax [Novel about the
Girls], published in 1988 by the Heea [Neva] literary journal. In the manner of
Evtushenko, Vysotskii’s openness and friendly interaction with his audience during his
live performances, did not please officials.

Vysotskii, just as Galich, was often attacked in the press*S. Only one year after

Vysotskii’s death, a heavily censored volume of his poems, entitled Hepe [Nerve], was

“* His work has been called “an encyclopedia of Soviet life” because he poked fun at Semenov’s detective
novels, morning exercises on television, Soviet heroes, revolutionary traditions, and Russian literature; and
aimed his furious guitar at inequality, privilege, official hypocrisy, the harshness of urban life, and both the
Joys and woes of liquor and sex. The candor of his song was enhanced by the language of the street, the
army, the tent city, and the camps; and by the raucous pitch of his voice, so starkly different from the
velvety and hollow sounds of mass song crooners. He was attacked in the press for his lyrics. Stites 158.

5 5 ouenw nadeiocw, xoz20a couunsiio ceou necru, umo onu dotidym 0o moezo crymamens. A ace 6edv He
OnsL cebs nuuLy, He MONLKO Ol «CMONAY U KKOP3UHBLY - MYOA S MOXCe UMY, ~ HO 0BA3AMENbHO uwy
ayoumopuio, u, Koz0a OHA y MeHA ecmb, bonbuie MHe Huwe2o He HA0o. Bomwue ececo a yenio npamoii
koumaxm co ciywamensmu. [I hope very much, when I write my poems, that they will reach my listener. I
do not write for myself, for the “drawer” or “basket” — I write that too, - but of course I am seeking an
audience, and, when I have it, I do not need anything else]. V. Vysotskii, Izbrannoe (Minsk: Mastatskaia
litaratura, 1993) 573.

Compare as well: ... 1 ecez0a Hysxcoaroce 6 ayoumopuu, komopas mensi ciywaem. M uem bonvuemy
KORU4eCcmay 100ei s MO2y pacckasamo O MoM, YMO MeHs. GeCnoKoum u 6onHyem, mem mue ayuwe. [...1
always need an audience; people who would listen to me. And the more people I can tell what troubles and
concerns me, the better I feel]. V.Vysotskii, “O trudnostiakh v tvorchestve,” Vospominaia Vladimira
Vysotskogo ed. A.N. Safonov (Moscow: Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989) 129.

% On June 9, 1968, the newspaper Sovetskaia Rossiia reported: “The epidemic of bawdy and vulgar songs
copied from tape recorders is spreading faster than a flu virus.” In particular, Sovetskaia Rossiia attacked
the thirty-year-old bard Viadimir Vysotskii, who, the paper alleged, “sings in the name of and on the behalf
of alcoholics, soldiers in disciplinary units and criminals, people who are depraved and have something
wrong with them.” Vysotskii, added Sovetskaia Rossiia, also disfigured “his native language beyond
recognition”. By the end of the 1960s, this bard of “philistinism, vulgarity, and immorality” was the best
known and best loved of the underground singers. [...] Vysotskii wrote songs about emotions, events, and
individuals-themes the average Russian could understand: the frustrations of standing in lines, the
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published. Many great poems are missing from it and some of the published ones are
shortened, comparing to the original version. Heps consists of only 130 poems*’. When
Vysotskii died, crowds went to the Taganka theatre where they listened to people singing
Vysotskii’s songs accompanied by the guitar, and reciting his poems while burning
candles and leaving flowers*®. The death of Vysotskii deeply touched literary circles,
and many poets, including Okudzhava, paid honour to him by writing about him** or
dedicating pieces of their work to him.

Vysotskii and other bards not only sang about their own experiences or about
M10606v 6 Kamennom eexe [love in the stone age]*™, honesty or honour, but also about

d44 1

situations in which he had not personally participated™ . He was first to discuss the plight

resentment toward Russians who frequented hard-currency shops, the difficulty of finding an apartment.
Vysotskii sang about soldiers, athletes, construction workers, prostitutes, thieves, and intellectuals. In one
song about the Soviet airline, Aeroflot, Vysotskii alluded to the government’s restrictions on foreign travel,
“Aeroflot”, he chided, “will take you anywhere except where you really want to go.” Timothy W. Ryback,
A History of Rock Music in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union (New York-Oxford: Oxford UP, 1990)
46-7.

7 A larger edition of Vysotskii’s works was printed only between 1981 and 1983 in New York in two
volumes, Tecnu u cmuxu [Songs and Poems). It includes a choice of about 600 poetic texts, as well as
prose. Only in the second half of the eighties, many volumes of his poems were published: Kowu
npuspeonusvie [Exaggerated Horses] and Iloem Brnadumup Beicoyxuii [Viadimir Vysotskii Sings] in 1987,
Hemvipe wemsepmu nymu [Four Fourths of the Path], Izbrannoe [Selected], A, xoneuno, sepuyce [Of
Course, I will be Back], He sviuen uz 60s [He Did Not Come Back From the Battle), Knuy [A Call], Cmuxu
u necwu [Poems and Songs], Cmuxu. IIposa [Poems. Prose] — all in 1988, Hu edunoro 6yxsoii ne ney [I do
not Lie with Even One Letter] and [Tos3zus u nposa [Poetry and Prose] in 1989. The last ten years have
been witnessing enormous popularity of Vysotskii and many publications of his works.

8 For more, see: Stites 158.

9 poem O Bonooe Buicoyrkom [On Volodia Vysotskii], 1980.

0 yladimir Vysotskii, “Pro liubov’ v kamennom veke,” Izbrannoe (Minsk: Mastatskaia litaratura, 1993)
165.

! Mens vacmo cnpawusaiom 6 nucemax: He 6oesan nu A, He NIASAT U, He cuden au, He Ieman nu, He
wogepun u? Dmo nOmMoOMY, MmO ROYMU 6Ce MOU NECHU HANUCAHbl om nepeoeo uya. Ho coscem me
Ommo20, 4mo 5 6ce UCKLIMAN Ha cebe, ace ysuden u snar. Hem, ona smozo nado 6uino 6ot crumxom muozo
srcusued. [Ipocmo s 0G0 caymams mo, 4mo Mmue 2080psam... A camoe 2nasHoe, MHe xouemcs 06 3mom
pacckasame 6am, HO, KOHEYHO, MAK, KAK 5 K 9MOMY OMHOULYCb U nOHumMaro. Ilomomy u puckyio 2060pums
«in. [...]. People often ask me in their letters: didn't I fight, didn't I sail, didn't I do time in prison, didn't I
Sy, didn't I work as a driver? This is because almost all my poems are written in the first person. But this is
absolutely not because I experienced everything personally, or saw and knew everything. No, too many
lives would be needed for that. Simply, 1 like to listen towhat others are telling me... And most importantly,
1 want to tell you about this, bul, of course, in the way I perceive and understand it. This is why [ risk
saying “I”. V. Vysotskii, “Ob avtorskoi pesne,” Vospominaia Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. A.N. Safonov
(Moscow: Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989) 121-22.
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of 6ecnpusopuvie [homeless children]** in poetry. He enjoyed exploring the theme of

. 43
extreme mrcumstances4

that revealed his values. For these purposes, apart from
exploring the topics of mountain climbing*** or sports, he often turned to the theme of

war. Although he did not participate in World War Two**, he often had to explain why

he found this theme interesting and challenging:

2 Another subculture of the era was that of the “homeless children” (besprizornye), orphaned and
abandoned waifs [...]. These children, 75-80 percent of them boys, inhabited a realm of human misery
marked by begging, petty crime, prostitution, hunger, and homelessness. Fiction and film often depicted the
pathos of their lives spent in railroad stations, cellars, caves, dumps, and heating vats. As social outcasts
or self-made marginals, homeless children created their own subculture ~ nicknames, jargon (part of the
larger and older blatnaya muzyka — rough music — [...] a code of honor about group loyalty, debts, and
desertion that was harshly enforced, and a cult leader (vozhak). All this resembled the subcultures of
criminals, convicts, even robber bands of yore and street gangs of the present day. Gambling and movies
were the favorite leisure pursuits of the besprizorniki [ ...]. Stites 61-2.

3 Compare: A. Demidova, “Kakim pomniu i liubliu,” Vospominaia Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. A.N.
Safonov (Moscow: Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989) 281-82.

Y4 Homom — «Bepmuxanoy: smo 6uinu necuu o 2opax. Ho onu bownu, s Oymaio, 6omvue yem npo 2opei, mam
ovina ewe uiocous 60CxXodcOeHUs — novemy MOOU CMPEMSMCA 66epX, NOYeMy UM He XOouemcs
CHYCKGMbCA 0OPAMHO HA PAGHUNY, A OHU 0BA3AMENbHO 6ce20a OondicHbl cnyckamycs... [Then — “Vertical ”:
these were songs about mountains. But I think that they were about something more than just mountains,
there was a philosophy of ascending — why people strive to climb up, why they do not want to go back
down, even though they invariably have to descend)] V.Vysotskii, “I nachalos' triumfal noe shestvie
plenok...,” 127.

™3 Buicoykuii xomen, umobbr e20 ponu, necu u cmuxu BOCHPUHUMANUCH OOKYMENmamu Guozpaghuit omyos,
cmapwux 6pamees. O 60tiHe OH HUCAN NPABOUBbIE CIUXY U NPABOUBO UZDAN, HA YOUGNEHUE KOHKPEMHO,
MAMePUAnbHO, NIACMUNHO, MAK, Kax 6yomo 3Han Ha owyny, kodicel. B e2o cmuxax cpasicaromes nemuuxu,
MOPAKHY, OCCAHMHUKY, NeXomHuysl. B amu cmuxomeopenus expannenvl peanuu, cheyuguueckue Ons
PasHbix podo6 60UCK, XapaxmepHble Cl0GeuKy U svipaxcenus. bpowennvie nona cnenvix xnebos, okonei,
NYCMbIHHBIE 0€PEeSHY, 20pHbIE YWjenbsi, GesbiMSAHHbE @bICOMKU, Hebo, 20CHUMATbHAA RAlama —
«monozpaghusny cMepMENbHbIX CX8AMOK 6 smux necusx. Hx clocemer 9mo cloxcems condamckoii Heusn:
Mapui, npodzomoska k 6010, cpasicerue, nozpebenue NAGUIUX, oxcuOanue nucem... B nux ecmv u mema
ooma — eepHo20, mobawyezo, u doma npedasuiezo, uzmenusuezo. Ilecnu Bricoykoeo o eoiine — ne
«BOCHOMUHAHUAY, 20€ UMO-MO CMASYAEMCA UMY POMAHMUSUPYEICS, He DNe2Usl, NOCESUEHHAS «MUHYBULUM
OHAMY. MO HeYmo, Jcugyujee 8 uenosexe ce200Hs, Kak Ooib, 2IyXas, HO 20mosds 8 Mool MOMEHm
ecnvixiyme. [Vysotskii wanted his stage and screen performances, songs and poems to be treated as
documents from the biographies of fathers and older brothers. He wrote true poems about war and as an
actor portrayed it truly, surprisingly concretely, materially, as if he knew it by heart, with his skin. Pilots,
marines, paratroopers, infantrymen fight in his poems. These poems contain elements of reality — specific
Jor the given type of armed forces — characteristic slang words and expressions. Abandoned fields of ripe
grain, trenches, villages in the desert, mountain crevasses, nameless peaks, the sky, hospital tent — these
songs show a “topography” of deadly battles. Their subjects are taken from soldiers’ lives: marching,
preparation for battle, combat, burying dead comrades, waiting for letters... They also treat the subject of
home — faithful, loving but also betraying, traitorous. Vysotskii’s songs about war are not “reminiscences”,
softening and romanticizing the reality; they do not constitute an elegy dedicated to “past days”. This is
something living inside a person, like pain, which is dulled but can erupt at any time.] A. Nizovtsev, “Nashi
pavshie — kak chasovye,” Vospominaia Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. A.N. Safonov (Moscow: Sovetskaia
Rossiia, 1989) 126-27.
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W camoe rnaBHOE, s CYHTAK, YTO BO BPEMs BONHBI MPOCTO €CTh
GoMblle BOIMOXHOCTH, GONbLIE NPOCTPAHCTRA ANS  PACKPLITHS
4eloBeKka — ApYe OH PacKpeBaeTcs. TyT ykK He COBpeIlib, MOAW HA
BOYHE BCETJa HA TPaHH, 3a CEKYHAY WIM 32 MoJimara ot cMeptd. [...] 5
BoOOLe CTaparoCh WIS CBOUX IECeH BBLIOHPATh JIOAEH, KOTOpbie
HaxonaTcs B CamMoO¥ KpaWHEH CHTyallMM, B MOMEHT pucka, [..], y
KOTOPBIX YTO-TO CIIOMANIOCh, APOM30ILIO — B 00LIEM, KOpOYEe rOBOpH,
Jmopeit koTopeie «Bronb ofpeiBa, No-HAX MPOMAcTBIOY WM KPHYaT
«Cracure Hawi Aymal» [...]. MeHst coBceM He WHTepecyeT, Koraa
JIOMHM CHIAT, €[AT WK OTABIXAIOT — 5 NIPO HUX HEe MHIIY, TONBKO pa3Be
KOMEIMIHEIE TIECHH.

(And what is most important, I think that during the war there are
simply more possibilities, more space to discover a human being — who
can be discovered more clearly. Here you cannot lie, people during the
war are always at the limit, one second or half a step from death. [...]
Generally, I try to select for my songs people who are in the most
extreme situations, at the time of risk, [...], people in whom something
broke, happened — generally, briefly speaking, people who are “At the
edge, above an abyss” or who are crying “Save our souls!” [...] People
who are sitting, eating or resting do not interest me at all — I do not
write about them, except for comedy songs.)**®

Using various methods, Vysotskii kept presenting the situation of a contemporary
man from different points of view. With aggressive tones, he touched upon the theme of
Stalin’s times and that of politics. Rough humor and crude jokes, as well as lyrical and
philosophical words, were brought on in balladic, more played down, tones.

Vysotskii and Okudzhava were véry different and very aware of their differences.
Whereas Vysotskii was always surrounded by friends and groups of people, Okudzhava
preferred being alone and chose a more intimate way of speaking to the public. His
unique hoarse voice and more dynamic manner of singing made Vysotskii’s
performances much more dramatic than Okudzhava’s. Okudzhava was, to certain extent,
a poet of the city, the street and the Arbat yard and his setting had an intimate character.
Vysotskii was especially attracted to the beauty of nature in its wild and free state. He
wrote about horses, mountains, storks and the adventures of man struggling with nature.

Even though both bards wrote about the war, Okudzhava was the one who fought on the

¢ Vladimir Vysotskii, Izbrannoe (Minsk: Mastatskaia litaratura, 1993) 572.
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front and got injured, while Vysotskii never participated in it and remembered it just from

his childhood.

Often Vysotskii, like Okudzhava, stressed the differences between himself and his

fellow bard, as the following passage indicates:

... 1 He Mory, Kak byrnar, - 310 coBceM apyroe aeno. [...] Hukoraa e
Hojpakan s HU bynaTy, HH OpyruM pebATaM, KOTOpDbIE B TO BpeMs
MUCAIH,

(... I cannot sing like Bulat, - he is a completely different story. [...] [
never imitated Bulat or other guys who were writing then.])**’

Nevertheless, the similarities were many; they appreciated each other’s talents

and recognized that they were using the same vehicle of the bard song for communicating

with their respective audiences. Under Vysotskii’s spell, Okudzhava wrote the poem

Macmep Ipuwa [Master Grisha]**®. They spoke a lot about the respect they had for each

other in interviews and during public performances. Below are two out of the multiple

statements, where the young Vysotskii talks about Okudzhava’s influence on him:

And also:

OH Moii TyXOBHBII OTELL

He is my spiritual father.*’

VYcnviwas Bruepsbie necHu Bynata OkymkaBbl, s BAPYT YBUAEN, 4TO
CTHXH CBOM, KOTOPEIX Y MEHsS HAKOIHMIOCH AOBOJBHO MHOTO, MOHO
YCUIINTh MY3BIKANbHOW MEJIONueH, pUTMOM, - OH MHE Kak Obl riasa
OTKpbUL. W 1 CTaNl, KOHEYHO MO-APYTOMY, COUHHATE MY3BIKY K CBOUM
CTHUXaM.

When I heard the songs of Bulat Okudzhava for the first time, I
suddenly realized that I could enrich my poems, and I had quite a lot of
them, with melody, rhythm — he sort of opened my eyes. And so [
began, obviously in a different way, to compose music to my poems. **°

M7 Vysotskii, “Izbrannoe” 546.

*“* Interview with Vladimir Avdeichikov, September 13, 1995.

*? Vysotskii, “Lzbrannoe” 546.

0V Vysotskii, “Sekret izvestnosti,” Vospominaia Vladimira Vysotskogo, ed. A.N. Safonov_(Moscow:

Sovetskaia Rossiia, 1989) 131.
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Okudzhava was the most famous representative of the movement, a figure who
considered himself not simply a bard, but a poet-bard. Okudzhava’s poetry was largely
directed toward the intellectual community®', outside of which this humble poet never
attained the popularity of the mass-oriented Vysotskii. Neither was he as politically
oriented as Galich. Nevertheless, he is considered to be the founder of the bard movement
within Russian popular culture of the 1960s.

As could be seen from this short section, the bards’ songs that represented the
negation of the official marches and songs typified by Ympo xpacum nescnoim ceemom

452

[Morning paints with tender light..]”" marked a break from the cult songs that

dominated the Soviet scene until the death of Stalin.**,

! The party and the census enumerators define the intelligentsia as meaning anyone who earns a living

from mental rather than manual labour. Michael Binyon, Life in Russia (London: Hamish Hamilton, 1984)
93.

*°2 Text: Jannick Faizeev and Vasilii Lebedev-Kumach. Music: D. and M. Pokrass.

3 To the end of the 1940s, the only songs permitted in the Soviet Union were the so-called mass songs.
They were written by professional composers and poets employed by the state. These songs, which
appeared in large quantities, were approved and ofien commissioned by the party and reflected party
policy. The songs were always optimistic, proclaiming the happiness of the people of the Soviet Union and
the advantages of the socialist system. They were openly ideological and portrayed a positive hero ~ the
builder of communism. It would be unfair to say that all these songs were inferior — a number of talented
people wrote them and many had catchy tunes and easily memorizable verse (e.g., the wartime Katyusha
[Kamiowa]). The mass songs were in the tradition of prewar times of the 1930s; they were not only created
Jor the masses, but also meant to be sung by choirs. These upbeat songs followed people everywhere: to
music (choir) lessons from elementary school to high school, to regular Saturday labor outings (mpyooevie
cyb6b6omnuxu), to parades and meetings, and, through the radio, to people’s apartments. The youth of the
new times yearned for different songs containing different messages. The author’s songs, or songs of the
bards, emerged after World War 1l and are connected with more liberal political atmosphere in the mid
1950s. In some respects the songs that appeared at the time were in the same vein as the Young prose:
romantic, hopeful, youthful, and directed toward a better future. Anatoly Vishevsky, Soviet Literary
Culture in the 1970s. The Politics of Irony (Gainesville: University Press of Florida, 1993) 43.
Cmuxu-necnu Bynama Okyooicaswl, Anexcanopa Ianuua, Bradumupa Beicoyxoco u Opyzux cmamu
3HaMeHeM GONbHOMbICAUA. OHU CRACTY NOI3UI0 CONPOMUGNIEHUS OM PA3SPOMA. CaMU GbLIU NOONUHHON
ROI3UEH, MANAHMAUGOT IUMEPAMYPOT, CO c8oell OasHell UCMOPUET, CO CBOUMY BDAZAMU U NOKTOHHUKAMU.
FObunuada, ne 8edas Moco, YCUTUNA GIUAHUE HECEHHOU NO33UU 80 CMOKPAM. PoManoew nowsau »mo He
cpasy. K cuacmoio, He cpaszy 0ouino 00 HUX, KAK MHO20 3HAYUYU ONA OYXOBHOU JHCUSHU HPOCMO20 Yel08exd
OMU 3ANUCAHHBIE NIEHMbL. YAuya He NOBMOPSNG MEeKCMO8 KA3EHHbIX NeceH, peuetl, NIaKamos U NPU3bIB06
LK KIICC. Ee oasno 3axeamuna necennas machumogonnas pesomoyusf...]. Ona navanace uchodeons u
OKG3AIACH HEYA3GUMOU U 6cenponukaiowell. Ha nneuax yyoom @bloicUSUX NA2EPHUKOE 8 JHCU3Hb BOULEN HE
MONBLKO NIa2epHblll CRenz, HO W cmuxu, U hecHu. JJowna 00 nac u 6e3viCKyCmeeHHas, HACMOAHHAA HA
Gonvinope necus «Bopxkyma — Jlenunzpady. Buiocuna u necus-npoxnamue I'ynazy nosma-nazepnuxa,
nozubwiezo 6 nacepsx, « Banunckuti nopmy. [Poem-songs of Bulat Okudzhava, Aleksandr Galich, Viadimir
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The bards’ creations were a unique vehicle that allowed Okudzhava’s generation
to develop an alternative way for looking at life in the USSR. By creating a musical style
that was individualistic and concerned with audience interaction, the bards managed to
create a new perspective on one of the important foundations of Soviet society — art. The
bards demonstrated that art is more than a tool for propaganda; art is for meeting the
needs of a society’s spiritual and ethical, as well as political, dimensions, even for people

who are caught up in a politically brain-washed collective.

Vysotskii and others epitomized free speech. They saved the poetry of resistance from crushing defeat: they
constituted true poetry and talented literature, together with their long history, their enemies and
sympathizers. The Yubiliade unknowingly enhanced the influence of sung poetry hundredfold. The
Romanovs did not understand that immediately. Fortunately, they did not realize immediately how
important these recorded tapes were for the spiritual life of simple folk. The street was not repeating the
texts of official songs, speeches, posters and party slogans. It had been conquered long ago by the
revolution of tape-recorded songs [..]. It started in leisurely fashion and turned out to be relentless and
overwhelming. Through the miraculously surviving prisoners of camps not only did camp slang, but also
poems and songs enter everyday life. We became familiar with the ingenious, folklore-based song “Vorkuta
— Leningrad”. Also surviving was “Vanin port”, a song-curse against the Gulag by a poet-prisoner, who
perished in the camps.] Grigorii Svirskii, Na lobnom meste: Literatura nravstvennogo soprotivleniia (1946-
1976 gg.) (London: Novaia literaturnaia biblioteka, 1979) 464.
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Appendix 2

BULAT SHALVOVICH OKUDZHAVA

Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava, poet, writer and bard, was born May 9, 1924 in
Moscow, to parents who were ordinary people. His father was the son of a Georgian
laundry woman and his mother was the daughter of an Armenian machinist**. They lived
on the Arbat until 1937. At the age of four, Okudzhava begén his lifelong adventure with
books by getting interested in the contents of his father’s extensive library. His parents
introduced him to tales by Kornei Chukovskii and the adventures of Robinson Crusoe.
This was followed by a lecture on Gargantua and Pantagruel. Bulat’s musical interest
was first developed at the age of five when his mother began acquainting him with the
opera and theatre by taking him regularly to the Bol shoi Theatre. At this point in his life
his parents also bought him a gramophone and records and he listened quite often to the
singing of Shaliapin.

At the age of ten, his parents began giving him books as gifts so he could start
building his personal library. One of his favorite authors was Jules Verne. Okudzhava
was fascinated with Verne’s power of imagining exciting stories*>.

With this background, Bulat was able to begin writing. In the beginning, he wrote
humorous poems for the school newspaper. Then in the fifth grade, he conceived the idea
of a novel about a Chinese volunteer. Ea.ch day he wrote three pages for this novel and if

he got to the end of the third page and the next word would not fit, he would leave the

4 Xoms mos mama apmanka, omey 2py3un, Ho s poouncs Ha Bonvwioil Monuanosxe u npoocun ceoio
acusns 6 Poccuu. [Although my mother was Armenian and my father was Georgian, 1 was born in Bolshaia
Molchanovka and I spent all my life in Russia.] Petrakov 6.

*** Interview with Vladimir Avdeichikov, September 13, 1995.
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remaining thought unfinished until the following day. This first novel was never
finished"*.

The modest and relatively peaceful life of Okudzhava, in an ever-tightening
atmosphere of terror and purges, was suddenly interrupted by the arrest of his father (23
February 1937), who had held a responsible post in the Communist Party. He was
accused of having spied for the Germans and Japanese and was executed in Sverdlovsk
(14 December 1938). Shortly after, his mother was sent to Siberia to a Karaganda labor
camp from where she returned only in 1955, the year of her rehabilitation*’. Okudzhava
lived for some time in Nizhnii Tagil in the Ural Mountains and then came back to
Moscow, where together with his brother, he studied while living at his grandmother’s
home. In 1940, he moved with his remaining family to Tbilisi.

Starting at the age of 14 years, he worked in a variety of jobs: first he was an extra
as well as a handyman in a theatre, then he worked as a smith. At the beginning of the
Second World War, he worked as a lathe operator in the defense industry;

In 1942, freshly out of the ninth grade, Okudzhava volunteered for the army. He
was taken to a depot mortar battalion and after two months of training was sent to the
North Caucasus Front. At the age of 18, Okudzhava was wounded near Mozdok and

recovered in a military hospital**®.

¢ Interview with Vladimir Avdeichikov, September 13, 1995,

7 Moii omey u mosa mama Ovinu napmuiineimu pabomuukamu. OHu 66ixo0ysl u3 paboueii cemvu u
BCHYNUAIY 6 RAPMUI0 8 NPeOPEBOTIOYUOHHOE U 8 PeBONOYUOHHOE 8pems. A ¢ 37-m 200y 0ba nocmpadanu:
mamy nposena oxono 19 nem 6 nazepsx, omey 6oin paccmpensn. ITomom 8bIACHUNOCH, YMO HU € 4éM He
sunosam. [My father and my mother were party workers. They came from working-class families and they
Joined the party in pre-Revolutionary and Revolutionary times. In 1937 they both suffered: mother spent
some 19 years in camps, and father was shot. Then it turned out that he was completely innocent.] Petrakov
6.

8 g goesan na Cesepnom Kaskase u 6vin panen nod Mosdoxkom. A nomom — cochumans, a HOMOM, nocne
Neuenus, - madcénas apmuinepus, pesepea Inasnozo xomandosanus. H eom u ecé, umo mue yoanoce
nosudame. [o bepnuna s ne dowmén. (I fought in the Northern Caucasus and was injured near Mozdok. And
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It was in 1943 that he wrote his first song, Ham ¢ xonoonvix mennywixax we
cnanocw [We could not sleep in the cold freight cars).

Okudzhavé’s first i)oems were published in the paper hoey PKKA [CRRA
/Caucasus Region Red Army/ Fighter]*”. To judge from the titles, it can be said that they
responded to the immediate needs of wartime and of the paper where they appeared: /Jo
ceuoanus, cuinvl!... [Good-bye, sons!...], Mer 6cmpeuanu... [We would meet...], Jegyuixe-
conoamy [To the Soldier Girl], He nozabvimv scecmorux Oneit [Let’s not forget the cruel
days]. In 1945, Okudzhava’s mortar unit was demobilized.

After completing high school, Okudzhava studied at the Philological Department
of the university in Tbilisi between 1945 and 1950. It was in 1945 that his first poem was

officially published *°. In student years, Okudzhava became interested in the prose of

then — there were hospitals, and later, after the treatment, - Headquarters’ heavy artillery reserve. That is
all I managed to see. I did not reach Berlin.] Petrakov 13.

% Bnepevie cmuxu b. Oxyooicasvt nossunuce 6 2apnuszonnoil easeme 3axasxascrkozo gponma «boey
PKKA» (nosonee — «/lenunckoe snamar) ¢ 1945 200y, cnavana noo nceedonumom A. Jonoxcenos. C 1953
e00a, pabomas nocne yHusepcumemckozo pacnpedenenus & Kanyocckoii obnacmu, OH pezynapHO
nyonuxosancs. 6 mecmuvix 2azemax. Tozoa e 6 Kanyee soiuna ezo nepeas knuza cmuxoe «/Tupuxay. Cam
ROSIM  CYUMAN  3MOM  NEpuod MEOPYECMBa NOOPANCAMENbHVIM U HAYQNO CBOCl NOIMUYECKOI
OesAMenbHOCMU OMHOCUN KO 6peMeHu 6o3spayerus 6 Mockey u ecmynnenus é nosmuyeckoe obvedunenue
«Mazucmpane», pyxosooumoe I'. Jlegunvim. C konya 50-x 20006 cmuxu Oxkyoscager cmanu noseisimocs 6
cmonuyHolx 2asemax u xcypranax. Ilepeas uz usdanneix 86 Mockee knuza cmuxos «Ocmposay soiuna &
1959 200y. Bcezo oice na pooune Gbino u30aHO 0BEHAOYAMb NPUNCUSHEHHBIX OPUSUHATLHBIX NOIMUYECKUX
cbopruros nosma. [The poems of B. Okudzhava first appeared in 1945 in the garrison paper of the Trans-
Caucasian front, CRRA Fighter (later renamed Lenin’s Banner), initially under the pseudonym of A.
Dolzhenov. From 1953 on, working on a post-university assignment in the Kaluga region, he was regularly
published in the local papers. His first book of poems Lirika was also published during that period in
Kaluga. The poet considered this period of his career to be derivative and dated the beginning of his poetic
career to the time when he returned to Moscow and joined a poetic association “Magistral’”, headed by G.
Levin. At the end of the fifties, Okudzhava’s poems started to appear in Moscow newspapers and journals.
The first volumes of verse to be issued in Moscow, entitled Ostrova, was published in 1959. In total, twelve
original collections of Okudzhava’s poems were published in the Soviet Union during his lifetime.] A. E.
Krylov, and V. Sh. lurovskii. "Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava: Bibliografiia," Literaturnoe obozrenie 3
(1998): 52-63.

%9 1t was published in a paper of the Trans-Caucasian War District, which asked Okudzhava to produce a
poem about demobilization. Once published, Okudzhava bought fifty copies of the paper and gave them
away to his friends. In later interviews Okudzhava mentioned many times that in those days he believed
himself to be seriously engaged in writing poetry, while most of his writings were various imitations of
other poets.
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Proust, Kaftka, Hemingway and the poetry of B. Pasternak, A. Akhmatova and
Zabolotskii*®'.

While at university, Okudzhava, along with some other aspiring poets, organized
a literary circle named in honor of Maiakovskii. Since they often gathered at
Okudzhava’s place under his table lamp, it was later renamed Conomennasn namna [Straw
Lamp].

In 1946, from the exposure and influence that he received, Okudzhava wrote a
long and never published novel about the Great Patriotic War. In interviews, when asked
about this novel, he used to ask himself how he came to write a work twice as long as
War and Peace. 1t was during the Tbilisi years that Okudzhava felt a strong attraction to
the genre of the student song and musical romance. He enjoyed listening to old student
songs, Russian officers’ songs and to Ruséian folk songs. He felt especially attracted to
the nineteenth century, which was not yet too far back in time for relating to its ideas and
dreams, but was yet mysterious enough to play on his imagination. In 1946, Okudzhava
saw a performance by Aleksandr Vertynskii in Tbilisi. He managed to buy a ticket for his
performance and since then his interest in Vertynskii’s works grew. Among Vertynskii’s
songs, Okudzhava’s favourite was Ilpowanenviii yocun [Good-bye Dinner]. Okudzhava
believed that Vertynskii was the true creator of the genre of the author’s song.

Then in 1948, Okudzhava was influenced by Boris Pasternak, who advised him to
not quit the Philological Institute. Quitting was in Okudzhava’s plans because he had

wanted to follow a program in the Literature Institute instead.

“! Throughout his life, Okudzhava was interested in poetry of the following authors: A. Pushkin, D.
Samoilov, B. Akhmadulina, A. Tarkovskii, A. Kushner, as well as the Russian folk song, and in prose:
again A. Pushkin, L. Tolstoi, A. Nabokov, and R. Kipling.
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From the time that Okudzhava completed his studies until 1955, he worked as a
teacher of the Russian language in a rural school in Shamordino in the Kaluga region and
then in a Kaluga high school. In 1953, he published his poems in a Kaluga local paper*6?.
While in Kaluga, he collaborated with the papers 3nams [Banner] and Mozodoi JIeHUHeYy
[Young Leninist]. Later, he expressed dissatisfaction several times about the quality of
poems that were published there and called them “weak”.

Then in 1956, following the twentieth Party Congress and the political exposure
of the Cult of Personality, a new chapter began in the life of Okudzhava. As the result of
the first rehabilitations in the absence of corpus delicti [3a omcymcmeuem cocmasa
npecmynnenus], exiled citizens, such as Okudzhava’s mother, started coming back from
the camps and prisons*®. Due to the return of his mother and the acceptance of

Okudzhava into the Party, State officials allowed them to move back to Moscow *¢*,

2 Konuun yHusepcumem u yexan ¢ Kanyowcckyio obracme, 6 Oepeewio, pabomams yuumenem. Tam
RPOOOIICAN NUCAMb CIMUXY, NOCHLIAN UX 6 MECHHYIO 2a3emy, OMMyOa NOAYYaR OMGEm, 4MO HYHCHO
yumame noboneuse Ilymxuna u Jlepmonmosa. Hy uepes 200 npubnuzumensno s noexan ¢ Kanyzy, npuwén 6
mecmuyio 2asemy. «Kax eawa gamunua?» A 2060pio — éom max. «0-o! Mol 6ac 3naem — 6bi Jce Ham
npucvinany cmuxu?» - «la, npuceinan cmuxuy. — «Hy, saxodume! Kax evr noscusaeme?» - « Huuezon, —
«lIpugesnu au Hosvie cmuxu?y - «llpueés», - cxazan 3 u O0an um cmapvie cmuxu. OHu crazanu:
«3ameuamenvHo!» - u onybauxosany ux. Tym 3 ROHAN, KaKas NOML3A OM 3HAKOMCMEA 8 Jcusnu. Tak Kax 8
Kanyze Opyzux nosmos e Obino — 5 CHUMANCS CAMBIM TYHUUM. Y MEHS HEMHONCKO KDYICUNACH 201064 OM
yenexos. Sl nucan cmuxu Ko 6cem APA3OHUKAM, KO 8CeM DeMEHam 2004, NyORUKO8AN UX 8 MECMHOT 2azeme,
nonyuan manerekusi eonopap. Comuenuti Hukaxkux ne 6wlno. [I graduated from university and went to the
Kaluga region, to a village, to work as a teacher. I continued writing poems there; I sent them to a local
newspaper, received the reply that | needed to read some more Pushkin and Lermontov. About one year
later I went to the editorial office of the newspaper in Kaluga. They asked, “What is your last name?” [
told them. “Oh! We know you — you used to send us poems?” — “Yes, I did”. — “Please, come in! How are
you doing?” — “Fine”. — “Did you bring any new poems?” —~ “Yes, 1 did”, I said and I gave them the old
ones. They said: ”Outstanding!”- and published them. Then I understood how useful it is in life to know
someone. Since there were no other poets in Kaluga, I was considered to be the best one. [ was somewhat
euphoric from the success, writing poems for all festivities, all seasons of the year, and publishing them in
the local paper; receiving a small honorarium. I did not have any doubts.] Petrakov 23.

%3 One of the most vivid poems concerning the return of Okudzhava’s mother is “Pis’mo k mame”, only
written only in 1975.

Ml nepeexan ¢ Mockey. B Mockee s nonan é numepamyproe obveounenue, 20e 6oi1u MONOdbie NOINMI,
OueHb MmanaHmaussie, KOmopvie He onyoIUKasany ewyé Hu 00Ot cmpouxu. H onu mens obeyacoanu, ovens
cunbHo mena nobunu. CHauana s OyMan, 4imo OHU IMO OM 3a8UCIIU DeNqIOm, HO 68CKOpe NOHSI, YMO 3mo
ROMOMY, YMO A 3M020 OCMOUH. A nepecman nucamv CMuxu: HECKONbKO Nem He nucan coacem. ITomom
CHOBA DICU3Hb 3ACMABUNG, NPUPOOA 3aCMAsUNa — U 3 CMan hucame unase. Moscem 6Gvimp, He HAMH020
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It was about this time when he started to speak, or rather to sing, in his full voice.
Also in 1956, and while still in Kaluga, Okudzhava published his first volume of poems,
simply entitled Jlupuxa [Lyrics]*®®. Since then, Okudzhava worked closely with a literary
association Maeucmpane [Main Line] and published more and more in different
magazines, such as 3nams, Hoewiii mup [New World), Heea [Neva], Morodas 28apous
[Young Guards), as well as some papers.

In 1956, Okudzhava began performing his poems, accompanied by the guitar, to a
small group of friends, but by 1960 he was performing for the public*®®. Here is how he

describes his first public appearance:

B 60-m romy, B caMoM Hadane roga, MHE BAPYT NPHILIOCH
BIEPBBIC MYOIMYHO BRICTYNUTh. D70 Gbiio B JleHmHrpase, B
HoMe KnHO, B ManeHpKOM 3ane. TaM BcE OueHb XOpOLIO
npounio. O6 3TOM NPOCIBIAIA B MOCKOBCKOM JIOME KHHO —
¥ MEHs pHrnacuiv. beur cy660THHI Bedep OTABIXE, IPHIILIH
JOAM  OTAbiXath. [lokaselBand mepen 3TiM  (QUIILM
«OcTopoxHo, nomwiocTb!y. [Totom 06baBuAN Mens. U BOT 5
BBILIEJT HA 3Ty IPOMAHYIO CHEHY, YKacHO pobes, BCTaNl mepe
KAKMM-TO MOBPEKAEHHBIM MUKPOGOHOM H CTall TIETh OJIHY M3
cBouX meceH. Tak kak s O4YEHb BOJIHOBAJCHA, OYEBUIHO,
TIONIOBMHA CJIOB MpoONajajia — MHE TaK Kasanoch. Bapyr us.
3ajla KTO-TO KPHMKHYN: «IlomsiocTs!» - W rpynma CHIsIUX

Jyuute, HO, 80 6CAKOM CIy4ae, MaK, KAk A 0onxcen o1 nucame no ceoum cnocobnocmam. [I came to
Moscow. There I got into a literary circle with many young, but very talented, poets who had not published
a single verse yet, and they judged me; they criticized me very severely. At first I thought that they were
doing this out of envy, but soon I understood that this was because I deserved it. I stopped writing poems:
Jor several years I did not write them at all. Then again life — nature made me do this; and I started to write
differently; perhaps not much better, but in any case in the way [ should be writing, according to my skills.]
Petrakov 23.

> B Kanyze y mens 8oiuina manenskas Knusiceuxa cmuxoe. [In Kaluga a very small book with my poems
was published) Petrakov 23.

%6 This is how, with the usual dose of self-irony, he described these early attempts: Tomom &
YHU6epcumeme 5. HQNUCAL NECHI0 CMYOEHYECKYI0, HANUCAN NO 0BPA3YAM CIMAPBIX 2PYCIHBIX CHIYOEHYECKUX
necex, Hy makozo muna, kKax «bvicmpui, xax @onmvl, OHU Hawieln JCu3HU, YeM Oanvuie, mem bruNce K
mozune Hawi nyme...». Ommankueasce om 3moii NeCHU, s HANUCAN CMYOEHUECKYI0 NECHIO, U Mbl Hd
paxynememe y cebn eé nenu. A nomom, & 56-m 200y, - €om 3MO yoce 6cepbd3 HAUATOCH OCNO — MHE
6nepeble 3aXomenoce 60pye HEKOMOpble C60U CMUXU hemb N0 aKKomnawemenm. Mue noxazanu mpu
akKkopoa Ha cumape, u s cman npudymeisams menoouu u nemo. [Then at the university I wrote a student
song; I wrote it following the example of old, sad student songs, such as “The days of our lives are quick,
like waves, the further, the sooner to the grave is our journey...”. Repulsed by this song, I wrote a student
song and we sang it at our faculty. Later, in 1956, all this started seriously — for the first time [ wanted to
sing some of my songs to music. I was shown three chords on the guitar and I started to compose melodies
and sing.] Petrakov 39. ’
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BOKpYT 3TOTO 4€/I0BEKa JII0ACH Hayalu aryioqupoBats. S B3sn
TATapy M yuwién co cueHel. BoT TakuM ObLTO MOE mneproe
Oonpmoe my6GINYHOE BBICTYTUICHHE.

At the beginning of 1960, I suddenly had to perform in public
for the first time. It wa:)i/beningrad, in a cinema, in a very
small hall. Everything went very well there. They heard about
this in a Moscow cinema and invited me. It was a leisurely
Saturday evening, people came to relax. Before that they were
showing a movie “Watch out for kitsch!”. Then they
announced me. And so I went out onto that large stage, I felt
awfully timid, I stood in front of a broken microphone and
started to sing one of my songs. Since 1 was very nervous,
obviously, half of the words got lost — at least I thought so.
Suddenly someone in the hall shouted “Kitsch!” — and a group
of people sitting around started to applaud. 1 took the guitar

and left the scene. That was my first big public performance.
467

His new poem-songs: Kopoav, Ioanounwiii mponneiibyc and Mockosckuil
mypaseti were all written in 1957 and soon became widely known in intelligentsia circles.

Okudzhava’s poem-songs coincided with the introduction of the tape recorder in

468

the Soviet Union™. Although Okudzhava did not any gramophone records released yet,

469

his music was already registered on tape™ . As he mentioned in numerous interviews, the

7 petrakov 30.

8 Ipowno ecezo 0sa-mpu 200a nocne nepgoeo svicmynnenus Bynama Orydowcagel, 1 e20 NecHu nOIOHUIY
Poccuro. Omo 6uin becnpeyedenmnuviii npopwie ckeose yeHsypuulli Gemon. Hmenno mozda, nocne
xpyujeeckozo nozpoma uckycemea 6 63-64 22., xozda nposza 3aneana, kax sanezaiom condamvl nepeod
YKpenneHusamu, NecHu XAblHyIu, KaK nagoook, - nosepx ykpennenutl. Cnepsa necnu Oxyoscagwl, 3amem
Tanuya. Iosonee — Beicoykozo u Opyeux. [Within a mere two-three years from the first performance of
Bulat Okudzhava his songs captured the public in Russia. This was an unprecedented break through the
rigid censorship. Exactly after Khrushchev'’s pogrom of art in 1963-64, the prose lied down like soldiers in
the barricades, the songs poured like a flood — over the barricades. First Okudzhava’s songs, then those of
Galich. Later on — songs of Vysotskii and others]. Grigorii Svirskii, Na_lobnom meste. Literatura
nravstvennogo soprotivlenia (1946-1976gg.) (London: Novaia literaturnaia biblioteka, 1979) 466.

“ The Russian bard Bulat Okudzhava became the first hero of the magnitizdat. /...] Magnitizdat
transformed Okudzhava’s leisure-time activity into a national phenomenon. [...] During the early 1960s,
Okudzhava developed a following among university students and intellectuals. [...] Okudzhava sang
unbashedly about love, shatlering the prudish barriers of official culture. In contrast to the glorious
depictions of the Second World War promoted by the state, Okudzhava presented war as a senseless and
painful experience. Timothy W. Ryback, A History of Rock Music in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union’
(New York-Oxford: Oxford UP, 1990) 45. Compare as well: Before Okudzhava, the Soviet song industry
had virtually no competition from within the country. The state monopoly of songs seemed unshakable.
Suddenly it was discovered that one person could compose a song and make it famous, without the Union
of Composers — with its creativity section and department of propaganda — without the help of popular
singers, choirs and orchestras, and without publishing houses, radio and television, film and record
companies, editors and censors. It turned out that a talented poet, never having taken lessons in musical
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spontaneous taping sessions usually took place in small Moscow communal flats, where
the heavy-smoking and drinking intellectuals would meet*”.

After 1959, Okudzhava was often published in [Owocms [Youth] and
Jlumepamypuan 2azema [Literary Gazette], where he became the head of the poetry
section.

Despite problems with the censors, he managed to publish his first volumes of
verse: Ocmposa [Islands], 1959 (dedicated to his mother), Beceawiii 6apabanuyux [Merry
Drummer], 1964 and Ilo oopoze x Tunamun [On the Way to Tinatin)], 1964. Additionally,
apart from original poems, the last volume contained translations from Khuta Berulava,
Medea Kakhidze, Otar Mamporiia, Mukhran Machavariani, Makvala Mrevlishvili, Shota
Nishniandze and Dzhansug Charkviani. Nineteen sixty seven saw the publication of
Mapm eenuxodywnenii [Generous March]. In 1976, after a long period of so-called
creative silence, Apbam, moii Ap6am [Arbat, My Arbat] was published. In the early and

mid-1960s, the verbal attacks on Okudzhava increased:

In December 1962, [...] Okudzhava came under attack by
Leonid Illichev, Khrushchev’s spokesman on ideological
matters. At a meeting with 140 writers and artists in December
1962, Illichev accused Okudzhava of vulgarity and ideological
inconsistency. [...] Okudzhava skirmished with government
officials for the next three years. Censors demanded he delete
provocative songs from his repertoire. Material from his radio
broadcasts was occasionally edited. Official pressure
prevented the release of his recordings. [...] Despite official
harassment, Okudzhava continued to perform during the
1960s and by the end of the decade also traveled to the West
to read his poetry and perform his songs. [...] In the mid-
1960s, the burgeoning magnitizdat culture attracted the
growing criticism of the Soviet press. In 1965, the
conservative Soviet literary journal October published an
article entitled “What Are They Actually Singing?”. October
rebuffed more than twenty underground bards, the most

composition, possessing only native musicality, singing and playing on the guitar, could make himself
heard as no one had been heard in Russia for a long time. Frumkin, Commentary, 65 pesen 15.

0 In the early 1960s, Bulat Okudzhava offered young people an alternative to the hollow optimism of
official songwriters [...]. Ryback, A History of Rock Music in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union 154.
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prominent of whom were Bulat Okudzhava and Alexander
Galich."”!

The attacks were linked to his short story, published in 1961, Byos 300pos,
mKOJZﬂp472 , as well as to the fact that, together with some other creative writers, he signed
letters in 1966 defending Andrei Donatovich Siniavskii (Abram Terts) and Iulii
Markovich Daniel (Nikolai Arzhak). Byos 300pos, wxonsp was published in

Paustovskii’s anthology of literature, Tapycckue cmpanuyer [Tarussa Pages]'”. The

7' Ryback, A History of Rock Music in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union 46-7.

2 Manenvran nosecme OKyooicaser 6bi1a CUMNIMOMOM HOBO20 NOBOPOMA BOEHHOTE MeMbl, 8 KOMOPOT GCe
2POMUE HAYANU 36Y4amb HPABCMBEHHbIC, MOPATbHO-IMUYECKUE HOmbl. A KAK08 HA CaMom dene Yenosex Ha
sotine? Ymo on na camom Oene uysmceyem u Oymaem? MOxcHO nu, HY’CHO U Gbimb HA G0liHE
acecmoxum? Hmeem nu npaso, daoce Ha 60liHe, Oadlce KOMAHOUD DACNOPANCAMbCA GE30YMHO Yool
uenoseuecxoli scusnoio? |Okudzhava’s small story was a symptom of a new approach to the war theme, in
which moral and ethical notes started to appear. And what is man at the front like? What does he actually
JSeel and think? Can you, or do you have to be cruel in a war? Are you entitled, even in a war, even as a
commander, to use other people’s lives recklessly?] Altshuller, and Dryzhakova, Put' otrecheniia 68.
Compare as well:

Hausnoe, npocmodyunoe nosedenue zepos 6vi10 noxasano Okyoxragoii Kak npoOoIHCeHuUe uepol 8 B0TIHY,
KOMOpOt yenekanuce pebsima nepeo 6otiHot, yeeposas, umo epaz 6ydem HemeoneHno u neeko pazbum. [...]
Paccrasvisan o Oyowsx eolinbl, nucamenv Gbll U 8 HUX, U HAO HUMU — MOMY CROCODCMBOBANA ABHO
BLIDADICEHHAs. pomanmuueckas ammocghepa nosecmu. Daxmer peansHocmu Guilu MOTLKO OOHUM U3
NOTIOCO8 €20 XYOOXHCECMBEHHO20 MUPA — HA OpY20M BbiNa NONBIMKA NOHSMb UX GLICHIUL, COKDLIMbIL 6
meueHuu 06e1unol uenoseweckoil cusnu cmoich. [The naive, simple-hearted conduct of the hero was
presented by Okudzhava as the continuation of children playing war. It was one of the games children
before the war used to play, believing that the enemy would be immediately and easily defeated. [...]
Describing war experiences, the writer was at the same time in them, and above them — clearly expressed
romantic atmosphere of the short story helped in this. Factual reality was just one of the poles of his
artistic world — on the other, there was his attempt to understand its higher, hidden meaning during a
man’s life.] G. Belaia, Preface, Izbrannye proizvedenia v dvukh tomakh, by Bulat Okudzhava, vol. 1
(Moscow: Sovremennik, 1989) 5.

B C «Tapycexux cmpanuy» nauanuce mnozue buozpagpuu no>smoe u nposauxos, ¢ mom wucne Bynama
Okydoicasei. 30ece nepsvle wiazu Bynama — nosecmb « Bydv 300pos, wikonaps!» - nponzumensuas npasoa o
8OlUiHe, YEUOCHNHAA 2Na3amu 60CeMHaoyamunemnezo. Manvuuwecku uzpuseti, kax 661 Hauenviii 3anes. OH
3a0aem MoH nogecmu O WKONApe, KOMOPO20 3AMOIKANU HA BOIHY, He NOO2OMOGNeHHO20 K Hell Hu
MOPANbHO, HU u3UMECKHU, U KOMOPYLLL CIYYQUHO Yyeren HA Hell. Imo 6blna Kpaiine 6aXCHAs 8eXa 6 HCUSHU
bynama Oxyodorcasu. [losecms nomoana emy cmame, 6 KaKol-mo mepe, U36eCMHbIM, OMKPLINA ONA HE20
HOBbLE BO3MOJICHOCIMU, HOBbLE AYOUMOPUL, OCMANBHOE OH YoICe COENAL CaM, C80UMU NeCHAMY... Kmo snaem,
Yoanoce Ovi emy mak Geicmpo ebiiimu 6neped — 6e3 smow, Kaxk Obl Ne2anu3o8aguieri 2o, NYGIUKayuy,
Komopas 0ana emy npaso Ha GHUMAHue U Cyenudeckue naowjadxku? Bo scaxom cryyae, Kowcmanmun
Iaycmosckuii coenan 6ce, umo moe. [Following “Tarussa Pages” biographies of poets and prose writers,
including Bulat Okudzhava’s, began to appear. Bulat’s first steps - the novel “Fare You Well, Schoolboy”
~ shows a penetratingly true picture of war as seen by an eighteen-year old, Youthful, playful and
apparently naive, it sets the tone of the story about a schoolboy who found himself in a war but was morally
and physically unprepared for it, and survived by chance. This was an extremely important milestone in the
life of Bulat Okudzhava. The story made him famous to some extent, opening new possibilities, new
audiences to him — he did the rest himself, with his songs... Who knows, could become known so quickly
without this publication, which somehow legalized him and entitled him to attention and scenic endeavors?
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publication was withdrawn from circulation because Okudzhava was accused of, and
attacked for, espousing egoism, offending individualism, abstract humanism, pacifism

% His passive schoolboy — this anti-

and a psychological approach, by orthodox éritics
hero created in an age that insisted on the strict ideoloéical orientation of every single
piece of literature, together with characters created by V. Bykov and V. Nekrasov —
began the new approach to literature. This new wave kept underscoring that war is not an
adventure and that soldiers are not super-heroes, but rather low-key, simple people. 5yos
300pos, wixonsp touched upon humanistic issues, and it was far from being didactic in the
Soviet style, seen, for example, in A npuseiéaro xk nenasucmu [I Call for Hate], 1942, by
A. Tolstoi, Juu u nouu [Days and Nights], 1943-44, by K. Simonov, or ITogecms o
nacmosuem uenosexe [The Story of a Real Man], 1946, by B. Polevoi. In the same year,
1961, he left his day job and fully consecrated his time to creative writing.

In 1961 Okudzhava started to escape into prose. In 1963, he wrote a historical
theatrical piece Inomox c60600bt [Gulp of Freedom), in which he turns to his favourite
theme of the Decembrists and the romantic era of the nineteenth century. Two years later,
in 1965, together with V. Motyl, Okudzhava wrote a short story for the cinema
[xunonosecmw), titled JKews, XKeweuxa u «Kamwwa» [Zhenia, Zhenechka and
“Katyusha™]. Also in 1965, he wrote a short story for children, @ponm npuxodum x nam
[The Front Comes to Us]. To the genre of quasi-historic novels belong heduwiii
Aspocumos [Poor Avrosimov], 1969, Mepcu, unu noxoxcoenus ILlunoea [Merci, or
Adventures of Shipov], 1971, the two-volume Ilymewecmeus. ounemanmos [Dilettantes’

Travels], 1976-78, and Ceuoanue c Bonanapmom [A Meeting with Bonaparte], 1983. The

In any case, Konstantin Paustovski did everything he could.] Svirskii, Na lobnom meste. Literatura
nravstvennogo soprotivlenia (1946-1976 gg.) 224
a7 Compare: Altshuller, and Dryzhakova, Put’ otrecheniia 72-74.
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four novels constitute an allegory of the situation of the intelligentsia under the Soviets of
the post-1953 years.

Okudzhava is also known for his autobiographical short stories. In them, he
touches upon themes dealinngith everyday life in different styles: lyrical, dramatic, or
ironic. Some of his most famous short stories include: Omoenvubie Heyoauu cpedu
cnaownvix yoau [Some Failures Among Continuous Successes], 1978, Hckyccmeo
kpouxu u scumes [The Art of Sewing and Living], 1985, Ypoxu myseixu [Music Lessons),
1985, Vmpo xpacum nescnoim ceemom [The Morning Paints with a Tender Light], 1975,
the very personal [Jesyuxa moeii meumwr [Girl of My Dreams), 1985*"°, and Yacmuas
orcustv Anexcanopa Hywxuna, unu Hmenumenvnoiii naoesc 6 meopuecmse Jlepmonmosa
[The Private Life of Aleksandr Pushkin, or the Nominative Case in the Works of
Lermontov], 1976. He studied history usually by referring to original documents, as he

explained:

Hoirde rombl Mbl 3HANM HAUly HCTOPUIO B OCHOBHOM MO MOCOGHAM,
JOCTOBEPHOCTb KOTOPBIX [...] Becema comuuTensHa [...]. Havamach nopa
HCTOPUYECKHX «OTKPBITANY. [...] Jlns IuTepaTopa Moero ckiaaa HCTOPHYECKHUi
daxt, cobbiTie — Beero Numb NoGyxaarowas npudusa. [...] PasHuua mexmy
YETOBEKOM HBIHEHNIHETO M YEJIOBEKOM BEKa MHHYBINETO — OTHOCHTENbHA.
Mensi0TCS KOCTIOMBI, CPENCTBA MEPEABIKEHUS, YC/IOBUSA CYLIECTBOBAHUA, a
(usronorys, NICHXONOTHS, NIOBEIEHHE YE0BEKA OCTAIOTCS HEM3MEHHBIMH.

(For many years, we knew our history basically from textbooks, whose
trustworthiness [...] is very doubtful [...]. The era of historical «discoveries»
started [...]. For a literary man of my kind, a historical fact, an event — are only a
pretext [...]. The difference between the man of today and the man of yesterday
is relative. The costumes change, the ways of moving around change, the way of
living change, but physiology, psychology and man’s conduct remain the
same. )*"®

B 4 [...] striking evocation of the Gulag is Bulat Okudzhava’s story “Girl of My Dreams”; an account of
the behavioral change and apparently profound psychological transformation — both touching and
shocking- which his own mother underwent during her ten years as a zek. [...] the inhumanity of the
Stalinist system of prison and exile had now become a standard topic of literature. D. Brown 72.

76 Turii Boldyrev, “Minuvshee menia ob" emlet zhivo,” Voprosy literatury 8 (1980) 126-38.
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In many interviews, Okudzhava stresses the similarities between the past and
present reality and that interesting historical material is another stimulus to speak about

himself and his opinions:

EcTe nuTepaTypa Kak cmoco0 caMoBbIpakeHHs. Ha ucTopuueckoM JIH
MaTepualle, Ha COBPEMEHHOM JIH — 3TO YK€ BTOPOCTENEHHOE.

(There is literature as a way of self-expression. How this is done, if it is based on
historical or modern material, this is secondary).*’’

Important historical figures, or events, are not of special interest to Okudzhava.
He clearly prefers little, anonymous, almost anti-heroic characters. For him, this is

enough:

[-..] manosHauuTenpHpIl anekAOTHHECKHH (aKT M [...] NpUATH K BBIBOIY, YTO
3TOT aHEKJOT ~ Tpareus, JOCTOHHAS CONEPEKUBAHUS U AHATIH3A.

[...] a not important, anecdotic fact and [...] to come to a conclusion that this
anecdote is a tragedy, which one should identifying with and analyze.)*”®

The novels of Okudzhava have a psychological concern that conditions the
historical setting, the action of the story and the types of characters that dwell in his
stories. These novels’ historical, adventurous, or retrospective character is not the main
focus of their author. History is clearly just an excuse for Okudzhava to talk about the
present situation®”’. Typically, for a writer living in the reality of the Soviet Union’s
intolerance towards free creative expression (just as it was in the case of O. Fofsh, V.
Shishkov, A. Chapygin, or Iu. Tynianov), he used historical settings in order to express

himself more precisely.

77 Boldyrev 131.

8 Boldyrev 145.

*” Compare the words of Brown, The Last Years of Soviet Russian Literature: Prose Fiction 1975-1991 61:
The works of Trifonov, Okudzhava, Davydov, Zalygin, Tendryakov, and Bitov are testimony to the
increased interest in Russian history of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries [...]. Tendryakov, Trifonov,
Okudzhava, and Iskander ofien wrote autobiographically, interpreting historical developments through the
personal experiences of themselves and their families. There is a profound sense of tragedy, usually with an
unmistakably anti-bolshevist bias, in their stories.
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When considering the most detailed descriptions in his novels, the reader gets the
impression that all of the feelings, emotions and characterization of the main characters
also refer to him. He deeply grounds his characters not only in strange and absurd
situations but also in their own subjective psychological experience. Therefore, without
the first, poetic and more abstract phase of Okudzhava’s creative work, there would not
have been this second phase of his psychological-historical novels.

Not only did Okudzhava write his poetry and prose in the forms of short stories
and novels, he also wrote songs for the theatre and cinema, articles, forewords, essays
and published letters. Additionally, he was involved in interviews and discuséions with
listeners, explaining his work®’. In 1969, Okudzhava signed a letter defending A. 1.
Solzhenitsyn’s right to express his ideas. But in so doing, Okudzhava had to endure even
more problems created by the government. They culminated in June 1972, when he was
expelled from the Communist Party for having refused to condemn the publication of his
works abroad*®'. Okudzhava was re-admitted to the party when he agreed to publish a
statement in JTumepamyprnas 2azema (18/11/1972).

Until the late 1970s, he did not give public performances. His prose was the target
of many critics and pseudo-critics. Together with his articles, where the author tried to
convince the public that “Gulp of Freedom” managed to confirm the heroic, to reveal the
Joy of the struggle (sic!) [« nomox c60600b1» cymen ymeepoums zepouyeckoe, nokazame

cuacmuve 60poou1]**?, some less ideologically-charged reactions slowly began appearing

0 For a more complete insight into Okudzhava’s bibliography, please compare: A.E. Krylov, and V. Sh.
lurovskii, "Bulat Shalvovich Okudzhava: Bibliografiia," Literaturnoe obozrenie 3 (1998): 52-63.

“! The atmosphere was definitely not positive in the case of most of the other bards, either. Vysotskii was
especially persecuted in the beginning of the 1970s, while Galich, who fell in total disgrace, and was even
accused of sympathysing with Zionism, emigrated to France in 1974.

2 M. Kon, “Shchast'e bor'by,” Teatr September 1967: 47.
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in the early eighties, but for a long time he remained out of favor with the Communist
authorities. It was only in the late 1980s that he gained the approval of the progressive
authorities and reappeared in print*®’.

Escapism into prose was a solution for Okudzhava for many years and would last
well into the eighties, when in 1984, 1988 and 1989 three new volumes of his poetry
were published. The volumes Cmuxomsopenus [Poems), 1984, Iocesuyaemca eam
[Dedicated to You), 1988, and Uzbpannoe: Cmuxomeopenus [Collected Works: Poems],
1989 present a new, more straightforward tone and theme. Not once does the reader
observe in them the allusions that exposed the Cult of Personality and contemporary
issues.

A conversation with several writers on the topic of the historical novel, published
in Bonpocer aumepamypur [Literature Issues], makes the reader aware of Okudzhava’s
decision, dating back to the 1980s, not to write more pieces for the theatre:

He 3naro, xakol st Ipo3ank, HO 3HAIO, YTO APAMATYPT S HMKAKOM.

(I don’t know how good a prose writer I am but [ am not a decent
dramatist at all.)***

In the nineties, with their liberating atmosphere, readers in the Soviet Union were
able to buy many new editions of the works of Okudzhava. This included the 1993
volume, entitled Munocmu cyovbor [Favours of Destiny], as well as Hadeacowt
manenvkutl opkecmpux [A Small Orchestra of Hope], 1990, and the small volume entitled
Ilecenxa o moei ocusnu [A Song About My Life], 1995, as well as 3an oxcudanus:

Cmuxu [Waiting Room: Poems], 1996, and Yaenumve na Apbame: Cmuxu pasnwix nrem

3 The post-Khrushchev period had witnessed the emigration of many controversial writers; the deaths of
many others [...]; but others, such as Iskander, Bitov and Okudzhava, have apparently surmounted criticism
and appeared in print again in the 1980s. Rosalind J. Marsh, Soviet Fiction Since Stalin: Science. Politics
and Literature (Totowa: Barnes & Noble Books, 1986) 21.

4 Boldyrev 126.
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[Tea-Drinking in Arbat: Poems from Various Years], 1996. Apart from the section
entitled 2/ necenox ¢ camozo nauana [21 Songs From the Very Beginning]485, some
famous songs for theatre performances and movies*®, and four larger cycles of songs for

*7_ the volume Munocmu cyow6e: includes about eighty new pieces

separate performances
written between 1988 and 1992. A large portion of poems comprising this group of
writings deals with man’s inner world, his habits, character and path of life*®®, but there
he also published poems about the Cult of Personality and recent history*®.

Okudzhava also developed a small number of poems that compared the old and

new generations from the point of view of an old, experienced man*®. Until the

appearance of this volume, he had not released many poems about emigration or

5 For example: [lina eoiina k momy Bepnuny [The War Moved towards Berlin] and 'opum nnams, ne

ugoum [A Burning Flame Makes no Smoke].

% For example, A Mo ¢ mo6oii, 6pam, uz nexomuvi [And were Jfrom the infantry, brother] or JJopoxcnas
necus [A Road Song], a stylized folk piece.

87 The four are: songs for performance Bxyc uepewnu [A Taste of Cherries] and IToxoocoenus [lunosa,
unu Cmapunnviii 800esuns [Adventures of Shipov, or an Old Vaudeville, for the film Conomennan wnanxa
[4 Little Straw Hat], and for the musical 3oromoii knouux [A Little Gold Key). They are written in different
years, have different forms and go hand in hand with the evolution of the theatre and cinema in the Soviet
Union. The unity of the four cycles is clear, even if the reader just looks at the titles of their parts. In the
case of the IToxoocoenusn ILllunosa, unu Cmapunnwiii 60desuns songs, the cycle starts from a IIponoz
[Prologue] and ends with an Dnunoz [Epilogue]. The musical includes ITepsan necus nseywex [The First
Song of the Frogs), Ilepeas necenxa Bypamuno [The First Song of Buratino), Ilepsas necenxa ITvepo [The
First Song of Pierrot], followed by Bmopas necus ITeepo [The Second Song of Pierrot], Bmopas nechs
nszyuiex [The Second Song of the Frogs], and Bmopas necenxa Bypamuno [The Second Song of Buratino],
and the third one. Because the cycles present an established plot and action, they have a rather narrative
character. Together with the song-ballads, they create the link between Okudzhava’s poems and his prose
works.

8 For example: 5 sam onuceisaio sicuzne... [/ am describing the life to you...), He yesocaii, sicena mos, 6
nec... [Don't drive into the forest, my wife...], Pewaiime, pewaiime, pewaiime... [Please decide, decide,
decide...].

* For example: K cmapocmu kocmouxu cmanu Gonem... [As I get older, I feel pain in my bones..],
Lllecmuoecamnuxu  paseenuyusame ycamozo Oondcuvl... [Men of the sixties should dethrone the
moustache...], A pao 6vi 6bin nokoem eocxumumecs... [ would love to enjoy the peace...], Hawemy ouxomy
obwecmey Hyoxcen mupan 6o 2nase... [Our wild society needs a tyrant as a leader...]

* This is the group that may find the closest thematic link with some of the urban group poems, in which
Okudzhava compares the old Moscow and the new (as, for example, in in Tpameau [Trams]. To this small
group belong Cxpunsam na Hoewiii 1ad éce nepws 3omomeie... [In a new way the golden pens speak...], or
Auma Boboiues nuwem gpanmasuu... [Dima Bobyshev writes fantasies...].
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impressions from his trips abroad, even though he regularly toured in Poland, Hungary,
ex-Yugoslavia, Austria, France, England, USA, Australia, and Indonesia*®'.
Concerning his style in these newest poems, Okudzhava remained faithful to his

old, usual poetic devices and traditional versification:

Yro kacaercs Qopmsl, # cTOpoHHHK Tpamuuuy. CTHXH O3
pudMBI B PUTMA, XOTh S U TOHUMAIO U YBAKAIO HX, KAKYTCS
MHE 4yXIbIMU, aMOP(HBIMH...

In regards to form, I prefer tradition. Poems without rhyme
and rhythm, even though I understand them and have respect
for them, seem to me to be alien and amorphous... 2

Additionally, in these later years, Okudzhava started using more neologisms (for
example, xomnviomep [computer], and more toponyms (for example, Terv-asugckue
xapueenu [Tel-Aviv’s Restaurants], Epycanum [Jerusalem], Kenvn [Cologne], and
bocgop [Bosphorus]). The name of the city, state or country often appears immediately
in the first line of the poem.

Okudzhava became actively involved in changing the cultural-political scene of
the 1980s and 1990s. In 1989, the Committee of Writers in Support of Perestroika,
Anpenv [April], was formed and Okudzhava joined it**® In 1993, Okudzhava was a

member of the jury that awarded the first Booker Novel Prize in Russia. The third Booker

! The fruits of these trips include: Mawxommen [Manhattan), Kapxuii noadens ¢ Maccauycemce [A hot
midday in Massachussets], 3eezda [onnusyoa [A Hollywood Star]l, Amepuxancxas ganmasus [An
American Fantasyl, Anonckas panmasus [A Japanese Fantasy), Typeykas gpanmaszus [A Turkish F. antasy],
Tapudic onn mozo, ¥mo6 xooume no nemy [Paris is to be walked in], Kpacnutii knen [The Red Maple Tree],
and other poems. In these poems, the poet again expresses a certain fear in view of progress and the deep
contrast between Western prosperity and Russian poverty.

2 Brumkin, Commentary, 65 pesen 23.

*? Compare: N.N. Shneidman, Russian Literature, 1988-1994: The End of an Era (Toronto: University of
Toronto Press, 1995) 12.
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Novel Prize in Russia was awarded in turn to Okudzhava on 19 December 1994*°* for
Ynpasonennwiti meamp [The Closed-Down Theatre].**

On 30 November 1994, Okudzhava, together with A. Voznesenskii and A.
Vaksberg, was chosen to be one of the three vice-presidents of the Russian ITen-IJenmp
[Pen-Center], created in 1989. |

Towards the end of his life, Okudzhava suffered from heart problems and did not
participate much in public life. In the 1990s, he suffered a heart attack and underwent
heart surgery in San Francisco, CA. Then on 12 June 1997, Okudzhava died at the age of
73, in the Percy Military Hospital, in Clamart, a suburb of Paris.

In 1998, the Bulat Okudzhava State Memorial Museum was opened. It is located
at his dacha in the village of Michurinets near the writers’ commune at Peredelkino,

about twenty kilometers west of Moscow, at 11 Dovzhenko Street**®

. Moreover, one year
after his death, an exhibition of Okudzhava’s life and accomplishments was presented in
an Arbat house. He is survived by his wife, Ol'ga Vladimirovna Artsimovich, a physicist,

who presented the Russian Federation with the archives of Okudzhava, and his son, Bulat

(Anton) Bulatovich Okudzhava, a musician and composer.

*“* Compare: Shneidman, Russian Literature, 1988-1994: The End of an Era 51 and 53.

% Compare: [Uprazdnennyi teatr tells M.R.] the story of his childhood and family. His parents, highly
placed officials in the Soviet bureaucracy, are purged, and most other relatives disappear. Life is a theatre
in which every individual plays a role, but Okudzhava’s childhood theatre collapses and the actors vanish
into thin air. Uprazdnennyi teatr won the 1994 Booker prize. Although Okudzhava deals sensitively and
perceptively in this semi-autobiographical work with the social and moral dilemmas of the intelligentsia in
post-revolutionary Russia, it is in many ways inferior to his earlier works. It is possible that the Booker
Prize in this instance, as seems to be the case for V. Makanin, was awarded for a lifetime contribution to
Russian literature and not for the best novel of the year. Shneidman, Russian Literature, 1988-1994: The
End of an Era 83. The prize’s amount was 10,000 pounds ($15,000), but Okudzhava did not attend the
award ceremony because of health problems. At that time, he also became a member of President Boris
Yeltsin’s council on culture and art.

% See also: Akin, Melissa “Memory of Late Poet-Icon Okudzhava Kept Alive by Friends.” The St.
Petersburg Times 15.09.1998. <http://www.sptimes.ru/archive/times/399/features/okudzhava.html> and
“Peredelkinskuiu dachu peredaiut v muzei Okudzhavy.” Lenta 01.02.2001
<http://www.lenta.ru/russia/1999/11/02/okudzhava.htm]>
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Appendix 3

LIST OF POEMS

Below is the list of Okudzhava’s poems discussed or mentioned in the thesis, arranged
chronologically.

1943 Ham 6 xono0mnwix menaywixax ne cnanocy [We could not sleep in the cold freight
cars|

1945 Jlo ceuoanus, coinvi!... [Good-bye, sons!]

1945 Jlesywre-conoamy [To the Soldier Girl]

1945 Mot 6cmpeuanu... [We would meet]

1945 He nosabeimb scecmoxux Oneti... [Let'’s not forget the cruel days]

1946  I'opu, ozous, copu [Burn, Fire, Burn]

1950s Mazuuecxoe «osay. Ezo evicomwt... [Magic “two”! Its heights]

1950s Amoi-6amol, winu condoamer [Tum-tarum marched the soldiers]

1950s [oma nywwe (umo cxpoieams?) [It's Better at Home (Why Hide 1t?)]

1950s ‘Kenwumnvi-coceoxu, bpocome cmupky u wumve ... [Women-neighbours, leave
laundry and sewing...]

1950s Ilecenxa o @oumanxe [Song of the Fontanka]

1950s Ilecenxa 06 omxpwimoii 0sepu [Song About an Open Door ]

1954  Becennee [Of Spring]

1956  Ecnu cnoana nadviuamscs Mopekum apomamom npsuvim... [If you fully breathe

in the spicy see aroma]

1956 JKypaenu [Cranes]

1956 Kapmau [Kartli]

1956  Houw npowanus c nemom [Night of Farewell to Summer]

1956-57 IIoomockoeve: Mapm nameuaemes... [Podmoskov'e: We have March in
our plans]

1957-59 Ilecenxa npo Yepnozo xoma [Song about the Black Cat]

1957-61 Iecenxa o mockosckom mempo [The Song about the Moscow Metro]

1957  Aneenvi [Angels]

1957 Apbam bepy ¢ coboro — 6e3 nezo nu na waz... [I take the Arbat with me — I can’t
take a step without it... ]

1957  Becenwiii 6apabanwux [The merry drummer]

1957 I'ony6oii wapux [Blue Ball]

1957 Kopons [King]

1957  Meocecmpa Mapus [Nurse Maria]

1957 He bpooseu, ne nponoiiywr... [Not tramps, not drunkards]

1957 Hesa Ilemposna, 603ne 6ac éce nvsvl [Neva Petrovna, Lions Still Stand by You]

1957  Hosoe ympo [New Morning] '

1957 O uem mut ycnen nepedymams, omey paccmpensuuviii moii [What did you have
time fo rethink, my shot father]



1957
1957
1957
1957

1957
1957
1958
1958

1958
1958
1958
1958
1958

1958
1958
1958

1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959

1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
1959
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Ilapoxoo nonpowaemcs b6acom... [The steamship will say its bass goodbye]
Ilepeuiii Oenv na nepeoosoii [First Day on the Front Line]

Ilecenka o conoamcxux canoeax [The Song of Army Boots]

Iloomockosve: Iloomockosve, Iloomockosve... [Moscow Outskirts: Moscow
Outskirts, Moscow Qutskirts]

Lonnounviti mponneiibyc [Midnight Trolley Bus]

Cenmumenmanvroiii maput [The Sentimental March]

Ho ceuoanus, manvuuxu [Farewell, Boys]

Hs3 oxon kopouxoi necem nooxcapucmoii... [The smell of crusts wafts from the
windows]

Hcexana npauxa knad [Laundrywoman was Searching for a Treasure]

He eenu cmapwuna, umo6 bvina muwuna... [Sergeant, don’t order silence]
Ilecenxa o xomcomonvckoii 6ozune [Song about a Komsomol Goddess]
Canoorcrux [The Shoemaker]

Cmo pa3 3axam kpacuen, pacceem cunen...[The sunset reddened one hundred
times, the dusk was becoming blue]

Tamans [Taman’]

Yacosvie n066u [Love Guards]

A yxoorcy om nynu, oenaio omuasnnuiii pulok ... [I am escaping the bullet,
Jjumping desperately]

Oma ocenwuna! Yeunxcy u nemero... [This woman! I see her and go dumb]
A mecay mouxuii-monkuii [But the Moon is So, So Thin]

Apbamckuii 06opux [Arbat Yard]

bBymaorcnorii conoamux [The Little Paper Soldier]

Becna na Ilpecne [Spring on Presna]

Bom 5 0obupatoce 00 ceoux evicom... [Here I am, attaining my Heights...]
Bcee mur meuewvca oenv-oenvekoil [You just rush around all day long... ]
Hememeo: Cuneno ympo: buino pano... [Childhood: Morning Has Broken: It was
early...]

Lorcasucmer [Jazzmen]

Lopoea [Road]

Ecmo pasuvie kpacuevie croea... [There are many nice words]

Ewe nuumo ne nozacno... [Nothing died off yet]

Kusonucyvr [The Painters]

36e30vt coinnromesn 6 2ycmyio mpasy... [The stars are falling on the thick grass].
Hmakx, s nocmapero... [And so I will grow old]

Kozoa mut yxooum... [When we march away]

Konymbwr [Columbuses]

Konvyo [Ring]

Kyoa vl nooesanu moezo weena? (Where Did You Put my Goldfinch?]
Jlemnuii cao [Summer Garden]

Jlemo [Summer]

Mapga [Martha]

Mnoeo nu nyscno wenosexy... [Does man need a lot]

Mo cmoum — kpecmamu pyxu [We Stand, Arms Crossed]

Ha pacceeme [At Dawn]



1959
1959

1959
1959
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He eepo 6otine, manvuuwxa [Don’t Believe in War, My Boy]

Houb 6enasn: Cnam e3pocivie, kak demu... [White night: Adults sleep like
children]

Ilecenxa 06 Apbame [Song about the Arbat]

Packpeisaro cmpanuyer nadoneii [1 open the pages of my palms]

1959  Pugpmor, munvie mou... [My dear rhymes]

1959 Poouna [Motherland]

1959 Cunvka [Blue]

1959 Ckaska [Fairytale]

1959  Cuumca unu ne chumca?... [Is it a dream? ]

1959  Coinw, 6euep, 36e3061 [Evening, Pour Out the Stars]
1959  Tpu cecmpot [Three Sisters]

1959  Toi 6 yem eunosama?... [What are you guilty of?]
1959  ¥Ympo 6 Tounucu [Morning in Thilisi]

1959  Oma ocenwyuna maxas... [This woman is like this]
1960-61 bepezume nac, nosmoe... [Protect us, poets...],

1960-61 3emns uspoima expus u 6xocw [The earth is dug up all over]
1960-61 Ompaoa [Happiness]

1960-61 Ilecenxa npo oypaxoe [The Song about Fools]

1960-61 Ilosmos mpasunu, nosunu [Poets were persecuted, hunted for]
1960-61 Llapmanxa-wapramanxa [Street Organ-Charlatan]

1960-61 Lna soiina x momy bepnuny [The War Moved towards Berlin]

1960

1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960
1960s

1960s

1960s

1960s
1960s
1960s
1960s
1960s
1960s

Becna: evt dymaeme, xnvinem nmuy nomox... [Spring: You think, a flock of birds
rushes...]

I'opum nnams, ne waoum [A Burning Flame Makes No Smoke]

Heorcypronii no anpenio [The April Duty Officer]

Mockosckuii mypaseii [Moscow Ant]

O xysneuuxax [About the Grasshoppers]

Ocenv 6 Kaxemuu [Autumn in Kakhetia]

Ilecenxa o mockosckux ononuenyax [The Song about Moscow Militiamen]

Ilo Cmonenckoii oopoze [On the Road to Smolensk]

Cmapuwiit nuooicax [The Old Coat]

Yaenumve [Tea-drinking]

Omo cnywumcs [It will happen]

A xax nepeas 1106066 — ona cepoye dicmem... [And the first love — it squeezes your
heart...]

Brunoascu moii eoiinvl 6ce mpaeoii sapociu ... [The dug-outs of that war are
grown over with grass... |

B noxoo na uyscyio cmpany cobupancs kopons... [The king was off to conquer a
Jforeign land... ]

Boennwiit napao [War Parade]

H3 noamet [From the Poem]

He nommuio 3na, 06uo ne nomwuio... [I don’t remember wrongdoing or insults]
Iloceswaemcs eéam [Dedicated to You]

benopycckuii 6oxzan [Belorussian Station]

Boennvie nopmuscku [War Tailors]
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Lvuesnviii pazeosop ¢ coinom

3amuxnem wpanuens [The Shrapnel will Fall Silent]

IIpoeoowl 1onxepos [Seeing off the cadets]

Pewaiime, pewatime, pewaiime... [Please decide, decide, decide]
Crxpunsm na noewiii 1a0 6ce nepus 3onomwie... [In a new way the golden pens
speak]

Yacuxu [The Little Watch]

Yemvipe 200a [Four years]

B Bapabannom nepeynxe [On Drum Lane]

Bcio nouv xpuuanu nemyxu [The Cocks Crowed All Night]

T'umapa [Guitar]

Lonemui 6ce necnu. H mouxa... [All the songs have been sung. Period]
Ilecenxa o nexome [The Infantry Song]

IIpooonoicaemes mysvixa 6ozne menus... [The music plays on at my side]
Yepnwii ‘meccep’ [Black ‘Messer’]

Yyoecnwiii éanve [Wonderful Waltz]

I'nasnas necenxa [The Main Song]

[ecamo moicsau 0opoz, u mpegoe, u Mopok nepedxcums ... [To survive ten thousand
roads, and fears, and shadows]

3amox Haoeoicowr [Castle of Hope]

Kax 5 cuden 6 kpecne yaps [How Iwas Sitting on the Tsar’s Throne]
Jlenunepaockan mysvika [Leningrad Music]

Moii xapanoawmwerii nopmpem [My Pencil Portrait]

Myszwika [Music]

Hounoii paszoeop [A Conversation at Night]

Cmapuiii 0oom [The Old House]

Cmuxu 6e3 nazeanus [Poems without Name]

A nuxoz0a ne euman, ne euman... [I never wandered, never wandered /]
Aucmur [Storks]

B 2opoockom caoy [In a City Garden]

Bpewmsa [Time]

Mapm eenruxooywnoii [Generous March]

Monumea [Prayer]

Mot npuedem myoa, npueoem... [We will get there, we will]
Hayenennwuii 2nas oounoxozo nocs... [Focused eye of a lonely elk]
Ocenw 6 LJapckom Cene [Autumn in Tsarskoe Selo],

Ilecenxa o nounoii Mocxee [The Song about Moscow at Night]
ITucomo Anmoxonvcxomy [A Letter to Antokol ski]

Ilocneonun manzan [The Last Mangal]

Dpecku [Frescoes]

Xpamynu [Khramuli]

IOma xomuama [This Room]

Anxapa, Auxapa! [Ankara, Ankara!]

Boinoe nenvsa 6opomums... [You can’t go back...]

B oemcmee mne ecmpemunca xax-mo xysueuux ... [In my childhood, I once met a
grasshopper...]
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B cady Heckyunom muwuna — [Silence in the Neskuchnyi Garden]
Buigecku [Signboards] ,

Hom: [lom npeonasnauen na cnom. Hzeunume... [The House: This house is to be
demolished. Sorry...]

3noii [Intense Heat]

H3 oxna eazona [From the carriage window]

Kax naywumocs pucosamo [How to Learn to Draw]

Jlenunepaockas snezus [Leningrad Elegy]

Menosenno cnoso: Kopomox eex... [Word is instantaneous: Century is short]
He 6epio 6 60za u cyovby [I Don’t Believe in God and Destiny]
Onoeannwiii conoamux moezo coina [My son’s tin soldier]

Ocenv pannsa... [Early Autumn]

Ilecenxa o 6envix 06opruxax [Song about White Janitors]

Ilecenxa o Coxonvruxax [The Song about Sokol 'niki]

Ilecenxa npo manapoe [A Song About Painters],

Ilewexooos pooocnosnoe opeso [Family Tree of Passers-by]

IInvieym ooma, kax kopabnu [Houses Sail Like Ships]

IIpowanue c ocenvio [Farewell to Autumn]

Iyckaii meeposm unvie ocmpsxu... [Let the other wits say]

Paszoeop c pexoii Kypoii [Conversation with the Kura River]

Ceem 6 oxne [Light at the Window]

To naoas, mo cnoea napacmas... [Once falling, once raising]

Yauya moeii nobeu [Street of My Love]

DPomoepaguu opyseii [Photographs of Friends]

Bempeua [Meeting]

I'puboeoos 6 Llunanoanu [Griboedov in Tsinandali]

Pyucnupu [Ruispiri]

Cmpoumenn, 6036e0u mue 0om... [Builder, build me a home]

Tounucu [Thilisi]

Hupx [Circus]

Yenosex cmpemumcs 6 npocmomy [Man Aims for Simplicity]

IIpowanue ¢ noéozooneii enxoii [Farewell to the New Year Tree]
IIpowanue ¢ Honvweii [Farewell to Poland]

Ymepemo — mooice naoo ymemeo... [You also have to know how to die]
Bawe brazopooue, eocnooica pasnyka [Your Honour, Madame Separation]
TIonyboii uenosex [Blue Man]

I pysunckas necusa [Georgian Song],

Hemcxuii pucynok [A Child’s Drawing]

Kumeno Xescypemuu u benviii kopabno [The Inhabitant of Khevsuretia and the
white ship]

Kozoa samuxarom opxecmpor semuu... [When the world’s orchestras fall silent]
Ilpobpanace 6 nawy sicusmo kiesema... [Slander stole into our life]
Ilymewecmeue no nounoit Bapuase 6 Opoowcrkax [A Carriage Ride through
Warsaw at Night] '

Cmapunnas cmyoenyeckasn necus [An Old Student Song]

Cyacmausuux [Lucky Guy]
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Tunv Ynermwnueens [Til Eulenspiegel]

Tpameau [Streetcars]

A 0apio mebe k ceemnomy npasonuxy... [I Give You on This Special Occasion]
AHueape 6 Ooecce [January in Odessa]

Macmep I'puwa [Master Grisha]

Apbamckuii pomanc [Arbat Romance]

Ilecenxa o Moyapme [Song about Mozart]

Hanoussn oopoea [Long Road]

Hasaiime, npudymaem oecnoma [Let’s Invent a Tyrant]

Peuumamus [Recitative]

A manenvxuil, eopno 6 anzuve [I am Small and My Throat is Sore]

Bawe senuuecmso, scenwyuna [Your Majesty, Woman],

Anmon Ianwru Yexos oonasicowt 3amemun... [Anton Palych Chekhov once
remarked...]

Bom koponw yexan na eoiiny: On Mockey noxunyn. [And the king left for the war:
He abandoned Moscow. ]

Bnepeou uoem cepocanm [The sergeant marches at the head]

Hs pponmoeoeo onesnuxa [In a diary from the front]

Kax epems becnowjaono... [How merciless is time]

He cruwrom-mo usvickan 6uo 3a oxnamu [The view outside the window is not
very refined]

Opxecmp uepaem 6oesvie mapwiu [The orchestra plays war marches]
IHupamckas nupuyeckas [Piratical Lyrical Song]

IIposoowt y soenxkomama [Saying good-bye at the enlistment office]
Cenmsabpo [September]

Connvouuxo cusiem, mysvixa uepaem [The sun is shining, the music is playing]
Cmanun Ilywxuna nucman... [Stalin was browsing thorough Pushkin]
Cmoum 3a0pemamo nemnozo... [It is enough to doze off for a while]

Y Cnaca na xkpyorcke 3a6eimo nawe oemcemeo... [Near Spas our childhood was
forgotten] '
Younu moezo omya [They killed my father]

Yyecmeyio: nopa npowamocs... [1 feel it’s time to say goodbye]

Llapmanka cmapas kpymunace... [An old street organ was grinding]

A ocugy 6 oorcuoanuu kpaxa..., [1 live waiting for a crash]

Kusno oxomnuxa [A Hunter’s Life]

A 20061 yx00sm, yxooam ... [And the years are slipping by and by ...]
3aesoicuii mysvikaum yenyemces ¢ mpy6oio... [A touring musician kisses his
trumpet],

bamanenoe nonomno [A Battle Canvas]

Cmapunnas conoamckas necus [An Old Soldier’s Song]

Becna: Hebo cunee, kax na kapmunxe... [Spring: The sky is blue as in a
picture...]

Ha cmepmo Bopuca banmepa [On the Occasion of the Death of Boris Balter]
A mo1 ¢ mobou, bpam, uz nexomwr [And we 're from the infaniry, brother]
Ilecenxa kasanepeapoa [The Cavalry Guard’s Song]

Yaenumoe na Apbame [Taking Tea on the Arbat]
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A nuwy ucmopuveckuti poman [1 Am Writing a Historical Novel]

Lom na Moiixe [House on the Moika]

Coeounenue cepoey — cmapunnoe npucnocobnenue... [The union of hearts—an
old contrivance]

A 6no6b noscmpeanca ¢ Haoearcooi... [Iran into Hope again]

Ewe ooun pomanc [One More Romance]

Bce nopasvexanuce oaenvim-oasno [Everybody Went Off Long Ago]

A svicenen ¢ Apbama — apbamcexuii smucpanm... [I am evicted from the Arbat—an
Arbat émigré]

Apbamckoe 60oxnogenue, unu éocnomunanus o dememee... [The Arbat
Inspiration, or Memories of Childhood]

O Bonooe Buvicoykom [On Volodia Vysotskii]

Apbama 6onvute Hem: pacmasin croeHo ceéeuenvia... [The Arbat is no more—it
melted like a little candle... ]

Haeaiime socknuyamo, opye opyzom eocxuwgamvcs [Let’s exclaim, let’s admire
each other]

Ha benwiii 6an bepes ne cobepy... [1 won't gather birches for this white ball]
Cmamo 602ameem unoi noposum... [Some want to be rich]

Yem naw 06op nu obudicanu — ou 6 xraccuyeckoti nope... [No matter how they
insulted our yard — in classic times it... ]

Amepuranckaa panmasus [An American Fantasy]

Bpoynas: Jlunoewie cymepxu... [Wroclaw: Violet dusk...]

Huma bobwiues nuwem panmasuu... [Dima Bobyshev writes fantasies]
Kapxuii nondenv 6 Maccauycemce [A hot midday in Massachussets]

K ecmapocmu xocmouxu cmanu 6onems... [As I get older, I feel pain in my bones]
Kpacnwiii knen [The Red Maple Tree]

He yesoicau, sicena mos, 6 nec... [Don’t drive into the forest, my wife]

Llapuxc ons moz2o, umob xooums no nemy [Paris is to be walked in]

Paz u osa [One and two]

Typeyxaa panmasus [A Turkish Fantasy]

Llecmuoecamnuxu Bapwaewl [The Warsaw Generation of the Sixties]
Llecmudecamuuxu paseenuusamo ycamozo 0oncHwl... [Men of the sixties should
dethrone the moustache]

A sam onucwisaro gcusne... [I am describing the life to you]

A pao 6e1 6vLn noxoem eocxumumocs... [1 would love to enjoy the peace]
Anonckas panmasus [A Japanese Fantasy]

Hy umo, 2enepanuccumyc npexpacnuiii... [Well, my fine generalissimo]
Apbamckue naneswvl [Arbat Melodies]

I'nac mpybur nao 2opooamu [The trumpet call above the towns]

Beemy epemeuxo ceoe... [There is a time for everything]

Lopooicnas necus [A Road Song]

Kax naw 0sop nu obusxcanu... [No matter how much our yard was insulted]
Haonuce na kamue [Inscription on a Stone]

Hyorcnor iu 2ycapy comuenus ... [What are doubts to the hussar]

Hapuocckaa panmasus [Parisian Fantasy]

Mysvixanm [Musician]
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1983 Cobpancs k mame — ymepaa... [1was to visit my mom — she died]

1984 Jlepszocmu, unu Pazeoeop neped 6oem [Impertinence, or a Talk before battle]

1984 Iloo Mamonmogxoti sxczym xocmpwt [They Burn Fires Near Mamontovka]

1984 Ilpumema [A token]

1985 Ckonvbko coenano pykamu yousumenvrvix kpacom!... [How many amazingly
beautiful things were made by hand!]

1985 B naweti scusnu npeKpacHol U CMmpanHo

1985 Bocxuwennocms eauium cepoyem, auium céemom... [ Enchantment with your
heart, your light...]

1985 Bom myswixa ma, noo komopyio... [This is the music, to which]

1985  Bce enywe myzvixa oywin... [The music of the soul gets quieter and quieter...]

1985 T'umn yrtomy [Hymn to Cosiness].

1985 T'omon naowaou Ilemposckoil... [Hubbub of the Petrovskaia Square]

1985 Jynaiickas paumasus [Danube Fantasy]

1985 Moi noumanvon [My Postman]

1985  He conviomesa nuxozoa 3umel 0onzue u rema [Long winters and summers will
never melt]

1985 Hy uem mebe nompagumo, moii kysneyuk?... [So how can I please you, my
grasshopper?]

1985 Iamamu O6yxoeoii [In Memory of Obukhova

1985 Ilecenxa benne [A Song for Bella],

1985 Ilo3opasvme mensa, oopoeas: 2 pao, ymo ocmancs 6 scusvlx [Congratulate me,
my dear, I am happy I remained alive]

1985  Ilouemy mut ucyesaem... [Why do we disappear]

1985 Cmpoxa uz cmapozo cmuxa civieem nenacmosiyeil... [A line from an old poem
passes for artificial]

1985  Yumaro memyapwer pasuvix auy... [I read the memoirs of various persons... ]

1986  Bnazopoouvie jcenvi bezymuuix nosmos... [The noble wives of crazy poets...]

1986 ¥V nosma conepruxos nemy [The Poet Has No Rivals]

1987  Ax, umo-mo mue He gepumcs, ymo s, bpam, 60e6dl...

1987 Moii omey [My Father]

1987 Ha nonanxe pazmunaromcs opkecmpol 0yxoevie... [In the field, the brass bands
pass one another]

1987  Hao enybunoii 6e300unbix 600 [Above the Depths of Fathomless Waters]

1987  Hao nnowaowvio 6asaprnoio [Above the city market]

1987 Ilucomo k mame [Letter to Mom]

1987 Paboma [Work]

1988 Kax mue npasumcs no Ilamnuykoti 6 mawune npoesscams! [How I Love Driving
on Piatnitskaia Street!]

1988 Tenv-asusckue xapuesnu [Tel-Aviv’s Restaurants]

1988  Ax, opxecmpul Oyxoswie [Oh, the brass bands]

1988 Bsambca 3a pyku He s 1y npussbiean eac, 2ocnooa? ... [Didn’t I call you gentlemen
to join hands?...] '

1988 Bums, ceiepaii na eumape... [Vitia, play the guitar...],

1988 Bocnomunanue o [ne I[lobeow: [Reminiscences from the Day of Victory].

1988 Bce ympsacaemca mano-nomany [All slowly settles]
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1988 Iama nodncex ne 3amouum [A Lady Won't Wet Her Dainty Feet]
1988 Temcmeo [« edy Tugpnucom 6 nponemke...»] [Childhood [«I am riding Tiflis by
open carriagey]
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3eez00uem [Astrologer]

Mue ne xouemcs nucame [1 don’t feel like writing]

Moe noxonenue.: Bce2o na 00no nuus meHosenue... [My generation, if only for a
moment]

Ha nonommne y Anunwl bensxogoii [On Alla Beliakova’s canvas]

Om 6oiinwl otinbl ne uwyym ... [Don’t look for another war]

Omue20 mol neuanen, xyooocHux [Why Are You Sad, Artist]

Ilepeynox Boowcecmeennwim... [Bozhestvenny Lane]

Hecenxa «Cosecmy, 6razopodcmao u docmouncmeo...» [The Song “Conscience,
nobility and dignity”’]

Ilo kaxoii pexe meoii kopabnw navieem... [Whichever river your ship sails down]
Aezycm ¢ Jlameuu

B 6onvruye mednenno meuem pexa yacoe... [In a hospital, the river of time flows
slowly...]

B 6onvruunoe anamy okno, a mam, 3a oknom-Ilupozoexa ... [1look through the
hospital window, and there I see Pirogovka...]

Beuepa ¢ppanyyscroii necnu... [Evenings of French song... ]

Bocemnaoyamwiii 6ex uz anmuynocmu... [The eighteenth century from
antiquity... |

H3 Bawunemona 6 nasnauennwiti cpox [From Washington at agreed time]
Hponuueckoe obpawenue x 2enepany [An ironic address to a general],

Kyxnsa [Kitchen]

Haoeoicow: kpacnasn 0eepw [The Red Door of Hope]

He ycnen na sicusns o6udemvcs [He had no time to get hurt by life]

H3 cmuxoe zenepana Onouununa 1812 200a [From the 1812 poems of General
Opochinin]

Io Honvute eneuxu bezym. Hao Ionvuieti nmuyet nporemaiom...”" [Through
Poland, the spruce trees run. Above Poland the birds fly]

Focghop [Bosphorus]

Epycanum [Jerusalem]

Kenvn [Cologne]

Iosepw mue, Aznewra, 2paoym nepemenvi ... [Believe me, Agnieszka, changes will
come]

3ee3z0a Ionnusyoa [Hollywood Star]

Manxommen [Manhattan]

Hawemy duxomy obugecmsy Hysicen mupan 60 2nase... [Our wild society needs a
tyrant as a leader | '

Vipawenue ocusnu moeii... [Adornment of my life]

Mhuenue nana Onvbpuixcrkozo [Opinion of Mr. Olbrychski]

A 6 Kenvne ocusy. Bosne Konenesa... [1live in Cologne. Next to Kopelev]

100 xoneimamu cree zonyboii npumam... [The blue snow is trampled under hoof]
Omwve3so [Departure]
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1996  Boun Jlonoou npedo muoti. A neinye 61ob éce ne mo dice... [London lay before
me. And now nothing is the same... |
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