Bulat Okudzhava

in English translations
by Alexander Givental

B 3emHBIE CTpacTH BOBJICUEHHBII,
51 3Har0, YTO U3 ThMbI HA CBET
OnHaxIpl BEIMACT aHTe YePHBII
U KpuKHET, 4TO CIIACEHBS HET.

Ho npocroayisblii 1 HeCMENBIH,
[IpexpacHsIii, Kak Ojarasi BECTb,
Wnynmii cnegom anren Oemblii
[Ipomenyer, 4TO HAIEK 1A €CTh.

Being drawn into earthly passions,

I vision as from gloom to light

Once, dressed in black, Dark Angel rushes
To cry: "Salvation is a lie!"

Yet, unassuming and lighthearted,
Delightful as a noble deed,

Comes angel from the white department
To add that hope is true indeed.

This is one of many Okudzhava's poems that haven't been
made songs. The next four are songs written for movies or
documentaries. Music for the first two is by Isaac Schwartz.
The last two are Okudzhava's own songs, the very last being
dedicated to Isaac Schwartz. Follow the links to listen on
youtube.



Byaar OkymkaBa

KAIIVIM JATCKOI'O KOPOJIA

Bn. Momwinio

B pannem getctBe BepwI s,
YTO OT BCEX OOJIC3HEH
Kareib JlaTckoro Koposst
HE HAlTH NOJIE3HEH.

U c Tex mop roput BO MHE
OTOHEK TOU BEPBHL...

Kannu JaTtckoro xoposst
neiTe, KaBajepol!

Kamnmu JlaTckoro xoposst
WM KOPOJIEBHI -

3TO Kpemye, 4eM BHHO,
cllalle KapaMelu

U CHUJIbHEE KIICBETHI,
CTpaxa  XOJIEPBL...
Kamnmu JlaTckoro xoposst
neifre, kaBajiepsl!

PeB opynuii, mocBUCT MyJb,
3BOH LITHIKOB U ca0elb
PacTBOPSIFOTCS JIETKO

B 3BOHE 3TUX Karleb,

coJiHIle, Maii, ApOar, JIt000Bb -
BEIIIE HET KaphEPHI...

Kannu latckoro xoposnst
neiTe, KaBajaepol!

CrnaBa royoBsI KpyXKHT,
BJIACTh CEP/LA IIEKOUET.
I'pomr niena Tomy, KTO BCTaTh
HaJ JPYTUM 3aX0YeT.
VYKpernsiTe Opranusm,
IIPUHUMAKITE MEpBHIL...

Kamnmu JlaTckoro xoposst
nemnTe, KaBajaepsbl!

Ecnu npasny npoxpudars
BaM MeEIIaeT Kallelb,

He 3a0yapTe OTXJICOHYTh
3TUX YyAHBIX Karleib.
[Iepen Bamu mycTh BCTAOT
HPOLUIOTO MPUMEPBL...
Kannu JlaTtckoro xoposs
neire, kaBaiepsl!

Bbenwrii cBeT s 0001mIEN

HO HHT/IC Ha CBETE

MHE, [IPEJICTaBbTEe, HE MPHUIILIIOCH
BCTPETUTH KaTlIK 3TH.

Ecnu x BaM BIpYr IOBE3ET,

BBI TOT' 1A 0€3 Mephbl

Karu J[aTckoro Koposist

neiTe, KaBajaepol!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s-N_kBEPd9%

Bulat Okudzhava

POTION OF THE DANISH PRINCE

To VI. Motyl

As a child, I was convinced
that from all conditions
Potion of the Danish Prince

1s the most efficient.

And that faith is burning since
brighter every year...

Potion of the Danish Prince
Savor, cavalier!

Potion of this Prince or King

is as sweet as candy,

bruter than champagne, and more
powerful than brandy.

It is stronger than deceit,
treachery, and fear...

Potion of the Danish Prince
Savor, cavalier!

Bullet's hisses, cannon's blasts,
sword's and saber's clinking
will dissolve at once if you
gurgle as you drink it.

May Arbat, and love, and spring
be your best career!

Potion of the Danish King
Savor, cavalier!

Fame and glory dizzy heads,
Power senses tickles.

Who succeeds at your expense
isn't worth a nickel.

Straighten body, strengthen soul,
act and persevere...

Potion of the Danish Prince
Savor, cavalier!

If your whistle-blow's lost

in your coughing blow,

don't forget: a sip at most
makes all problems go.
Always mind what always did
fathers-pioneers ...

Potion of the Danish Prince
Savor, cavaliers!

I have traveled low and high,
searched the land and ocean,

but I couldn't ever find

this amazing potion.

Should to you such fortune wink,
you should have no fear:

Potion of the Danish King

Savor, cavalier!

http://www.voutube.com/watch?v=LwISNU7kUwS



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Lw1SNU7kUw8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s-N_kBEPd9k

Byaar OkynxaBa
JIIOBOBb U PA3JIYKA

Eme oH He cuuT, TBOW Hapsi/i MOJIBEHEYHBIH,
U xop B Hally 4ecTb He CIIOET,

A BpeMms TOPOIIUT, BO3HUIIA OECIIEUHBIH,

W npocsTcst KoHU B TOJIET.

AX, TOBKO OBI TpO¥iKa He cOmIach ObI € Kpyra,
byOeHunk He CMOJIK 1O AYTOH.

JIBe BeUHBIX MOJPYTH, JIFOOOBb U Pa3iyKa,

He xonsat ogna 6e3 apyroi.

MpI caMu pacKpblUId BOPOTa, Mbl CaMU
CuacTinBYyIO TPOMKY BIPSIIIIH,

U BOT y’ke 4TO-TO CUSIET MpeJ HaMU,
Ho uto-T0 moracno Branu.

CasiTast HayKa paccibllaTh APYT Apyra
CkBO3b BeTEp Ha BCE BPEMEHA.

JIBe cTpaHHUIIBI BEYHBIX, TIOOOBH U pa3ilyKa,
IlonenstTcs ¢ HaMHU CIIOJIHA.

Yem A0JIbIIC )KUBEM MBI, TEM I'OJbI KOPOUC
TeM cnaie apysen rosoca.

AX, TOTBKO 0 HE CMOJIK O] TYTOM KOJIOKOJIBYHK,

I'na3a Obl TJIAACIN B I'J1a3a.

To Geper To MOpe, TO COJIHIIE TO BBIOTA,
To 1aCTOYKU TO BOPOHKE.

JIBe BEUHBIX TOpPOTH, II0OOOBH U pasziyKa,
[Tpoxomar cKBO3b cepale Moe.

To Laura

They're yet to be fitted, your veil and your gown,
And chanters to bless us for life,

But hurries time - dare-driver renowned! -

And horses are eager to fly.

If only the ding-bells were angels safeguarding,
The sleigh were by tracks to abide!

Two buddies forever, devotion and parting,
Without each other don't ride.

We opened the gateway ourselves, and we chose
The horses for luck, and a star

Is shining already deceptively close,

But something has faded afar.

It's great an endeavor each other regarding
Through blizzard and hail that, alas,

Two roamers forever, devotion and parting,
Will handsomely share with us.

The longer we live, years the shorter keep shrinking,
The sweeter friend's voices surprise.

May only the sleigh-bell continue its dinging,

May eyes keep the contact with eyes!

From oceans to harbors, from tropics to Arctic,
From swallows to ravening crows

Two roads forever, devotion and parting,

My heart penetrated across.

http://'www.voutube.com/watch?v=6XiV5vOYfLM



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6XjV5yOYfLM

Byaar OkynxaBa

Beceanlii bapabanmmnk

Bcranb nopansbliie, BCTaHb MOPaHbIIIE, BCTAHb MOPAHBIIIE.
TonbKO yTpO 3aMasiuuT y BOPOT.

TwI yBUIHIITE, THI YBUIUIIIb, KAK BECENBIN OapabaHIIIK

B pyku nmajgouku KJI€HOBBIC OEpeT.

Twl yBUIUIIB, THI YBUIUIIb, KaK BeCEJbIi OapabaHIINK
B pyku nmajgouku KJI€HOBBIE OEpeT.

Byner nosnaeHb, CyMaToXok0 MPOMaxIimi,

3BOH TpaMBaeB U JIFOJICKOI BOJIOBOPOT,

Ho npuciyinaiics, yCablnIib, Kak BeCebli OapabaHIIInK
C GapabaHOM BJIOJIb TIO YIIUIIE UJIET.

Ho npuciyinaiics, yCablmIib, Kak Becebli 0apabaHIIInK
C GapabaHOM BJIOJIb TIO YIIUIIE UJIET.

Byner Bedep u KyJieCHUK 1 0OMAIIUK.

TeMHOTa Ha MOCTOBBIE YIaJIET.

Ho Brasaucs, 1 Thl yBUINIIb, KaK BeCeNbli OapabaHIIIK
C GapabaHOM BJIOJIb TIO YJIMIIEC HJICT.

Ho Brasaucs, 1 Thl yBUINIIb, KaK BeCeNbli OapabaHIIIK
C GapabaHOM BJIOJIb TIO YJIMIIEC HJIET.

['poXOT majgo4ek - To OJFKE OH, TO JAJIbIIIE.

CKBO3b CyMATHLY U IOJIHOYBb U TyMaH

Hey»enu Tbl He BUIMIIIb, KaK BECENbIil OapaOaHIIIK

Bnons o ynuiie nponocut 6apadaH.

OueHb xaib, 4TO Thl HE BUIUIIIb, KaK BECEIbI OapabaHIINK
Bnons o ynuiie nponocut 6apada.

Bulat Okudzhava

A Merry Little Drummer

Every morning, summer morning, every summer,

If your day begins before the sunrise ends

You will notice, you will witness as a merry little drummer
Takes his maple drumsticks in his little hands.

You will notice, you will witness as a merry little drummer
Takes his maple drumsticks in his little hands.

Then the busy midday comes, a noisy bummer,

Bells of trams and passers-by's unending tweet.

Yet, if listen, you will hear that a merry little drummer
With his little drum is marching on the street.

Yet, if listen, you will hear that a merry little drummer
With his little drum is marching on the street.

When the evening comes, a wizard and a scammer,

And the twilight hits the ground at your feet,

Look around and you'll notice that a merry little drummer
Still is marching with his drum along the street.

Look around and you'll notice that a merry little drummer
Still is marching with his drum along the street.

Knocks of drumsticks come then louder then dumber
Through the midnight fog, and through the daily hum.
Why indeed cannot you notice that a merry little drummer
Carries on along the street his little drum?

What a pity you can't notice that a merry little drummer
Carries on along the street his little drum.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uAG_BL5BIJQ

http://'www.voutube.com/watch?v=E9ki8 Oz7vpc

Music by Lev Schwartz


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E9ki8Oz7vpc
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uAG_BL5BlJQ

bepu mmHe b, MOULIX TOMOH

Cruxu b.OxymxaBbl

Mys3sika B.JIeBamosa

A MBI ¢ TOOOH, Opat, U3 TEXOTHI,

A neTom nyuiie, 4em 3uMOil.

C BOIHOM TOKOHYHJIA MBI CUETHI, (3 pa3a)
bepu muHens, nouwtn 1oMoi!

Boitna Hac rayna u kocuna,

[Ipumeén xoHen u e caMonu.

Yetsipe roga MaTh 0e3 cbiHa, (3 pasa)
bepu mmnens, nouuu 1omoit!

K 3011€ 1 K nemy Halmmx yJui

OnsATe, OIATH, TOBAPUIL MO,

CKBOpIIBI IPOTIABILINE BEPHYIUCH, (3 pa3a)
bepu muHens, nouwn 10Moit!

A TBI C 3aKpBITBIMU OYaMH

Crmnns o1 paHSPHOTO 3BE3/I0H.

Bcragaii, BcTaBaii, oqHononmyanuH, (3 pasza)
bepu mmHens nomm 1omMoi!

UTo 5 cKaky TBOUM JOMAIIIHUM,

Kak Bcrany s nepen B1oBoM?

HeyxTo xisicTbest AHEM BuepamHuM, (3 pasa)
bepu mmHens nouu JoMou!

MBI BCE - BOMHBI LIAJIBHBIE IETH,

U renepai, u psgoBO.

Omnsath BecHa Ha Oenom cBete, (3 pasa)
bepu mumnens, nouuu 1omoit!

Pick up your sack, let's go home

Lyrics: B. Okudzhava
Music: V. Levashov

Four winters, pal, we stood the grounds,

And now spring is back on track.

With war, we've settled all accounts, (3 times)
Let's go home, pick up your sack.

The war was slashing us and bending,

And now we have paid it back.

For four years mothers have been waiting, (3 times)
Let's go home, pick up your sack!

In ash and ruin streets are resting,

But look, my comrades: On the decks

Long missing birds again are nesting. (3 times)
Let's go home, pick up your sacks!

And you, eyes closed, forearms folded,

Are sleeping neath the starry dome.

Wake up, get up, my brother-soldier, (3 times)
Please, pick your sack, let's go home!

What will I tell your wife and parents?

How would I break your children's hope?

Why are we sworn to run these errands? (3 times)
Pick up your sack, let's go home!

We all are warfare's orphaned roamers,

A gen-in-chief, and private Tom.

The spring is back the whole world over (3 times)
Pick up your sack, let's go home!

http.://www.voutube.com/watch?v=25kQUYG1Ve8



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z5kQUYG1Vg8

Byaar Okym:kaBa “JlBe Ku3nm ...”

Ilpunes:
JIB€e KW3HM NIPOKUTH HE JIaHO,
JIBa cuacThs 3ares mycrasi.
W3 nByx BBIIAAAET OJHO,
Takas yx npaBja rpocTtas!
Komy oteirpaer tpyda
[TpomansHbie B HE0O MOTHBBI,
Komy ynsi6nercs cyan0a,
U oH ynbpIOHETCS, CYATIIMBBIN.

BbIcTpOo MOJ0A0CTH TPOXOAMT,
JlHM cyacTiuBbI€ KpaJeT.

Uto Ha3HAYE€HO NMPUPOAOH -
O0s13aTENIBHO CITyUUTCS.

To nn camoe HampacHoe,

Hy camoe nanpacnoe

B oxomiko nocryuures,

To 11 camoe npekpacHoe,

Hy camoe npekpacHoe

B 00baThs ynajzer.

Ilpunes

AX, He nenalTe 3anacoB

N3 mo0OBU 1 TOOPOTHI,

W Ha yepHbIN NEHb IPATYIIHNA
He xonute mMusnocepabe.
[Iponazner HU 3a NOHIOIIKY,
Hy coBcem HU 3a MOHIOMIKY
Bame ropekoe ycepibe,
JIaryT HBBIE MOPIIHHBI,
JIAryT HOBBIE MOPIIIUHBI

OT HanpacHOM CyeThl.

Ilpunes

Kans, 4T0 MOJIOOCTH NpoOMana,
JKanp, 9TO CTapOCTh KOPOTKA.
Bce Teneps yx Ha J1al0HH,

JIo6 B moty, ayma B ymuoax.
Ho 3a 1o yxe He Oyzer,
Huxorna yxxe He Oyner

Hu 3aranok, Hu ommooK,
TosbKO poBHAs 10pora,

Tonpko poBHas nopora

o mocnenHero 3BOHKa.

JIB€ KU3HU NIPOKUTH HE JIAHO ...

Bulat Okudzhava “Two lives ...”

Refrain:
One cannot begin once again,
Two lives are a fruitless endeavor.
The truth isn't hard to explain:
You're happy in this try or never.
Will trumpets your final farewell
Announce to your kingdom untimely,
Or fairies a fortunate spell
Impose on you, lucky and smiling?

Years of youth are quickly passing
Days of happiness elapse.

What the providence intended
Will inevitably happen:

Either solely the pitiful

But plentiful and dutiful

Be on your shoulder tapping,

Or something very beautiful

And fanciful will suddenly
Collapse onto your laps.

Refrain

Don't conserve your love and kindness
For the most deserving case,

And don't stock for rainy future

All your differences making.

It will go in smoke and vanish,

It will pass in vain and perish,

All your bittersweet painstaking,

And the wrinkles from your effort,
Much ado and worthless effort

Will adorn your pretty face.

Refrain

Sadly, days of spring are over,
Sadly, days are short in fall.

Mind that hand is full of fortune,
Forehead sweating, soul in bruises.
But from now on forever

There is nothing whatsoever

That can puzzle or confuse us,

Just an even, restful road,

Very uneventful road

Till the very final call.

One cannot begin once again ...

http.://www.voutube.com/watch?v=Dm02aKKPXPQ



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Dm02aKKPXPQ

U. llleapuy

My3BIKaHT UrpaJl Ha CKPUIIKE
-- 4 B IJ1a3a eMy TJsed.

S He TO yTOO MHOOOMBITCTBOBAI
-- 5 110 HEOY JIeTeN.

S He To 4yTOOBI OT CKYKH
-- s HaJIeSAJICS TIOHSTh,

KaK YMEIOT 3TH PYKH
3TH 3BYKH U3BJIEKaTh

13 KaKOU-TO JIEPEBALIKH,
U3 KaKUX-TO IPyOBIX KW,

U3 KaKoi-TO TaMm (paHTa3uH,
KOTOPOU OH CITy»Kui?

Ja emie BeAb HaJIO MaIBIIBI
3HaTh, K YeMY MpUXKaTh KOI'a,

9T00 BO ThME HE 3aTepsiach
rOpJBIX 3BYKOB 4epena.

[a emie Benp HANO B Ayl1y

K HaM IIPOHUKHYTH U IMOIKCYb...

a 4ero ¢ Hel LEepEeMOHUTHCS?
Yero ee 6epeun?

CyacTiauB A0M, I'TIC 3BYKH CKPHUIIKH

HACTaBJISAIOT HAC HA MTyTh
Y BCEJISIOT B HAC HA/ICXKIBL. .
OcranpHOE KaK-HUOY/Ib.

C4yacTiIMB UHCTPYMEHT, MPY>KAThII

K YIJIOBaTOMY IUIEUY,
0 YbeMYy 0JIarOCIIOBEHHIO
s 110 HEOY Jieuy.
CyacTiuB OH, Y€l MyTh HEOJIOT,
MAaJIBIBI 371bI, CMBIYOK OCTED,
MY3bIKaHT, COOPYAMBIIHI
13 TyIIH MOEH KOCTep.
A nymia, y’K 3TO TOYHO,
eXeau 000KIKeHa,
CIIpaBeUIMBEN, MUJIOCEpIHEE
U IIpaBeJHEN OHA.
CIIpaBeUTMBEN, MUJIOCEpIHEE
U IIpaBeHEN OHA.

To I. Schwartz

Violinist's hands were playing
-- I was looking in his eyes
It is not that | was prying
-- I was flying in the skies.
It is not that I was musing
-- I was utterly confused:
How can these hands amusing
all this music reproduce
From the chunks of fancy plywood,
and intestine of a sheep,
From the sparks of moonshine fantasy
he destined was to keep?
And he also needs to know
where to pinch and when depress,
Else this flow of sounds noble
will become a sheepish mess.
Yet he also needs to capture
senses and inflame my soul,
Since the firewood saved from fire
would make no sense at all.

Blessed are those homes where fiddles
help us telling wrong from right
And inspire hopes -- all else we'll
figure out on the flight.
Blessed is that device, that's lying
up the shoulder neath the chin
On whose orders I am flying
Earth and Heaven in between.
Blessed is he, whose hand is certain,
bow sharp, and posture tall,
The musician who's composed
a campfire of my soul.
And a soul, one can be certain,
if on fire has been once,
More compassionate, more generous,
more merciful becomes.
More compassionate, more generous,
more merciful becomes.

http://'www.voutube.com/watch?v=Biloj7TNKTck



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BiIoj7NKTck
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BiIoj7NKTck
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