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SOLDIERS AREN'T BORN AT ALL (19s7)

CHORDS
Sacred places aren’t ever — emptiness Am C G B/B7
Surplus body laid into — the founding pit*1 Am C G B/B7
In a crimson rag they wrapped — a catafalque Am C G B/B7
With a brave song drowning out the morbid grieving; Am G C D
(As:)

Soldiers aren’t born at all, G Am

As soldiers we're just dying*2 B7 Em

Soldiers aren’t born at all G Am

As soldiers we're just dying B7 Em

Sacred places aren’t ever — with no foe
With a polished rifle end — where you might
In an army coat not shot through — headlong go
Braver marching tunes drown out the teeth still clanging;
(As:)
Soldiers aren’t born at all
As soldiers we're just dying
Soldiers aren’t born at all,
As soldiers we're just dying

Sacred places aren’t ever — cleanliness.
In a putrid wind they flooded — over shores
In a festered dust infusing — rich black soil
With tobacco plugs would tame their noses flaring;
(As:)
Soldiers aren’t born at all
As soldiers we're just dying
Soldiers aren’t born at all
As soldiers we're just dying

Sacred places aren’t ever — with no sin.

Chase it in with female screaming — live it down

Cash a bit of honey moonshine — barf it up

With a crimson flag they’d sweep the tears still throbbing;

(As:)

Soldiers aren’t born at all
As soldiers we're just dying
Soldiers aren’t born at all
As soldiers we're just dying
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CONOATAMU HE POXKIOAKTCH (1987

AKKOPJIbI
CBsITO MecTo He OBIBAET B IIyCTOTE Am C G B
JIMITHUM TeJIOM 3aJI0KUJIN KOTJIOBaAH Am C G B
KpacHou Tpsmnkou o6epHyu KaTadank Am C G B
BpaBou mecHeu 3arjayLinuiu 3J10€e rope, G C D
Bensb:
ComnpgaTamMu He POXKOAIOTCS G Am
ConpgaTamMu yMUPAKOT B7 Em
ComnpgaTamMu He POXKOAIOTCS G Am
ConmpgaTamMu yMHUPaAKOT B7 Em

CBsiTo MecTO He ObIBaeT 0e3 Bpara
[TonupoBaHHBEIM NPUKIAAOM — Hayrap
B HenmpocCTpesleHHOU IINHEIN — HaMIpOoJIOM
BpaBbIM MapilieM 3arjyIinuB 3yOOBHBIN CKPEXKET,
Bens:

ConpaTtaMu He pOXOalTCA

ConpataMu yMHUparT

ComnpgaTamMu He POXKOAIOTCS

ConpataMu yMHUpawT

CBsITO MeCTO He OBIBAET B UHUCTOTE
CMpagHBIM BETPOM 3aTonunu Oepera
['HOMHBIM IMPaxXOM HaOUTalId YePHO3EM
TabakoM 3aKOPOTHUB XMeJIbHbIE HO3OPHU
Bensb:
ConpaTtaMu He pOXOalTCA
ConpgaTamMu yMHUPaAKOT
ComnpgaTamMu He POXKOAIOTCS
ConmpgaTamMu yMUPaAKOT

CBsaTo MecTO He ObIBaeT 0e3 rpexa

3aKyCUTh IeBUYbUM KPUKOM — OaromaThb

[Tpuryouts MemoBol Oparu — ma noOIeBaTh

KpacHbIM (pstaroM yTepeB I'yCThIE€ CIIE3HI,
Bens:

ConpaTtaMu He pOXOalTCA

ConmpgaTamMu yMHUPaAKOT

ConpaTtaMu He pOXOalTCA

ComnpaTaMu ymMHpPaOT




TRANSLATOR’S ANNOTATIONS:

1.”Surplus body’s flesh laid in the founding pit..." —
A clear allusion to Andrey Platonov’s novel “The Foundation Pit” (1929), first
published in the USSR in 1987, the same year this song was written. The novel, akin

to much of Letov’s lyricism, is a parable-flavored mixture of brutal realism and
nonchalant phantasmagoria over a semi-camouflaged base of desperately searching
philosophy and politicized angst. In the book, workers are digging a massive
foundation pit for an envisioned building meant to house and foster the freer and
happier peoples of the future. As the project increasingly steamrolls both the dead (in
the underlying village cemetery) and the living, certain workers' willingness to self-
sacrifice gradually turns to horrified despair, especially when the threat extends to
the very future they work for.

Additionally, the lyric may allude to the Soviet practice of honoring deceased
Bolshevik leaders and other heroes of the Great October with a ceremonial
entombment of urns containing their ashes into the base of the Kremlin wall. A more
immediate reference, however, may be the semi-analogous practice of building things
(not just monuments) over resting places of “unknown soldiers”.

Then again, Letov’s qualification of the referenced “body” as “surplus” (or “extra”, as
in “superfluous”) may be referencing the monstrously inhumane, and all but overtly
sacrificial, use of imprisoned laborers in the infrastructural mega-projects of the
“peak Stalinism” years (roughly 1930 through WWII).

On a side note, in discussing these histories it is crucial to keep in view their broader
historical context; namely, that such cynical policies as “industrialization by Gulag” —
while jarringly un-Marxist-like(*3) in principle, practice, and spirit — were not some
qualitatively novel form of mass travesty specific to (pseudo-)Socialism, but instead
constituted an abrupt regression to some of the core Tsarist Empire institutions and
practices rampant for centuries at scales comparable to and often greater than the
worst of Stalinist-sanctioned horrors. But why then are the centuries of Tsarist labor
camps and homicidal mega-projects so widely neglected in comparison to their 20th
century analogues, and not only by historians, but also via more direct forms of
historical memory? One simple theory seems plausible enough: the victims of Tsarism
were mostly serfs or ex-serfs, who were propertiless (or themselves considered
property), often virtually homeless, uneducated, illiterate, and — within the broad
echo-chambers of historiography — all but voiceless. Conversely, the victims of
Stalinism (along with their surviving families and relations) were, by and large,
persons capable of leaving records.

2.”(As...) Soldiers aren’t born at all, / As soldiers we're just dying...” -
Plausibly in response to Bob Dylan’s “It’s Alright, Ma” (1964/1965): “...he not busy
being born is busy dying...”. Poignantly, another army-themed GrOb song, “Grab that

army coat, and let’s go home” (1989) (see translation below), concludes with Letov
chanting “Like a rolling stone!” In English. To Letov, the Dylan of “Like a Rolling

Stone” (1965) clearly remains the same voice that had put to record “Masters of War”
(1962/1963) and “Blowing in the Wind”(1962/1963), except sounding from a few

steps further, but in the same direction. Not exactly a popular take, but one — as I

imagine — Dylan himself might endorse.



ONE COMMONLY CIRCULATED VERSION OF CHORDS:
(Which do not match Letov's 1987 recording whatsoever...)

Am C G B Am
Sacred places aren’t ever — emptiness.
C G B Am
Surplus body laid into the — founding pit.
C G B Am
In a crimson rag they wrapped a catafalque,
G C D
With a brave song drowning out the morbid grieving;
G Am
(As:) Soldiers aren’t born at all, |
B Em | x2
As soldiers we're just dying. |
G Am
Soldiers aren’t born at all, |
B Em | x2
As soldiers we're just dying.
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Self-Erasure (i92z)

Mayakovskiy saw a dream: Em Am

Rice grains bud in misty fields, Em Am

Vicious woods a beast matures. Em Am

Treading softer - brightly sleeps... Em Am
Under a neutral heaven, G C
Under a neutral sign — Em D
Self-Erasure. Self-Erasure. C

Em Am G

Mayakovskiy saw a dream:
Step by step, went on the run.
Who would catch him, who'd catch on?
Who would wake him up at dawn?
Under a neutral horror,
Under a neutral snow —
Self-Erasure.

Mayakovskiy cocked the gun.
Burned the re-fry, burst the stream.
Wheels then really got to roll —
Now the crops are reaped in full.

Beneath a neutral banner.

Under a neutral sky —

Self-Erasure.

G B
G B
G B
G B
Am B
B
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CAMOOTBOE (19%%)

MasiKOBCKUM BUEII COH: Em Am G B
B cMmyTHOM 110J1I€ 3pEeeT puc, Em Am G B
B xuiiHOU yYallle 3peeT 3BEpPb. Em Am G B
Tuiie egenis - spye CIUIIIb. Em Am G B
[Tomg HeUTpaIbHBIM HEOOM, G C
[Tog HeUTpa/IbHBIM 3HAKOM — Em D AmB
CamooTtBon. CamMOOTBO. C

Em Am G B
MassKOBCKHM BUOEII COH:
[ITar 3a marom HayTekK.
KTo pa3byouT Ha 3ape”?
KTo nmorMaeT, KTO mouMeT?
[Tog HeUTpaIbHBIM HEOOM,
[Tog HeUTpa/IbHBIM 3HAKOM -
CamooTtBon. CamMOOTBO.

MasIKOBCKHUU CxKaJl KypPOK.
CxXer OKYPOK, JIUJI CTPYIO.
I[TokaTuIOCH KOJIECO -

BoT u cobpaH ypoxKaii.
[Tog HeUTpaIbHBIM HEOOM,
[Tog HeUTpa/IbHBIM 3HAKOM -
CamooTtBon. CamMOOTBO.

A A A A A A A A A A AR AR AR AR A A A
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ETERNAL SPRINGTIME (1991)

(Intro: Bm A G F#)
F# G F#
Under the centuries old snow of Bible's anecdotal stories
Bm
Of most lustful of the Orthodox

A
and gluttonous of Catholics,
G F#

Of anthills burning down and all the long abandoned trenches...
(CHORUS:)
A solitary cell of eternal springtime... (2Xx)
Bm A Bm A G F#

F# G F# Under drowned rallies, houses, squares,
Bm A Mass crowded deserts, and malodorous cathedrals,
G F# Scolding phalluses, and starving hungry vulvas...

A solitary cell of eternal springtime... (2x)

Now over sanctuaries mirror-like, vocabulary stores, and
Sacrilegious little thoughts, and
Banknotes not drunken away,
Thru amply compost
Nourished cemeteries, tiny garden plots...

A solitary cell of eternal springtime. (x2)

A penetrating desperate F# Bm D
exhaustedly predaciously G F#
relentless sparrowed pack Bm D
voices on in me...* GF#

(*Note: Above (pre-)variation forged from a few crossed out words in Letov’s pre-drafts of the song.)

F# Bm D That sparrowy and tenebrous,

G F# that fang-unsheathed, that rasping,
Bm D and that dauntless rabid pack
G F# voices on in me!

A solitary cell of eternal springtime. (x2)
(Over...)

F# G F# Centuries of snowbanks, pithecanthropus infirmaries,

Bm A

Of verses, medications, bread, and spectacles mandated

G F#
Fixing underground procedures

For all persons crooked-hunchbacked...

That sparrowing, that tenebrous, F# Bm D
that fang-unsheathed, that rasping(/predacious), G F#
and that dauntless rabid pack Bm D
voices on in me! G F#

A solitary cell of eternal springtime... (2x)



BEYHASI BECHA (1991)

[BcmynaeHue: Bm A G F#)
F# G F#
[Tox cTonmeTHUMU cyrpobamMu 6MOIeMCKUX aHEKOOTOB
Bm A
[TOXOTIUBLIX IIPABOCJIABHBIX
A

1 ITPOKOPJINBEIX KaTOJINKOB,
G F#
[TOKMHYTHIX OKOIIOB U TOPSIINX MyPaBEMHUKOB...

BeuHasi BeCHa B OMHHOYHOM KaMmepe... [[Ipunes]: (x2) BmA Bm A G F#

Ilom 3aTomnIeHHBIMU TOJIIIAMM, OMaMHU, IIJIOLIaOsIMU,
MHOT OJIIOHBEIMHU IIYCTBEIHAMM, 3]JIOBOHHBEIMHU IIEPKBAMH,
PackaneHHbBIMU XydMHU U T'OJIOOHBIMHU BJlar'aJIMIIIaMH...

BeuyHas1 BeCHa B OIHMHOYHOM KaMepe...

CKBO3b 3epKajibHBIEe YOEeXKHUIla, CJIOBAPHEIE 3amachl,
BoroxynbHEIE MBICTTAIITKA

1 HEeITPOIIUTHIE NEeHEeXKH,
OOuUIbHO YHABOXKEHHEIE

KjagOuIlla ¥ OTOPO/HL. ..

BeuyHnas1 BeCHa B OMMHOYHOM KaMepe...

F# Bm D
BopoObuHasi, KpoMelltHasi, OCKaJleHHas,
G F#
Xpwurnasi, HEUCTOBas CTasi TOJIOCUT BO MHeE.
F# Bm D
BopoObuHasi, KpoMeIlHasi, OCKaJleHHas,
G F#
XwuIiHasi, HEMCTOBas CTas TOJIOCUT BO MHE...

BeuyHnas1 BeCHa B OMMHOYHOM KaMepe...

F# G F#

CoTHu et cyrpo0oB, Ta3apeToB, MUTEKAHTPOIIOB,

Bm A

CTuxoB, MEOUKaAaMEHTOB, xjie0a, 3peulll 00s13aTeIbHIX,
G F#

JleueOHBIX MTOI3eMEJILHBIX ITPOLEenyP OJISI BCEX KPUBBIX-TOPOATHIX...

BopoObuHasi, KpoMeIllHasi, OCKaJIeHHas. ..

Xpuriasi, HECTOBAs CTas TOJIOCUT BO MHeE.
BopoObuHasi, KpoMeIllHasi, OCKaJIeHHas. ..

XwuIrHast, HEMCTOBAsS CTasi TOJIOCUT BO MHE...

BeuyHnas1 BeCHa B OMMHOYHOM KaMepe...



ETERNAL SPRING (1974)

By Igor Shaferan
From film «9ma eecénast nanauema»/“This Joyous Planet” (1974)
Lyrics for music composed for the film by David Tuhmanov

For those who waken mornings with their voices,
And loving eyes onto the world would fling...

For those prepared to travel half the cosmos,

And loved ones’ names through everything to bring...

Three months of summer,
Three of autumn,

Then three of winter,
And an eternal spring!

And may the rains proceed in endless showers,
May windows keep on sporting arctic strings...
May wind blows run one down and overpower,
But for the hearts remaining young within...

Three months of summer,
Three of autumn,

Then three of winter,
And an eternal spring!

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.9.¢.¢



BEMHAA BECHA (1974)

Ctuxu: Urops ladepan
My3bika: [TaBug TyxmaHnoB

I Tex, KTo OyOUT yTPO ToJIoCaMHy,

KTo BUOUT MUP BIIOOIEHHBIMY I'lTa3aMH,
II71s1 TexX, KTo 0OOMTH I'OTOB IIOJICBETA,
JI:0OUMBIX TIOBTOPSS UMeEHa

Tpu mMecsana — J1erTo,

Tpu Mecsilla — OCEHBb,
Tpu mMecsana — 3uMa,

U BeuyHasd BecHa!

[Iyckau moKOu UOYT CIJIOIIHBIM IIOTOKOM,
[Tyckaii B y3opax OesbIX CTEKJIa OKOH,
[Tyckai cOMBAIOT C HOT MOPLIBEL BETPA,

Ho ecnu cepauny MOJIogoCTh OaHa

Tpu mMecsana — J1erTo,

Tpu Mecsilla — OCEHBb,
Tpu mMecsana — 3uMa,

U BeuyHasd BecHa!

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.¢




Bm Em F# Bm

Who out here’s the anarchist in charge?
BmG F# B

Who out here's the slyest spy around?

Bm Em F# Bm

Who out here's the fiercest one to judge?
BmG F# B

Who out here's the baddest ever holy lord?

(Chorus Interpretation/Translation 1:)

D Bm Heavenly blues and the earth’s dog-house...

Em F# Just a hole for me, but for you some gas...

D Bm Before it’s too late — go go get out of that mind!

Em F# Before too late — from a rat & straight to angelhood!

(Chorus Interpretation/Translation 2:)

D Bm Heavenly blue, all the Earth our dog-house...

Em F# With a hole from me, and from you some gas...

D Bm Before it’s too late — let’s go get out of that mind!

Em F# Before too late — from a rat and straight to angelhood!
In the picture — a carrot crimson red, Bm Em F# Bm
One brow twitched when the chu chu train screamed, G F# B
It’s only that the fence gate, it stays wide open, Bm Em F# Bm
Should only hurt a little, and only at first. G F# B

Yes, the earth’s dog-house, the heavenly blue, D Bm
What's a hole for me, what's that fuel for you, Em F#
So, before it’s too late — better bounce out of that mind, D Bm
Before too late — from a rat and straight to angelhood! D Bm
There’s no west, no such thing as 'west’, Bm Em F# Bm

No such thing as 'east’, and we were never here... G F# B

The only thing: the gate is swinging, still wide open! Bm Em F# Bm
It only hurts at first, yeah, and only a bit... (So...) G F# B
Bm Em F# Bm Grab that army coat, and let’s go home!

Bm G F# B Grab that overcoat and let’s go home!

Bm Em F# Bm Grab your army coat and let’s go home!

Bm G F# B Grab that army coat, and hurry each one home!

(Get on it!)
Heavenly blues and the earth’s dog-house...
Just a hole for me, but for you some stores...
Before it’s too late — get the fuck out of that mind!
Before too late — from a rat and straight to angelhood (NowGetTheFuckOut!)

B G#mE F# B G#mE Like a Rolling Stone...
F# B G#mE Like a Rolling Stone...
F# B Like a Rolling Stone...
C F G



Bepu mruHeNnsb / (like & rollin

Bm Em F# Bm

KTo 3mech caMbii T'JIaBHBIM aHAPXUCT?
G F# B

KTo 30echk caMblli XUTPBIX IIIHUOH?
Bm Em F# Bm

KTo 3mech caMbIi JIIOTHIM CyOus?

G F# B

KTto 3meck cambiu yoanou 'ocmogb?

D Bm

Heba cuHb ma 3eMJiu KOHYPa,
Em F#

Tebst 0eH3UH a MeHS ObIpa,
D Bm

[Toka He O3OHO — IIOIIEJI C YMa IIPOYb, . e

Em F# - LB N an - L ]
Iloka He mO3OHO — U3 KPLBICHI ITPSIMO B aHT €JIHI.

Bm Em F# Bm

Ha kapTuHKe - KpacHasi MOPKOBB,

G F# B

[Toe3n KpUKHYII, AepHYyIach OPOBb.

Bm Em F# Bm

JIWIb KaJIWuTKa MO-IIPEeXXHEeMY HaCTeXKb,
G F# B

JIumb MOHa4asy cierka oygeTt 60JbHO.

D Bm Heba cuHb ma 3eMyiu KOHYPa,

Em F# Tebst 0eH3UH a MeHS ObIpa,

D Bm [Toka He MO3OHO — MOIIEJ C YMa Ha XYH,
Em F# [Toka He TO3OHO — U3 KPLICHI IPSAMO B aHT'€JIHL.
«Hety 3anmama — HETy HUYEro Bm Em F# Bm
HeT u He OBLIIO HAC 3[€Ch G F# B

JIumis KanuTKa IMOo-IPEeXXHEMY HAaCTEXb Bm Em F# Bm
JIumib MOHa4asy cierka oymet 6onpHO». G F# B

Bm Em F# Bm bepu mivHesns, IOIIU JOMOM,

G F# B bepu mivHesns, IOIIU JOMOM,

Bm Em F# Bm bepu mivHesns, IOIIU JOMOM,

G F# B Bepu 1mvHens ga avpga 1o gomam!

Heba cuHb ma 3eMIu KOHypa

Tebs1 MarasuH ga MeHs ObIpa

[Toka He TO30HO — MOIIEN C yMa IIPOoYb!

[Ioka He TO30HO — U3 KPLICHL IPSAMO B aHresnsl. Illacmu!

B G#mE F# B G#mE Like a Rolling Stone...
F# B G#mE Like a Rolling Stone...
F# B Like a Rolling Stone...
C F G




THE SQUAD DID NOT NOTICE ONE SOLDIER LESS...” (1990)
(Interpreted by the translator as a backhanded ode to draft-dodging)

(Intro:)
(Bm Em G F#) x2

Bm D

Little dummy moth

Em F#7

Burned out on a candle.
Bm D

Circles out of smoke
Em F# Bm

And a scorching ember.

Chorus:
Bm D Em F#

By the porch a puddle Where the star collapsed.
Bm Em G F#

The squad did not notice One soldier less.

The squad did not notice... / The soldier's death.
The squad did not notice /  One soldier less.

The murdered did not rise.
The ailing wasn't broken.
The seeing kept his eyes.
The sleep-in wasn't woken.

Bm D Em F#

Fearless hearts were beating with a joyfulness.
Bm Em G F#

The squad did not notice one soldier's death.
Bm Em G F#

The squad did not notice one soldier less.

Bm D Em F#7
Nothing was more dear, nothing was more pretty.
Bm D Em F# Bm
Never been more ill, couldn’t be more happy.
Bm D Em F#
There was no beginning, and no end in this.
Bm Em G F#
The squad did not notice the soldier's death.
Bm Em G F#
The squad did not notice one soldier less.
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OTPAN HE 3AMETUN NOTEPU BOWLIA (1990)

(BcmynaeHue:)
(Bm Em G F#) x2

Bm D

['nmynislii MOTBLIIEK
Em F#7

IToropas Ha CBedkKe.
Bm D

Kapkuu yrojek

Em F# Bm
IIBIMHEIE KOJIEUYKH,

Ilpunes:
Bm D Em F#
3Be30YKa yIaaa B JIYXKY Y KpPBIJIbIa.
Bm Em G F#
OTpspg He 3aMeTul motepu 00iila,
Bm Em G F#
OTpspg He 3aMeTul motepu Ooiilia.

MepTBBEIA HE BOCKPEC,
XBOpHEIM HE 3arHYyJICA.
3psAYnU He OCJIell,
Crosauum He IPOCHYJICH.

Bm D Em F#
Becerno cTydanu xpabpble cepaia. g :
Bm Em G F#
OTpsif He 3aMeTHI oTepu Goiina, [
Bm Em G F#

OTpspg He 3aMeTun motepu Ooiilia.

Bm D Em F#7 Bm

He 651710 popgHel, He 051710 KpacuBeil.

Bm D Em F# Bm

He 6b110 O0mbHEeM, He ObLJIO cyacTIuBEH.
Bm D Em F#

He Ob1710 Hayaia, He OBIJIO KOHIIA.
Bm Em G F#
OTpsapg He 3aMeTul motepu 00iila,
Bm Em G F#
OTpsig He 3aMeTul moTepu Ooiilia.

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0. 8



*"The sguad did not notice

One soldier less.

(Information in the below article and some of the phrasing adapted/
translated from:

http://www.bibliotekar.ru/encSlov/14/136.htm

As per the excerpt from the above source presently posted at:
https://grob-hroniki.org/texts/go/t el o/otrjad ne zametil poteri bojca.html

The concluding interpretations are our own and in our own words.
Translations from “Grenada” ours as well.)

A line from the poem/song “Grenada” (1926) by the Soviet
poet Mikhail Arkadyevich Svetlov (1903-1964). The poem was
subsequently adapted to songs by numerous Soviet songwriters
and composers; among them Viktor Berkovsky and Michael
Tariverdiev, one of Letov’'s favorite contemporary composers.
The line figures in one of the poem’s penultimate verses :

"The squad did not notice
One soldier less,

And sang “Little Apple”
His tune to the last.

Just by and by sliding
The heaven-side lay
Upon velvet sunset

A teardrop of rain.”

The poem, which became in the USSR a symbol of revolutionary
romance and an embodiment of the pathos of the Civil War, was
composed by the 23-year-old Svetlov, as he would later recount,
almost by accident. One day, as he strolled along Tverskaya
Street (in Moscow) past the movie theater “ARE” (in latter years,
site of the Stanislavsky Theater), he noticed tucked into a corner
of its courtyard a building flaunting the sign “Hotel Grenada”.

Amused by this evocation of Spanish romance in the center of
Moscow, the poet immediately decided to compose a mock
serenade with this word - “Grenada” - as a refrain.

But the march-like, valiant sound of this refrain, as if of its own
accord, compelled Svetlov to pen entirely different kind of a
serenade, one where the private romance of young love would
become genuinely supplanted by the civic romance of revolution.
This poem, subsequently adapted into several popular songs,
features as its hero a young Ukrainian Red Army soldier
dreaming of world revolution:


https://grob-hroniki.org/texts/go/t_el_o/otrjad_ne_zametil_poteri_bojca.html

"I’'ve gone off to war,
And my hut had to leave,
All land in Grenada

Its peasants to give.
Farewell, my dear kin!
So long, family line!
Grenada, Grenada,
Grenada is mine!”

Given the centrality of these lofty aims to the poem's meaning, it
might seem all the more ironic that the most widely quoted and
referenced line from it - "The squad did not notice / one soldier
less” (or “one soldier’s loss”, “...death”, etc), is the only one audibly
registering a note dissonant to the humane pathos of the poem/
song as a whole.

How could the fallen revolutionary’s comrades remain so
indifferent to his fate? Personally, we read this as neither some
hint of Svetlov’s veiled insincerity, nor, conversely, an altogether
positive affirmation of how aspirations triumph outliving their
bearers and so forth (though a bit of that too).

Rather, we view the line as a revolutionary humanist’s good-faith
critique of revolutionary utilitarianism, and a poignant critique at
that (given the actual history of our revolution); yet, thrown-in so
nonchalantly and into such an overall supportive context, so as to
disarm in advance any suspicions of counter-revolutionary
sympathies.




ALL GOES BY THE PLAN (19s6)

NN AmFCE |7

The border's skeleton key... Was broken in half...
While our good daddy Lenin’s... Done fully shriveled up...
He's gone decaying... Into linden... Honey and mold,

While perestroika carries on... Going by the plan... And...
All the dirt... Had transformed... To permafrost... And...
All goes by the plan... And...
It all goes by the plan...
(And...) _ |2lIAmFCE ||}
And... My destiny
Started yearning For some rest...
She made me promise Not to Play

In their military Game...
But on this cap Of mine: —

Are hammer, sickle, & a star... So very touching!..
— (There's) A hammer, A sickle, And a star!..
A dashing Lamplight Of Expectancy
Keeps dangling On...

It all goes by the plan... And...
It all goes by the plan...
(And...)  ||?||AmFCE||?||
My wife Was fed... She was eaten by the crowd...
And her breast Was bashed By a world-sized fist...
And her flesh Was torn By a freedom for all...
So, won't you come on!.. And bury her in Christ?!
For... All goes by the plan... And...
It all goes by the plan... And... It all goes by the plan...
(And...)  ||?||AmFCE||?||
Grandpa Lenin Alone — Was a decent kind of chief...
But all the other ones Were awful — Pieces of shit...
And all the others were Frauds — And despicable foes...
Over the mother- -land Fell a demoniac snow...
I bought a magazine — "Korea" — Things are good there as well....
They have a comrade — Kim Il Sung — There... Everything's the same.
Now I'm convinced: Out there,
Things are just the same... And by the plan...
And... They all go by the plan... And... It all goes by the plan...
_JITIN|AmFCE||7]||_ (But...) Under commu-
-nism... Things will be fucking great!.. And it is coming, oh...
So soon!.. And we only have to wait... There, all things
Will be Free... And we could...
Just feel good and high... And we'd...
Probably... Never... Even have to die!..
...TThen I woke up... In the middle Of the night...
And knew... (/And saw.../Informed.../Aware...)
That all goes by the plan... And...
It all goes by the plan... And...
It all goes by the plan.... And... It all goes...
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BCE VMIET NO NINAHY (10:6)

__PIIAmFCE ||7]|_

['paHuIlLI KITI0Y  IIepeIOMJIEH IOII0JIaM
A Ham GaTiomKka JIeHWH COBCEM YCOII
OH pa3/10KUJICS Ha MJIeCEeHb M Ha JINIIOBBIA ME]T
A mepecTpoliKa BCE UOET U UAET MO IIJIaHy
W Bcs rpsi3b IpeBpaTuiiach B TOIBIN €N

M BCE MOeT 1o IIaHy...

Bcé upgér nmo nmiany...

A mos cynbba
3axoTesia Ha IOKOu
4 obemran el He y4acTBOBaTh
B BOEHHOU UTPe
Ho Ha ¢dypaxkke Ha Moeu
— Cepl U MOJIOT U 3Be3[a
Kaxk 310 TporatenrHO
— Cepl U MOJIOT U 3Be3[a
Jluxou poHaph OKUOAHUS
MOTaeTCs
M BCE MOeT mo 1miany...
Bcé upgér nmo nmiany...
__[PIIAmFCE ||
A Moel XXeHOU HaKOPMUIIU TOJIIY
MupoOBHIM KyJIaKOM PacTOIITaId €l Tpyab
BcenapomHoI cBOOOIOM pa3oaparnu eu MIoTh
Tak 3akomanTe XK eé BO XpUCTe —
Benob Bcé HOET IO IJIaHY...
Bcé ugéT mo mwiany...
__|PNAmFCE [|2[[_

s £ *
.

Lal L B o N

[T
e
=5 05 %

JIuims oguH Aenyika JIeHuH — XOpOIluM OBINT BOXKIb
A Bce Ogpyrue ocTallbHBIE — Takoe AepbMO
A Bce gpyrue Bparu — U TaKue MyIOaKu

Hapg pomHOIo Hapg OTYM3HOU O€CHOBATHIM CHET HIEJ
A kynun xypHan «Kopes» — TaM ToXKe XOPOIIIO
Tam toBapuiy Kum Mp CeH — TaMm TO XKe, 4TO y HaC
4 yBepeH, 4TO y HUX
TO XKe caMoe M BCé MOeT mo miaHy
Bcé upgér mo miany...
__PNAmFCE||7]|_
A ipu KoOMMyHHU3Me BCc€ OyneT 3aebuch OH HaACTYIIUT
CKOpPO — HaAO TOJIBKO MMONOXKIOATh
Tawm Bcé OymeT GecIiaTHO
— TaM Bcé OyneT B Kau(
TaMm HaBepHOEe BOIIIIIE
He Hazo OymeT ymMupaThb
4 mpocHyncsa cpenu HOYU
U TIOHSJI, YTO
Bcé ugéT o mwiany. Bcé ugér no mwiany...

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.¢



"One of my Mostest songs. Composed
while I was working on the text
"In Leningrad under blockade clocks

OPHELIA (1991) don't run fast".

- Yegor Letov, from annotations to the
(INTRO: DmAA#A -x4) album “One Hundred Years of Solitude”

Dm G C F (1992/2005)
Far-away Ophelia laughing in her sleep...

G Dm F A

A chubby-bellied thrush, a fuzzy deer.

Dm G C F

Yesteryear’s habitual pencil sketch of snow

G Dm A A#
Cheerfully crunches thru the teeth.
INSTRUMENTAL: Dm A A# A (x4)

Dm G C F

Fancied up Ophelia flowing over borders...
G Dm F A

Honey snakes, raspberry poisons.

Dm G C F

A galvanized May, a tiny rubber trolly,

G Dm A A#

A long-expired ticket for a rerun showing.

Dm G C F

Ophelia was lovestruck, floating far indeed...
G Dm F A

The earth - it chimed; the night - it beamed;
Dm G C F

Hours kept on rushing, not scared of any one,
G Dm A A#

Towards their funny ridiculous land.

Dm G C F

Obedient Ophelia floated to the east...

G Dm F A

A marvelous captivity, a granite bliss,

Dm G C F

A lemony road into woods of orange groves.

G Dm A A#

A translucent lift out to transcendent floors.
INSTRUMENTAL: Dm A A# A (x4)

Dm G C F

A far-away Ophelia laughing in her sleep...

G Dm F A

A willowy thicket, a very tired imp.

Dm G C F

All the gifted horses rambled off at dawn

G Dm A A# SRR |

Every which way, go catch them if you can! RS

kA Ak kA kA S




“O0Ha u3 camvix CambvlX MOUX NECeH.
CoyuHeHa 80 8pems pabomvl Haod

mexkcmomMm «B OmokamHoM JIeHMHTpame
ODPETINA (1991) se cremar wace» (1991-°95) 7
- Feop /Iemoe, KoMmmMeHmMapuu

(Bcmynaerue:  DmAA#A -x4) K anvbomy «Cmo sem oOuHouecmaa»
Dm G C F (1992/2005)

Hanekas Odenus cMmesisiaCh BO CHE:

G Dm F A

[Ty3aTsii APO3[d, MOXHATHIU OJIEHD

Dm G C F

[TpHBBIYHO MPOUIJIOTOOHNUY HapHUCOBaAaHHBIN CHET

G Dm A A#

JIerko CBETJIO M BeCeJio XPYCTUT Ha 3ybax
INSTRUMENTAL: Dm A A# A (x4)

Dm G C F

Hapsgras Odenus TeKina 4yepe3 Kpaul —

G Dm F A

3MeuHBIN ME, MAaJIMHOBBIN S

Dm G C F

Pe3uHOBEIM TpaMBal4uK, OLIMHKOBAHHBIM Mau

G Dm A A#

[TpocpouyeHHBINM OMIETUK Ha TOBTOPHBIN CeaHC

Dm G C F

Bniobnéennas Odenus nnaelia cede BOab

G Dm F A

Cusinia HOYb, 3BEHeJIa 3eMJIs

Dm G C F

CTpeMUuTEeIbHO CIIeIININ, HUKOTO He TasiCh
G Dm A A#

Yachl B CBOIO HEJIEITYI0 CMEIITHYIO0 CTPaHy

Dm G C F

[TocnymHas Odenus mbljia Ha BOCTOK

G Dm F A

YynecHBIM MI€H, TPAHUTHBLIUN BOCTOPT

Dm G C F

JIuMOHHAas TPONMHKA B alleJIbCUHOBLIU JIEC

G Dm A A#

HeBuguMmbii TU(PT HaA 3a0peaeIbHBIN 3Taxk
INSTRUMENTAL: Dm A A# A (x4)

Dm G C F

Hanekas Odenus cMmesisiach BO CHE:

G Dm F A

Ycransiii 6ec, paKUTOBBIN KYCT

Dm G C F

Iap€nsble JolIagKyu pa3dbpennuchk Ha 3ape

G Dm A A#

Ha Bce yeThIpe CTOPOHBLI — MONPOOyH ImouMai.

F A A A A A A AR A A A A A AK




IN LENINGRAD UNDER BLOCKADE CLOCKS DON'T RUN FAST (1991-'95)
(A POEM)

In Leningrad, under blockade, clocks don’t run fast
But strings do chime and how — watch out, don’t go deaf
See you don't drop from that silence of yours
It is not at all what you think it is
It is not at all what you’ve learned of —
Neither olive skin nor a white owl
Nor some sweet chick up in a tree naked
Nor an inept substitution of one thing for another
That there is no change of guard
Nor a mead chalice passed around
No ribald feverticulation
Nor rampant fabletalk
It is not at all what you think it is
It is not at all what you chomp with
That there is no change of guards
Nor insipid faith in tsar and fatherland
Nor a pair of eager brown eyes at you pointed
all wet
Neither a bruise on the leg, nor a capital on Paprika
That is — vague this thrice-meandering, hundredfold-incohered

From that very gloried-storied little shore

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0¢



B BJIOKAHOM JIEHUHIPAXIE HE CNELWIAT YACbI... (1991-'95)
(CTNX)

B 671okagHOM JIeHMHTpage He CHemaT Yachl

3aTo 3BEHAT CTPYHBI — T'/ISIAM HE OTJIOXHU

CMOTpH HE COPBUCH CO CBOEU TUILIMHEI

9TO BOBCE HE TO, YTO ThHI JyMaellb

9TO BOBCE HE TO, UTO ThI 3HAEIIb —

He onuBKOBasi Koxka 1 He Oefasi coBa

W He crnanmkas 6aba Ha mepeBe roiaas

He Oe3mapHoe 3aMellleHre OOHOTO IPYTUM

To He cMeHa KapayJiia

He OpaTuHa 110 pyKaM 3anyIllleHHasa

He pa3ponbHOE OecHopeune

He noBanpHOE OacHOCIOBUE

OTO He TO, YTO Thl 3HAEIIb

9TO He TO, 4YeM THI YaBKaellb

To He cMeHa KapayJiia

W He B3mopHAas Bepa B IIaps U OTEYECTBO

To He Kapue XKagHble I'Ta3Kl OHU Ha TeOS YCTPEeMJIEHHBIE
BJIa’KHBIE

He cuHsaK Ha HOre, He cTonulla Ha [lampuke

To — cMyTHOE 3TO, TPUXKOLI-OpOossyee CTOKPAaTHO-HEBHSITHOE

C TOro caMoro mpOoCJIaBJIEHHOTO 6epexKa

120.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.9.¢.



COMPULSION (1937

Opposite of sleep

I am stumbling over flat ground
Opposite of sleep

In my water cup a hair

Greasy splint and the windows run on

I beheld a shade

Up in heaven - someone treads there
I beheld a shade

Waxen flames of romping windows

Greasy splint and the windows run on

Please prohibit me

I stay hooked on all the same things
Please prohibit me

All the same now the high is gone

Opposite of sleep

I am stumbling over flat ground
Opposite of sleep

In my water cup a hair

Greasy splint and the windows run on

Bm G
D Em
Bm G
D Em
G F#
Bm G
D Em
Bm G
D Em
Bm Em
Bm Em

G Fi#
Bm G
D Em
Bm G
D Em
Bm G
D Em
Bm G
D Em
G Fi#

F#

F#

Bm

F#

F#

Bm

F#

F#

F#

F#
Bm
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HABAXKIAEHMUE (1957

Con HaobopoT Bm G
4l CIOTHIKAIOCh HA POBHOM MECTE D Em
CoH HaobopoT Bm G
Boioc B yalike Moeu BOOBI D Em
['psA3HBIN OMHT ¥ OKHO 3a OKHOM G F#
¢ yBupen TeHb Bm G
4 Bumesn B HeOe TaM KTO-TO XOOUT D Em
4 yBupgen TeHb Bm G
bryXpgaroimx OKOH BOCKOBEIE OTHHU D Em
Bm Em
Bm Em
['psA3HBIM OMHT 1 OKHO 3a OKHOM G F#
3anpeTuTe MHe Bm G
4 Topuy Ha OMHOM M TOM XK€ D Em
3anpeTuTe MHe Bm G
Bcé paBHO yxke Kan@ mpoIesn D Em
['psA3HBIM OMHT 1 OKHO 3a OKHOM G F#
Con HaobopoT Bm G
¢l CIIOTEIKaIOCh Ha POBHOM MECTE D Em
Con HaobopoT Bm G
Boioc B yalllke MO€eul BUHHI... D Em
['psA3HBIN OMHT 1 OKHO 3a OKHOM G F#

F#

F#

Bm

F#

F#

Bm

F#

F#

Bm

F#

F#
Bm
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THE LITTLE PRINCE MADE HIS WAY BACK HOME (1989)

(Intro:)
AF#mE

(A)

Keeping track of objects

(A)

Kissing over cheekbones

(F#m)

Tossing over foundlings

(E)

Horrified of young dudes

(A)
Snacking on infernos
(A)

Chased them down with floods

(F#m E A)

The little prince made his way back home

(F#m E A)

The little prince was returning home

Losing every match-up
One after another

Pumpkin seeds doth munching
Reeking like a matchstick

Tugging on his beard
Shitting on his head
Poison noises gorging
Choking on the rain

(A)
(A)
(F#m)
(E)
(A)
(A)
(F#m)
(E)

The little prince made his way back home
The little prince was returning home

Dancing by with sabers
Like Lenin in October
Sailed a tiny tugboat
Climbed a tiny tugrope
Cussing like a Tatar
Screwing as Gagarin
Auguring cadavers
Erroring like Hitler

The little prince made his way back home (F#m
Thus, little prince was returning home (F#m E

(A)
(A)
(F#m)
(E)
(A)
(A)
(F#m)
(E)

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.¢
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MATIEHbKWUA NPUHLL BO3BPALLAJICSI IOMOW

(BcmynaeHue:)
AF#mE

(A)

HaGmroman mpegMeThl
(A)

LlemoBasn JTaHUTEHI
(F#m)

Kupgan nogkupgeinien
(E)

Bosncs oHoIen
(A)

3aKycChIBajl II0KapoM
(A)

3anuBajl HaBOOHEHHUEM

(F#m E A)
ManeHbKUM IPUHI] BO3BPAaIllajcsa JOMOU
(F#m E A)

ManeHbKUY IPUHI] BO3BPAaIllajicsa JOMOU

[TpourpeiBas napTuu (A)

OpHy 3a gpyrou (A) :

Jly3ramn cemeuku (F#m) ..

BoHs1 KakK CIM4YKU (E) :

Cpan cebe Ha roJIOoBy (A)

XBaTan cebs 3a bopoay (A) /

TpaBunIcsa 3BYyKOM (F#m) %7,
TaBUICSA DOXKOEM (E) } -

MaJieHbKUH IPUHI] BO3BPAIIAJICS HOMOH ¢

o LI

ManeHbKUY DIPUHIT BO3BPAIIAICA JOMOV s

[TpunnsceiBan ¢ cabien (A) ' 80

Kak JIeHUH B OKTSI6pe (A) R Rt

KaTasncs Ha 10oO0o4Ke, (F#m)

JIla3ui 1mo BepeBoOUKe (E)

Pyrasncs Kak TaTapuH, (A)

[Tu3pmanycs, Kak ['arapun (A)

['agan mo Tpymnam, (F#m)

Ommmbancs Kak ['utnep-p-p-p-p (E)

ManeHbKHH IIPUHI] BO3BPAIajics JOMOU (F#m E A)
Tak, MaTleHbKHUM IIPUHI] BO3Bpamiaacsa gomou (F#m E A)

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢



HEAVEN LIKE COFFEE (2003

Since no body had returned - from there
To explain us our

Desperate puppy bright realm

Thus are bubbles getting mean and
Heaven like coffee

Heaven like coffee

Since no body had returned - from there
To excuse us our ugly

Grimacing shame

Only lousy crutches be... and

Heaven like coffee

Heaven like coffee

Interlude:

Since no body had returned - from there
To excise our deeply-rooted
Question-marked fear

Only acorns stay well-lodged... and
Heaven like coffee

Heaven like coffee

G B7 EmA D/D7
G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7CD
GB7CD

G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7CD
GB7CD

GB7EmAD
G B7 Em
GB7EmGB7CD

G B7 EmA D/D7
G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7 CD
GB7CD
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HEBO KAK KO®E (2003)

Benob HUKTO He BO3BPATHUIICI — OTTyOa
OOBSICHUTL HAM HaIll

[MleHsaYny OTYaIHHBIN CBET

3HAQUUT — 3JIbl€ IIy3BIPU

1 HeOo Kak Kode,

1 Hebo KakK Kope

Benb HUKTO He BO3BPATUJIC — OTTyOa
OmnpaBpaTh HaIll 6e300pa3HbIl
OckajnleHHBIN CTHI[,

— JIumie gpsiHHBIE KOCTBIJIN

1 Hebo KakK Kope

He00 Kak Kode

Interlude:

Benp HUKTO He BO3BpPATUJICA — OTTyAa
Y100 yHSTH HaIll KOPEHHOU
BompocuTenbHBIA CTPax

OcTarTcs TOJIBKO XKENyau

1 He0o KakK Kope

He00 Kak Kode

G B7 Em A D/D7
G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7 CD
GB7CD

G B7 EmA D/D7
G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7 CD
GB7CD

GB7EmAD
G B7 Em
GB7EmGB7CD

G B7 EmA D/D7
G B7

Em D
Am(/Am7) B7
EmA7 CD
GB7CD
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HARAKIRI (19s87)

(Open translation, w/ many substitutions, esp. names, + additions. - a.c.r.)
Sid Vicious died right before your eyes Gm F Cm D
Ian Curtis died in front of your eyes
Jim Morrison croaked right before your eyes
But you just stayed same as you’'ve been... D# Gm F

Gm F Cm D  SashBash perished before your eyes
Yanka Dyaghileva died between your eyes
Pavel Kushnir starved dead behind your eyes
D# Gm F But you just stayed same as you’ve been...

Only two ways out for the good and honest crowd
Grab an automatic rifle, murder everyone around
Else, go & off your self, self, self, self, self

For those who take this world at its own damn word

Since aims justify all means — must be okay Gm F Cm D
To murder, rape, inform on, and betray

For the sake of that brightest, blinding whitest

Democratic pulpit’s projector ray... D# Gm F

All that the Nazis left undone, you see

Was re-staged low key since October ‘93

From ’01 to ‘22 spectral crossing lines

Now we’ve everything to do, but no place or time

My friend hung himself right before your eyes
He performed harakiri on your front porch steps
Draining out his hope, and everything he was
But y’all just stayed same as you’ve been!..

1.0.0.0.0.0.90.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.




XAPAKUPH (19s7)

Cup Buiiec ymep y TeOs1 Ha ri1a3ax Gm F Cm D
An Keptuc ymep y Tebsa Ha ria3ax

IxxumM MoppucoH yMep V TeOs Ha ria3ax

A TBI OCTAJICSI TAKUM K€ KaK OBII... D# Gm F

Bcero mBa BeIXOmIa [JIS YECTHBIX PeOST Gm F Cm D
CxBaTUTh aBTOMAT U yOMBATh BCEX MOOPSLI

W1 MOKOHYUTH C co00i, coboi, coboi, coboi, coboii, coboii,
Ecnu Bcephe3 BOCOPUHUMATE 3TOT MUP... D# Gm F

Llenb ommpaBObIBaeT CpeacTBa — gaBau
YO6uBali, HacumIyH, KJIeBellu, ITpeaaBam

Pagu cBeTnoro, CBeTJIOro, CBETJIOr0, CBETJIOTO,
CBeTJIOro XxpaMa JeMOKpaTHUu...

Bce To, uTo He momesnan Mamai Gm F Cm D
OKTsa0ph moperial, JOBEJ J0 KOHIIA

OKTS0ph DOBEJ [0 MOCIeaHeN YepThl

M BCceM HaM Hedero gesnaTh 30ecCh... D# Gm F

Mowu gpyr IIOBeCHJICAd y Bac Ha ria3ax
OH cpoernan XapakKydpU y BaCc Ha KPbLJIblie
OH HCTEK HaOexXOou U BCeM, YeM MOT
A BCe BBl OCTAJINCh TaKHMHU XKe!..

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0. 8.




MOUSETRAP (19s6)

The next day will be riotous and boring G#m F#
Which isn’t painful — E B

Just means the last one was a day F# D# G#m
The next day will be timeless and unholy G#m F#
That doesn’t matter — E B

Only the shade of grasses might F# D#
Salt was poured onto the palm... G# D#
Over the palm Fm A# G#
was spread... C# D# C#D#
...then the mousetrap snapped! B E D# G#m

1.0.0.0.0.0.90.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.



MbILLEJIOBKA (1936

3aBTpa OygeT CKy4HO M CMEITHO G#m F#
9To He OOJILHO — E B
[TpocTo BUepa OBIN IEHb F# D# G#m
3aBTpa OyeT BEYHO 1 I'PEIIHO G#m F#
ITO He BaXXHO — E B
BaxkeH nuIlb 11BET TPaBLI F# D#
Conpb HacklllaHa Ha J1aJOHb G# D#
Ona Fm A# G#
PaccrilaHa Ha 1agoHH.... C# D# C#D#
...MBIIIEJIOBKA 3aXJIONHYyJIach! B E D# G#m

e e e ek ek e ok ek ok
Y .




THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO YEGOR (1990)

Intro: Bm D Em F## Bm D Em F#

Vigilant windows. Bm D Em

Who could warm such vigilant windows? F# Bm D EmF#
Won't you silently verbalize your mercy C Bm F# Bm
Unto your tin-man of a Christ. C Bm F# Bm

Covetous fingers.

Who could feed such covetous fingers?
Go embrace with hungriest of limbs now.
Your unredeemed unrescuable Christ.

Fugitive shadows.

Who could capture fugitive shadows?..
Wrap in chains commisserable trusty
Your own hopeless untrustworthy Christ.

Slippery arm veins

Flighty ever worrisome arm veins

Won'’t you kiss with your icy lips now
Your own captured-in-a-mirror Christ?
Circular heavens

Who could punish circular heavens?
Suffocate now with compliant fingers
Your very own ever non-compliant Christ

10,000,900




EBAHIEJIVME OT EFOPKW (1990,

BmDEmF# BmDEmF#

30pKHue OKHa. Bm D Em

KTo corpeet 30pkKue OKHa?.. F# Bm D EmF#
[Toxkaneu 6e33ByYHBIMHU CIIOBAMU C Bm F# Bm
CBoOero OJIOBAHHOr0 XpHUCTa. C Bm F# Bm

2KamHbie maibIlbl

KTO HAaKOpPMUT KagHbIE€ asIbIlbl?
OOHUMU TOIOOHBIMU PYKaMU
CBoero HecrnaCEHHOr0o XpHucCTa

bernwie TeHH

KTo moiiMaeT Oeryibie TeHU?
CneneHall HafJ€XKHBIMU IIeISIMU
CBoero 0e3HamEKHOT0 XpUCTa

CKOJIb3KME BEHEI

CKOIb3KMEe TPEBOXKHBIE BEHEI
[Toueny# XONOOHBIMU T'yOaMu
CBoero 3a3epKajibHOr0 XpucTa

Kpyrnoe Heb0

KTo HakaxkeT Kpyrioe HeE0O?
3amyiIu MOCIYIIHEIMU PyKaMu
CBO€ero HemnocIyIHoro Xpucra

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.¢.¢
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FOG (1967/1989)

By K. Ryzhov (Lyrics) & A. Kolker (Music) (1967) | Modified by Y. Letov (1989) *
Verse 1 TRANSLATION VERSION I: (Intro:) D#m G# C# F D#m F A#mF
The fog, the fog — that grey-haired veiling blot A#m F A#m F# G# C#
Far, far beyond the fogs a war is fought D#m G# C# F
Its battles rage without us, but we are not at fault D#m G# C# F#

To earth below us / by the fog / we're tethered D#m G# C#
The laborers of airways in this war D#m F A#m F

Verse 1 TRANSLATION VERSION II:
The fog, the fog — that grey-haired veiling foam A#mF A#m F# G# C#

Far, far beyond the fogs a war goes on D#m G# C# F

Its battles rage without us, but we are not at fault D#m G# C# F#
Unto the earth below by fog we're tethered D#m G# C#

Up in the air our workplace in this war D#m F A#m F

The fog, the fog — lies on what's past and gone A#mF A#m F# G# C#

Far, far beyond the fog remains our home D#m G# C# F
And in a frontline earth hut D#m G#
Of childhood we dream on C# F#
Seems we've all had to grow up much too early D#m G# C# F
The laborers of airways in this war D#m F A#m G

(Change into the key of Cm)
The fog, the fog — once more enshrouds the earth Cm G Cm G# A# D#

Far, far beyond the fogs persists a love Fm A# D# G
Long long our loves must wait for us Fm A#
Back from lands strange and far D# G#
From every flight not all of us returning Fm A# D# G
The workers on the airways of this war Fm G Cm G#
The laborers of airways in this war Fm G Cm G#
The workers of the airways in this war Fm G Cm G#
Yes, aerial these laborers of war... Fm G Cm G#

*This song, a melancholy and proud ballad of Soviet World War II fighter pilots,
was written by Alexander Kolker (music) and Kim Ryzhov (lyrics), and was first
heard (sung by Stanislav Pozhlakov) in the classic Soviet movie “Chronicle of a
Dive Bomber” (1967). Letov's interpretation, with some minor lyrical modifications,
and by now just as well know as the classic versions, first emerged (at least in any
known recorded form) circa the 1989/1990 sessions for the eponymous-to-the-film
(“Chronicle of a Dive Bomber”) 14th album of the motley project COMMUNISM,
where “Fog” is performed by Letov together with Kuzya “U.O.”, Yanka Dyagileva,
“Dzheff" Zhevtun, and other aerially close cultulaborators once&ever-so-civically
defending our sur-commons. Besides the “Chronicle...” releases, variants of “Fog”
from the same sessions appear on some (not all) variants of the album “One
Hundred Years of Solitude” ('92), as well as COMMUNISM’s “Thirteen” (1989/'90),
plus many compilations and concerts/recordings. Letov clearly loved this song.
Moreover, in early 90’s interviews he’d gush about its “Chronicle...” takes as
among the surest exemplars of his projects' absolute all-time best. We agree.
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TYMAH (1967/1989)

[Tecus manucana AnekcangpoM Konkepom (My3bika) u KuMoM PhIZKOBEIM (CTHUXM), U
BIIEPBHIE 3BYy4YUT (B ucnojgHeHuu CtaHucnasa [loxnakosa) B punbMe «XpoHUKda
nukupyruiezo bombapouposuiuka» (1967). BcunbpiBaeT B He MeHee U3BECTHOM JIeTOBCKOM
TPaKTOBKE, C MEJIKUMU JIUPUYECKUMHU, MOoOupUuKaIuamMu Ha ceccusax 19890 roga gns
omHOMMEHHOTO («XpoHUKa nukupyruie2o bombapouposujuka») 14oro agpboma
pa3HOoIIepCcTOro npoekTta KoMMyHU3M, I'e IecHs UCTIoNHAeTCs JIeTOBEIM BKyIie ¢ Ky3ein
YO, dukoit [Isrunesoii, Ixkedbdom 2KeBTYHOM, ¥ MHBIMH BOOOYIIIEBHO-OOOPOHHBIMU OJIH3-
pabouuMu KynbTypHBIX 001IvH 1 MupoB. Kpome “X.I1.K.”, BapuauThl “TymaHa” c TexX-xKe
ceccuil MOsIBIISIOTCS Ha HEKOTOPHIX (He Bcex) penmusax anbboma “Cmo Jlem OduHouecmaa”
(’92), va “TpuHaduyamv” (1989/°90) KomMyHM3Ma, a Tak Ke Ha KOMOIUJIAINSAX 1 MHOTUX
KoHIlepTax/live-3anucsx.

Tyman, TymMmaH — Cepas 11ejieHa A#mF A#m F# G# C#
Ianeko-maneko / 3a TyMaHaMU BOKWHa D#m G# C# F

oyt 6ou 6e3 Hac, Ho 3a HaMu HET BUHEI D#m G# C# F#
Mz&1 K 3eMJIe IPUKOBAHbLl TYMaHOM D#m G# C#
Bo3nyiiabie pabourie BOMHHI. D#m F A#m F
Tymas, Tyman — Ha npomsoMm, Ha ObIJIOM A#mF A#m F# G# C#
Ianeko-ganeko / 3a TyMaHaMHU Halll OM D#m G# C# F
A B 3eMiissHKEe (DPOHTOBOM D#m G#
HaM 1po meTCcTBO CHATCS CHBI C# F#
BupHO, BCe MBI paHO IOB3POCIIENIU D#m G# C# F
Bo3nyiiHble paboyrie BOMHBI D#m F A#m G
Tyman, TymMmaH — OKyTaJl 3eMJII0 BHOBb Cm G Cm G# A# D#
[Maneko-maneko / 3a TyMaHaMu 11000Bb Fm A# D# G
ITonro Hac HeBecTaM XOaTh Fm A#

C yyxenasibHEeU CTOPOHEI, D# G#

MEI He BCe BepHEMCS U3 IIojieTa Fm A# D# G
Bo3nyiiHble pabourie BOWHHI... Fm G Cm G#
Bo3nyiiHble pabourie BOWHHI... Fm G Cm G#
Bo3nyiiHble pabourie BOWHHI... Fm G Cm G#

Bo3pgyiinbie pabo4yne BOUHHI... Fm G Cm G#




AND THEN HE SAW THE SUN SHINE (1936

F#m Bm A C#

A slow-motion shockwave, the gutters spill out,
The walls made of concrete, the moisturized earth,
The windows of iron, the fluorescent glow,

F#m  Bm A C# B C#
The mold-covered noise, and the burning asphalt!

A E C# F#m
While the world was a marvel, like some snot on a(/the) fence,
And the town was so great like a cross on the back,

A D E A
And the day was so happy, an intestine gone blind,
D C#

And then he saw the sun shine.

F#m Bm A C#

The burning of plastic, the stench and the smoke,
The barbed wire fencing keeps milling ahead,

The torn scraps of rubber, the wheels and the slag,
F#m Bm A C# B C#
The blindness of trenches, the dryness of grass...

A E C# F#m
While the world was a marvel, like some snot on (a/the) fence,
And the town was so great like a cross on the back,

A D E A
And the day was so happy, an intestine gone blind,
D C#

And then he saw the sun shine.

F#m Bm A C#

The watchtowers rising, the splinters of glass,
The fumes crematorial, (the) brick-row parades
The emptied out tin cans, the papery scraps,
F#m Bm A C# BC#
An AK, a uniform, and a gas mask.

A E C# F#m
While the world was a marvel, like some snot on (a/the) fence
And the town was so great, like a cross on the back

A D E A
And the day was so happy, an intestine gone blind
D C#

And then he saw the sun shine...
(...in a starry sky.)*

(*The translational mini-twist/gratuity above emerges from my
interpretation of this song as about a nuclear disaster/war.)

Aok Ak Ak




OH YBUMIEN CONHLLE (19s6)

F#m Bm A C#

3aMenJIeHHBIN IIIOK, KaHaBhl C BOOOU

beTOHHEBIE CTEHBI, ChIpasi 3eMJIs

Kerne3Hble OKHA, 3JIEKTPUYECKUUN CBET

F#m Bm A C# B C#
3arieCHEeBIINM 3BYK, PaCKaJI€HHBIN achaabT

A E C# F#m
A Mup OBINT YyIEeCHBIM, KaK COILJISI Ha CTEeHe
A ropop OB XOPOIIKNH, CJIOBHO KPEeCT Ha CIINHE

A D E A
A peHb OBITT CHACTIUBBEIM — KakK Cielas KUIIKa
D C#

A OH yBU[EJI COJIHIIE...

F#m Bm A C#

[InacTMacCOBBIY ObIM, TOpeasi BOHb

Komroyasa mpoBoioKa BOajib KUJIOMETPUT
OOpe3Ku pe3nHbl, KoJeca U IIjIaK

F#m Bm A C# B C#
Crnentble TpaHIlIeH, cyXasl TpaBa

A E C# F#m
A Mup OBINT YyIEeCHBIM, KaK COIIJISI Ha CTEeHe
A ropop OB XOPOIINKNH, CJIOBHO KPEeCT Ha CIIMHE

A D E A
A meHp OBII CUACTJIUBHEIM — KaK CJjiernas KUIIIKa
D C#

A OH yBU[EJI COJIHIIE...

F#m Bm A C#

I1030pHbBIE BHIIIKHU, OCKOJIKM CTEKIIa

KupnuuHbie epeHrd, KpeMaTOPUU ObIMUTCS
KoHcepBHBIE OaHKU, OOPBHIBKU OyMar

F#m Bm A C# B C#
ABTOMaT, yHU(OpPMa U IPOTHUBOTA3

A E C# F#m

A mup OB YyOEeCHBIN, KaK COIJIS Ha CTeHe

A Topoq OBIJT XOPOIINM, CIOBHO KPECT Ha CIINHE
A D E A

A OEeHb OB CYHACTIUBBIA — KakK Cjieas KUIIKa

D C#

A OH yBU[EJI COJIHIIE...

Kok kA kA ok




SOLSTICE (1996)

Our work is immense, as noble as the
Boiling of oil

In a blooded oatmeal

Alike a phrase run off

Like a soft warm bread

Like a milky storm

In a sinless world

In a sinless world

Our work is ultimate, like a
Bullet

Like a forever ultimate feat
Like all things never again
Is like the newborn breath
Is like a starting step
Through a sinless world

In a sinless world

Our work is forsaken, alike a finger
Torn away by a hostile bullet
During a sacred, a peoples’ war
Like a trace from sleds

Like a mortal god

In a sinless world

In a sinless world

Our work is heroic, alike a life school
Made up of well-deserving face slaps
Like to the iron grip of the soil

Just like waking life

Just like easy go

In a sinless world

In a sinless world

On our doors will / knock with slanted rain
Springtimes raging, ever-lively troops
One fine day

Only you keep faith

The pendulum starts swinging

In the right direction and

Time would no longer be real

kA A A AR A KA A A
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COJIHLLEBOPOT (1996

Harmre gesno 60sbIIoe, IIOYETHOE
Cr1oBHO KUIIEHHE Macia

B KkpoBaBou Kaiiie

CnoBHO cTpoYKa Oeryias npoyb
CroBHO TEmabl X1e0

CI0OBHO MJIEUHBIN OOXKIOb

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

Hatmre gesno mocnenHee, CJIIOBHO
[TaTtpoH

C/1OBHO BEYHO NOCJIE€OHUN TOOBUT
C/1OBHO BCSIKUM MOCJIEOHUHN pa3
CnoBHO NEPBEIM BOOX

CJI0BHO IEPBBIA IlIAT

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

Ha1re geno mpormailiiee, CIOBHO Haell
OTopBaHHBIY BpaXKeCKOU MyJiel

Ha cBsimieHHOM HapOOHOW BOMHE
CJI0BHO CaHHBIU CJie[

CIOBHO CMEPTHLIN OOT

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

Harre mesno repoucKoe, CJIOBHO XKUTeNWCKas IIKOoJia
3acnyKeHHBIX IIOIIEYUH

CI0BHO XeJle3Has XBaTKa 3eMJIN

CJI0BHO HasABY

Cri0BHO HaJleTKe

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

B mupe 6e3 rpexa

JIuBHEM KOCBIM IIOCTYYaTCs B HAIIly ABEPD
['HeBHBIE BECHHBI, BECEJIBIE BOMCKa
OpmHaXabl

TonpKO TEHI IOBEPHL —

MasiTHUK KQYHETCSH

B npaBunbHyI CTOPOHY

W BpeMeHu Oo0sbilie He OymeT

1.2.0.0.0.9.0.9.0.9.9. ¢,
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SONG ABOUT A FOOL (1990)

*Syllable stress-pattern often seems anapest-like (unstressed-unstressed-stressed) like:

“...ca-rries pan-cakes on-a tray”. But some lines, not all, start on a stressed word/syllable, as in:
“...Death strolls-down-the way...”. Which may also be interpreted trochaically as:

“...Death strolls down the way...”, esp. as 3 unstressed syllables in a row is rare in Engl/Worldish.

But then again, almost anything in Engl/Worldish could also be read or interpreted iambically. So, I wouldn’t get too
steeped in any recipes... Instead, listen to Letov’s record (&/or my version) for melodies & flow/rhythm, & start from
there your own way. With that said, I’ve added some syllable-stress suggestions (per my rendition) in bold below.

Intro/Motif (see audio for melody/rhythm/timing): Bm A D F# |Bm Em F#7 Bm | F#

There’s a fool... (Bm A)

Roaming through the woods, (D (D-D/G-D) F#)

Searching for some one (Bm Em)

(Who'’s) Still more foolish (Ft# or F#7)

Than that. (F# Bm F#)
Death strolls down the way,* | Carries pancakes on a tray,
If you pull one from the stack, | Then that's just your luck!*(Triple stress at line end. )
Death would lift you by your knees, | Plant a burning kiss,
Every penny would fly draining | Right out of your sleeves!
(Now...) There’s a fool...

Walking through the woods,
Looking for some one
(Who'’s) Still more foolish Than that.
The sweet old sun was shining | At night and in the day.
There's no such thing as atheists | In foxholes under flame!
The race went to the blind one | And triumph to the weak.
And every sort of thing that's like | You've never even dreamed!
(No)) There’s a fool...
Rambling through the woods,
Looking for some one
(Who'’s) Still more foolish Than that.
So, today I went and bought myself a bunch of balloons
Strapped to them, / Above this wondrous/ Land I'll get to fly!
And I'll be swallowing fluff, I'll be diving under earth,.
And onto every queshun, answer: “Al-ways a-live!”.
Some toothy gears got turning | inside of the head,
Inside that soaking-wet old head | under a carpet-bombing rain (*Triple stress again)

Now mercury boiled over, | the fist prepared to swing,
But then a cross on the chest | becomes a nickel on the lid! (Well...)
Last night my long-dead mother** | appeared in my room,

(**/grandma, auntie, lover, sweetheart, father, uncle, daughter, sonny, buddy, etc...)

Raised her** fist at me and loomed, | kept on calling me a fool,
(*** Customize pronoun, if need be, per the above...)

A mosquito who'd flown | at my flame before the dawn,
Started choking on the blood | from my temple and drowned! (Now...)
There’s a fool...
Rambling up in heaven,
Searching for some one
(Who's) Still more perished
Than that.
There’s a fool...
Strolling up in heaven,
Searching for some one
(Who'’s) Still more deathless
Than that.
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NMPO NYPAMKA (1990

Intro/Motif (see audio for melody/rhythm/timing):
BmA D F# |Bm Em F#7 Bm | F#
XoOuT Oypadok II0 Jiecy, (Bm A D F#)

HmeT mypadox riymnee ceos. (Bm Em F# Bm F#)
XOoOuT Oypadok 1o Jiecy, (Bm A D F#)
HmreT mypadoxk riymnee ceos. (Bm Em F# Bm)

WpeT cMepTh IO ynulle, HeceT OJIUHEBL Ha Ostoniie, (Bm A D F#)
KoMy BeIHETCS - TOMY U COymeTcs,
TpoHeT 3a mJeyvo - moejyeT ropsvo,
[TonmeTsaT KOMENKHU 13-3a Na3yXu [0JIou

XOoOuT Oypadok IIo Jiecy,
HmreT mypadoxk riymnee ceos.
XOoOouT Oypadox II0 Jiecy,
HmieT mypadox riymnee ceos.

CBeTHJIO COJIHBIIIIKO ¥ HOYBIO U THEM

He OnIBaeT aTenCTOB B OKOIIaxX O[O OTHEM
JoOGexXuT cremnoi, IodbeguT HUYTOXKHBIN
Takoe BaM 1 He CHHUJIOCH

XoOuT Oypadok Mo MUPY
HmreT gypadoxk riayree cebs
XoOuT Oypadok Mo MUPY
HmieT gypadoxk riayree cebs

A ceropHs s BO3OYIIHBIX IITaPUKOB KYTIHUJI
[loneyy Ha HMX Ha[ pacyygeCHOU CTPaHOU
Byny nyx riotaTth, 6yoy B 3€eMJII0 HEIPSATH
M Ha Bce BOIIPOCHI OTBEYATh:

«BCETIA 2KUBOM!»
3yOuaThie Kojleca 3aBepPTeNuCh B Oallke,
B npoMmokie#t 6arke mom OpoHeOOUHBIM JTOKIEM.
3akumnesa pTyTh, 3aMaxHYJICS KyJIaK,
Ila TOTBKO eciu KPecCT Ha I'Pydb, TO Ha ITOCIEOHUM I'JIa3 - MATaK.

XOoOuT Oypadok 1o Jiecy, (Bm A D F#)
Hmiet mypadoxk riymnee ceos. (Bm Em F# Bm F#)
XOoOuT Oypadok 1o Jiecy, (Bm A D Fi#)

HmieT mypadox riymnee ceos. (Bm Em F# Bm)

Most MepTBast MaMKa Buepa KO MHe MPUIIIa -

Bce rpo3una KyjlakoM, Ha3blBajla JypPaKoOM.
[TpempaccBeTHBIM KOMAp OIIyCTUJICS B MOM ITOXKap,
3axnebHyJICsI KPOBbIO M3 MOETO BUCKA.

XoOuT Oypadox Imo HeOy
HmeT nypadok MepTBee cebs
XoOuT Oypadyox M0 MUPY
HmeT nypadok xxuBee cebs
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LEAP-HOP / NMPbIMr-CKOK (1990,

C# G(III) Cm

Swings were flying G# GCm
With no passengers G# GCm
Nor external forcing G# GCm
All by themselves... G# GCm
Swings were flying G# GCm
With no passengers G# GCm
Nor external forcing G# GCm
All by themselves... G# GCm
G# GCm
D G# C#m
Throat got parching A G# C#m
Branch got drenching A G# C#m
Branch got drenching A G# C#m
Gutter swelling A G# C#m
Dharmashed soiling A G# C#m
Of stilled waters A G# C#m
Of stilled waters A G# C#m
And black spasming A G# C#m
D G# C#m
Fingers cramped-up A G# C#m
Head burnt-out A G# C#m
Body dragged-out A G# C#m
Soul swept-out A G# C#m
Away past the outskirts A G# C#m
Away past the outskirts A G# C#m
Whitening hairs A G# C#m
Blistering voice A G# C#m
Furnacing wrinkles A G# C#m
Every man giggles A G# C#m
Every man giggles A G# C#m
And woman whimpers A G# C#m
Fingers shivering A G# C#m
Thoughts shriveling... A G# C#m
From woeful vales below D
Unto pains unknown — LEAP-HOP!!!
LEAP-HOP!!! D
LEAP — UNDER GROUND D
HOP — ON A CLOUD D
LEAP — UNDER GROUND D
HOP — ON A CLOUD D
D G# C#m x2
Staches shook twitching A G# C#m
Hours danced watches A G# C#m
Leap — a second A G# C#m
Hop — a century A G# C#m
Leap — a second A G# C#m
Hop — a century... A G# C#m
staches greyed A G# C#m
watches stayed A G# C#m

time disappeared A G# C#m




seed burnt clear A G# C#m
vomit choked A G# C#m
hiccups croaked A G# C#m
fear shriveled A G# C#m
even in a thermal... A G# C#m
D G# C#m
In the murk, a candle a mirror and water... A G# C#m
D G# C#m
Somebody in there dies with laughter... A G# C#m
D G# C#m
frothing over lips... A G# C#m
D G# C#m
lips are frothing... A G# C#m
teeth are throbbing... A G# C#m
wait for the eclipse... A G# C#m
wait for the portents... A G# C#m
of those, who await you at night in the fields! A G# C#m
D G# C#m
Keep cognizing order! A G# C#m
Keep cognizing order! — A G# C#m
Who's the holy father A G# C#m
Who's not once a breather A G# C#m
Who had snapped the circle A G# C#m
Who's fallen under wheel A G# C#m
Just like so exactly all shall come to’ve been A G# C#m
all shall be forgotten A G# C#m
all shall come together... A G# C#m
Body started moving A G# C#m
Round around the room A G# C#m
No external forcing A G# C#m
All by itself A G# C#m
All by itself A G# C#m
ALL BY ITSELF!!! A G# C#m
Fingers crinkled A G# C#m
In black spasming A G# C#m
In black spasming A G# C#m
Crinkled fingers! A G# C#m
D
Out of tempered steels A G# C#m
Into monstrous distances — D
LEAP-HOP!!! D
LEAP — UNDER THE SKIN D
HOP — ON AN APPLE-TREE D
LEAP — UNDER THE SKIN D
HOP — UP INTO HEAVEN!!! D
D G# C#m x2
Night, a mirror, water, candle A G# C#m
D G# C#m
And a tablecloth of white.. A G# C#m
paints a flame become A G# C#m
and the mask like stone... A G# C#m
Coldness — over chest A G# C#m



Skin had withered chapped
Drip-drip...

Drip-drip...

Drip...

Skin gone chapping sallow
And the mug fell hollow
And the hands cramped-up
And the soul swept up

And the soul swept out

To the outskirts and past

From the house of meat sad trash...

And the quotes got shutting
Habits gone forgotten...

Toss the candle in a stream
Toss the candle in a stream
May the wax go swim.
May the wax go swim.

Water plays

Wax swims

Child dies

Old man sings:

On a ladder sit

For a tune to heed

From the dried up well

For a guilty ghoul to tell

How it really happened

That the bucket shattered

How the rope was torn

Why the water too is gone

And there’s really fuck-all left —
Just a snake that snaked

And a spray that sprayed

And nearby the spraying spray....
RIPEN RASPBERRIES TODAY

INHALE — AND — EXHALE
EXHALE — AND — INHALE
INHALE — AND — EXHALE
EXHALE — AND — INHALE...
toss your appearance
snuff out the cinders
and receive a gift
RIP AWAY THE ROOT!!

LEAP-HOP!!!
LEAP-HOP!!!

LOWER THAN SEPULCHER
HIGHER THAN SUNSHINE
LOWER THAN SEPULCHER
HIGHER THAN SUNSHINE...

G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#

G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#

G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
G#
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C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m

G# C#m

C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m

G# C#m

C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
C#m
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UNDER THE CATACOMB D
OVER THE SHINING SUN D
UNDER THE CATACOMB D
OVER THE SHINING SUN... D
D G# C#m x2

LEAP — UNDER GROUND D

HOP — ON A CLOUD D
LEAP — UNDER GROUND D

HOP — ON A CLOUD D
Swings were flying G#GCm
With no passengers G# G Cm
Nor external forcing G# G Cm
All by themselves... G# GCm
Just like so exactly all shall come to happen G# G Cm
all shall be forgotten G#GCm
all shall come together... G#GCm

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.90.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0¢
A NARRATION—TO—INCANTATION POEM (1985)

At midnight ignited a pitchiest sunshine
Grandpa had perished - croaked in his sleep
His family moaning, round him stand
Ripping their hair, and his just as well

While grandpa all dead, sly, and fabled

Lies flat as a tub, floating asunder

Shoed into wooden formidable boots

Alike a magnificent cave-dwelling saint.

Grain, become trunk
Hair, become worm
Earth, become downy.

And you, compatriot, turn into meat.

You hear, dear compatriot,
From now on

Start singing tunes unto your very self.

.........

BCOBIXHYJIO B TOTHOYb KPOMEIITHOE COJTHBIIIKO
Henyiika ymep — 3a40XCs BO CHE
CeMbst €T0 CTOHET CTOUT BKPYT HETO
M BoyocHl PBET Ha cebe U Ha HEM

‘.. A menyiuka MEPTBBIN, OBITUHHBIH, JTyKaBhIHA

JIeKUT KOPOMBICJIOM, TEYET BOCBOSICH
OOyT B IepeBsIHHbLIE TPO3HBIE BaJIEHKU
CIOBHO BEIUMKHUU MEIIEePHBINA CBITON.
Cranb OpeBHOM KOJIOC

CTaHb 4epBEM BOJIOC

CTaHb IIyXOM 3eMJIs

CrtaHb, 3eMIJISIK, MSICOM.

ChpIIInIlb, TI00E3HBIN 3EeMIISK,
OTHEBIHE

[Tecenku camoMy cebe HareBaii.



MEANING, HURRICANE (2005

No one to converse with, or to war against E A
No one left for presents, no one left who plays A B E
In the drowsy darkness, muteness is ensnared A B

Meaning, hurricane
Meaning, storm headlong
Meaning, all at random
Meaning, somersault
Meaning, same as ever —
There is no ford amid flame

B E
C#m

D# G#m

F# E

F# B

F# E

D# G#mF#E

G B

E A B E Novelty lies heavy, suffocating ring

A B E

A B C#m
D# G#m

F# E

F# B

F# E

D# G#m F# E
G B

E A B E
A B E

A B C#m
D# G#m
F# E

F# B

F# E

D# G#m F# E
G B

D# G#m
F# E

F# B

F# E

D# G#m F# E
G B

D# G#m
F# E

F# B

D# G#m F# E
G B

Love that ices over, magic wonder wheel
Hat sits skewed and crumpled, years go off nowhere
Meaning, it’s offhand

Meaning, on the spot
Meaning, carbine rifle
Meaning, hurricane
Meaning, same as ever —

There is no ford amid flame

No one to be scolded, no one to make laugh
No one left to sin against, or to frighten off
Just a cut-off etching's lengthy apogee

Meaning, to the flame

Meaning, hurricane
Meaning, headlong on

Meaning, it’s for always
Meaning, how things go —

There is no ford amid flame

Meaning, on the spot
Meaning, headlong in
Meaning, it’s for aways
Meaning, hurricane
Meaning, same as always —
There is no ford amid flame

Meaning, carbine rifle
Meaning, hurricane
Meaning, all art random
Meaning, tupsy-turved
Meaning...

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.¢



JHAMUT, YPATAH (2005

He c keM roBopuTh, He C KEM BO€BaTh
Bonbille HEKOMY OapUTh, HEKOMY UTPaTh

E

A
B cOHHOU TeMHOTe BSI3HET HEMOTa A C#m
3HauuT, yparas D# G#m
3HaA4YUT, HAIIPOJIOM F# E
3Ha4YuT, Ha0OyM F# B
3Ha4YuUT, KyBEIDKOM F# E
3Ha4YuT, KaK Bcerga — D# G#mF#E
B nnamenu 6poma HET G B
TAaroctHass HOBb, OYIIIHOE KOJIBIIO E A B E
Jlemensiias 1000Bb, YyI0-KOJIECO A B E
[ITanka HabeKpeHb, TOObl B HUKYyIA A B C#m
3HA4YUT, HAOTpE3 D# G#m
3HaA4YuT, HAIloOBas F# E
3HauuT, KapabuH F# B
3Ha4yuT, yparas F# E
3HaA4YuT, KaK Bcerga — D# G#m F# E
B nnamenu 6ponma HET G B
Hekoro cmemuTts, HEKOI'O pyrarh E A B E
Borbille HEKOMY I'peIlnTh, HEKOr'0 IIyraTh A B E
Ionruii anmoreir COpBaHHOMN PE3bOLI A B C#m
3HaA4YuUT, Ha OTOHb D# G#m
3Ha4yuT, yparas F# E
3HaA4YUT, HAIIPOJIOM F# B
3HA4YUT, HaCOBCEM F# E
3HaA4YuT, KaK Bcerga — D# G#m F# E
B nnamenu 6poma HET G B
3Ha4YuT, HAIloBas D# G#m
3HaA4YUT, HAIIPOJIOM F# E
3HA4YUT, HaCOBCEM F# B
3Ha4uT, yparas F# E
3HaA4YuT, KaK Bcerga — D# G#m F# E
B nnamenu 6poma HET G B

3HayuT, Kapabuu
3Ha4uT, yparal
3HauuT, HaoOyM
3Ha4YuUT, KyBEIDKOM
3Hay4ur...

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0. 8¢




NO FORD AMID FIRE (1993)

(POEM)

To come overfilled alive of holiness
To tread-forth barefoot roadways-tracks
Rainbow trails
Desperately and sweetly to apparition
On the horizon
The Ultimate.

Whatever else?

A A A A A A A A A AR A A A A A AR A A A A A A A Ak



B OFrHE BPOJA HET (1993

(CTUX)

3aKUBO IIPEUCIOJIHUTHECS CBATOCTHU
BocukoM npoTtanTeiBaTh NYTU-TOPOKKU
PanyxHble TDOIUHKUA
OT4assHHO U CJIaJKO IIPUTPE3UTCHA
Ha ropu3zonre
[Tocnepuemy

YTto emme?

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.¢.¢



AUTUMN (2005

Intro:

Plenty celebrating, plenty grieving sad,

Might as well get splitting, might as well forget.
Anything one managed, whom or what become.

No-one lost or won.
No-one lost or won.

Trustiest possessions in their proper place

Wicked little smiles keep rotting on each face

As a heavy yoke falls an eternal draw —
No-one lost or won.
No-one lost or won.

On the small porch every morn
Sits a plate of milk —
Stony-stones and songs into the void.

This or that I'm sowing, or am singing of,
This or that believing, or may really want,
There or here am falling, or declaring wars,
Noone won or lost.

Noone lost or won.

Noone lost or won.

Noone's won or lost.

Underneath the pussy willow

Autumn all year round.

Dusky light and nothing really thoughts
Stony-stones and songs into the void.
Dusky light and nothing really thoughts
Stony-stones and songs into the void.

Dm

Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm

Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm

F#

Dm
Dm
Dm

#

TN O

G F A-x8
G F A
G F A
G F A
F A
F A
G F A
G F A
G F A
F A
F A
A G A
Bm
A Dm GFA
G F A
G F A
G F A
Dm F A
Dm F A
Dm F A
A G A
Bm
A DmGFA
A DmGFA
A DmGFA
A DmGFA

F A A A A A A A AR A A A A A A AR A A A A



OCEHb (2005)

BcmynaeHue:

XBaTUT BECEJIUTLCS, XBAaTUT IOPEBATh,
MO2KHO PacXOOUTLCSI, MOXKHO 3a0LIBATh.

KTo OBI UTO HU cHejajl, KeM OBl KTO HU CTaJl,

HukTo He mpourpar.
HuxkTo He mmpourpar.

BepHBIe TOXKUTKYA Ha CBOUX MeCTaX,
CKBepHBIE VIIBIOKY TIEIOT Ha yCTaX.
TAXKUM KOPOMEICJIOM BeUyHass HUYbSd —
HuxkTo He mmpourpar.

HuxkTo He mmpourpar.

Ha xpruiedke 1o yrpam
Bmogue ¢ momokoM —
Kawmeliku u mecHH B IIyCTOTY..

YTto OBI ST HU CesiyI, 0 4YeM OBl 51 HU IIeJ,

Bo uTo OBl 1 HU Bepuji, 4yero 6 S HU XOTeJI,
Kyna ObI 1 HU ITagali, C KeM HU BOeBall,
HuxkTo He mpourpar.

HuxkTo He mpourparl.

HukTO He mmpourpar.

HuxkTo He mpourparl.

ITog pakKUTOBEIM KyCTOM
OceHb KPYTIJIBIA TON

CyMepKHu U MBIC/IM HU O Y4eM
Kawmelliku u mecHU B IIyCTOTY
CyMepKHu U MBIC/IM HU O Y4eM
Kamy1iku u mecHu B IIyCTOTY...

Dm

Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm

Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm

F#

Dm
Dm
Dm

>

T ™ T

@

T OO

T OO

>

>

QOO

Dm
Dm
Dm
Dm

F#

> > >

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.¢

F A-x8
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A
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F A
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A
A
G A
Bm
Dm GFA
F A
F A
F A
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G A
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A FEW LATTER-DAY POEMS BY LETOV

Amid Sweeping (/ Shimmering / ... (?))*
* (This one transcribed, possibly with handwriting-decipherment errors, and translated from a
draft pen-jotted and not-quite-finished; with this un-finitude hence rendered indefinite... )

Chain-rowed situations, spots, ritualizations
Relocations out onto new pastures

Earthen clumps in a deep-freezing twilight

A man, tractor driver, and armed to the teeth,
From the horizon’s sheer edge of relief
yelling, all evil, is saying to you

Lose the place - and

The place loses you

- September 2007

kA A A A A AR A A A A A A A A A A A A Ak

All that I've managed to leave as inheritance

All that I've managed to leave as inheritance -
Is neither meaniness, nor saintliness,

But is a healthy foolhardiness

Confidence

that one may pitcher away with ease

drain oceanic helplessnesses

And not simply with a palm

But with a palm of one’s own.

- September 2007



HECKOJIbKO NMO3OHUX CTUXOB JIETOBA

B Cusinuu (/ CmeTtenuu /... (?)*
*(TTeuamaro, B03MONCHO C OWUOKAMU OM HEOOPACNO3HAHUSL NOYEePKd, U NePegoHCy U3
DYKONUCHO20 UepHOBUUHO20O HE3AKOHUCHHO20, U HblHe yiie 6@3-KOH€'-IHOZO. )

Yepena cuTyaluu, MeCT, puTya(-10B/-IbHBIX)
[Ilepee3moB Ha HOBLIE ITACTOUIIA

KoMbsi 3eMIM B KOUEHEIOIIUX CyMepKax
TpakTopuct, Mo 3y00B BOOPY2KEHHBIN

Ha camoM Kparo ropu3oHTa

3710 KPUYUT TOBOPUT Tebe

MecTto THI TEepselbs MeCcTo

MecTo TepsieT TeOs

- CeHmsbpwv, 2007

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0¢

Bcé 4T0 MHe yIaJIoCh IepenaaTrhb 0 HACAEeICTBY...

Bcé 4To MHe yhanochk nepefaTh 10 HaCJIeOCTBy —
To He CBATOCTDb, He OYKOCTbh

To 3mopoBasi BypoCTh

YBepeHHOCTH

B TOM, YTO 3alIPOCTO MOXKHO

rcyepIriaTh OKeaHbl 0€CCUIus

Ila He TIPOCTO TaJOHBIO

A cBoelo COOCTBEHHOM.

- CeHmsbpw, 2007

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.9.¢.¢



BONUS:
ON THE TRAMWAY RAIL-LINES (1987

By Yanka Dyaghileva*

*This song was penned when Yanka & Letov hitchhiked the USSR, on the run.

Now, you and I should go — Em C
Promenading on the tramway rail-lines! Am Em
Sit on tubing — near Em C
The beginning of the beltline roadway! Am Em
Make our warmest wind — Em Am
The pitchy smoke out of a factory chimney! C Em
For our guiding star — Em Am
The yellow platter of a flashing semaphore! C Em

If we do it right,
(We) Won't go back into the cage 'til nightfall.
We must know the ways —

In two seconds underground to burrow,
To keep lying there

When the cars of grey are rolling over,
Carrying away those who won't or can't
In the quagmire wallow.

If we hide in time,

We’ll keep going, crawling over rail beds,
You would see the sky, :
I would see the grime upon your boot soles.: .
If we make it back, '
We must burn our clothing in the furnace,
If the caps of blue

Don’t greet us first right on our doorstep...

If they do — Em C
No squealing of no strolling on no tramway rail-lines! Am Em
That's a sure first sign Em C
Of a crime, or maybe... schizophrenia. Am Em
Then upon us from a portrait Em Am
Would be smiling down the “Iron Felix”..., C Em
Laying out a very just, Em Am
Laying out a very fair-minded... C Em
Retribution for our deed — Em C
Promenading on the tramway rail-lines... Am Em
And then murder us for it — Em C
Promenading on the tramway rail-lines... Am Em
We’ll get killed for having... Em C
Promenaded on the tramway rail-lines!.. Am Em
They would kill us for — Em C

Promenading on the tramway rail-lines! Am Em



BONUS :
no TPAMBAMHbLIM PEJTIBCAM (1957

ABTOop [lecHu: fAlHKa [arunesBa

A MBI TTOMIEM C TOOOIO,

IIOTYJIsieEM TI0 TPaMBalHBIM pejibcaM,
[Tocugum Ha TpybOax

y Hadajla KOJIbIIEBOU IOPOTH.
HammMm TerasiM BETPOM

OymeT YEPHBIM OBIM C TPYOBI 3aBOfIA,
[lyTeBOOHOIO 3BE30010

OymeT JKenTasi Tapeilka cBeTodopa.

Ecnu HaMm ypacTcs,

MBI 10 HOYX He BEPHEMCS B KJIETKY.

MBI OOJI?KHEI YMETh

3a [Be CEKyHOHI 3apPhIBAThCS B 3€MIJTIO,
YT006 oCTaThCSA TaM JIeXKaTh,

KOT[a 110 HaM IT0eOyT Cepble MAIlINHEI,
YB03s ¢ co6010 TEX,

KTO He YMeJl U He XOTeJI B IPSI3U BaISThCS.

Ecnu MBI ycrieewm,

MBI IIPOOOJIZKUM IIYTh IIOJI3KOM II0 LIfajiaM,
ToI yBUgUIIL HeOO,

s1 YBUXKY 3€MJII0 Ha TBOUX ITOAOIIBAX.

Hapo OymeT ckeub B IIe4Yd OeKOY,

eCJI MBI BEpPHEMCSI,

Ecnu Hac He BCTpETAT

Ha II0pore CuHUE QypaxKKHu.

Ecnu BCTpeTsAT, THl MOJIYH, Em C
YTO MBI T'YJISI/IA 110 TPaMBaWHBIM pejibcaM Am Em
OTO mepBBIM NPU3HAK NPECTYIJIEHbS Em C

WUJIY IIU30(PEHUMN. -
A c nopTperta OymeT yipi0aThCSa HaM | D Em Am

"XKenesnwii ®enukc”, C Em
9To OymeT o4YeHb OOJTO, Em Am
3T0 OymeT OYeHb CIIpaBedJINBEIM C Em
HakazaHuewM 3a TO, 4TO Em C
MBI TYJISIJIM 110 TPaMBaWHBIM pPejbCaM, Am Em
CnpaBeOinBLEIM HaKa3aHUEM Em C
3a IPOTYJIKM 110 TpaMBaWHBIM peibCaM. Am Em
Hac yObIOT 3a TO, YTO MBI TYJISI/IU Em C
10 TPaMBaWHBIM peIbCaMM. Am Em
Hac y0ni0T 3a TO, 4TO MBI C TOOOU TYJIANIU Em C

110 TPAMBaUHBLIM peibcaM! Am Em



BONUS :

GLEAMING WORLD* (1967/1989)

By Mikhail Tanich + Igor Shaferan & Oscar Feltsman

* (Another classic from the 1960’s Soviet song-world, best known from the 1967

performance by Olga Voronets. Yet, it is the version sung by Yanka Dyaghileva in
1989, to the phantasmal instrumentation by Letov, Kuzma, & co., which constitutes
one of the most heart-wrenchingly penetrating romantic ballads of our entire
phonogrammatological history. Find it on Communism’s album “Chronicle of a Dive
Bomber” (more info under the note for “Fog”) or thru the near-paged QR code.)

All the world drew to a gleaming where you stand! Dm E Am
All the world drew to a gleaming where you stand! Dm G C
All the world drew to a gleaming where you stand! A7 Dm E7
But no line beyond the corner signed the sled. DmGC FDmE7 Am

Yes, I could have run to follow you beyond...
Yes, I could have run to follow you beyond...
Yes, I could have run to follow you beyond...
Yes, I really could have, but my pride just won't...

Hundred rains would cross the world, bring fresher snow...
Hundred rains would cross the world, bring fresher snow...
Hundred rains would cross the world, bring fresher snow...

(Woe...)
Then one day you’d hear my voice and rush over...

“All this time”, you'd softly utter, “years on end...”
“All this time”, you'd softly utter, “years on end...”
“All this time”, you'd softly utter, “years on end...”
All the world drew to a gleaming where you stand!

110.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.¢.¢



BONUS :

BEJIbIW CBET (1067/1089)

ABTopbl MecHn: Muxauwn TaHuy + Uropb llapepan + Ockap PenbumaH

“0gHa mn3 ny4qumx seuwen KOMMYHU3MA Bcex BpeméH..” — Erop Jletos
Ha Tebe coménca KJInHOM OeJibli CBeT Dm E Am
Ha Tebe corénca KJInHOM OeJibli CBEeT Dm G C
Ha Tebe corménca KJInHOM OeJibli CBeT A7 DmE7

Ho mpomas 3a IOBOPOTOM CaHHBIM cie; Dm G C F DmE7 Am

41 morsa 0wl mo6ezkKaTh 3a IIOBOPOT
41 morsa 0wl mo6ezkaTh 3a IIOBOPOT
41 morsa 0wl mo6ezkaTh 3a IIOBOPOT
41 morsa ObI, TOJTLKO TOPOOCTDL HEe JaéT

CTo moxkaeu MPOUIOET Hag MUPOM, CTO IIOPOIII
CTo moxkaeu MPOUIOET Hag MUPOM, CTO IIOPOIII
CTOo moxkaeu MPOUIOET Hag MUPOM, CTO IIOPOIII
W omHaAXKObI TH YCIILIIINIIE U IPUOEID

CKOJIBKO 3UM, — ThI TUXO CKaxellb. — CKOJIbKO JIeT
CKOJIBKO 3UM, — ThI TUXO CKaxellb. — CKOJIbKO JIeT
CKOJIBKO 3UM, — ThI TUXO CKaxelllb. — CKOJIbKO JIeT
Ha Tebe comiesncs KInHoM OeJlblii CBeT.

1. 0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.9.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.0.¢.
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BONUS :
WE'VE COME FROM KRONSTADT (1987)

* (Pertains to the so-called Kronstadt “Rebellion” of 1921, when the Revolutionary

sailors on Kronstadt, who’d been instrumental to the October coup & the Red
victory in the Civil War, essentially go on strike, drawing up demands for a more
humanist, libertarian, & equitable style of socialist administration with greater
accountability to local Soviets. A few weeks later, Kronstadt is invaded by the Red
Army, on Bolshevik orders, and thousands of sailors are executed... on the 50th
anniversary of the Paris Commune. QR codes below link to two sensible & factual
leftist analyses of the events, drawing near-opposite conclusions. For their part,
ghosts of Kronstadt maintain that it really was themselves — that is, the
Revolution — the Bolsheviks shot at, bullets ricocheting for 70 years, or longer.
How exactly does one get around to twining a noose out of shirt sleeves?)

By Cherniy Lookitsch / Vadim Kuzmin*

Sits leg over leg Chorniy Lukich, Fm Cm G(II) Cm
Trigger finger crossed, lips chapped over, G# D# G(II) Cm
Shriveled old man, peasant robed kid Fm Cm G# D#
Sudden green pipes a march start roaring. Fm Cm G(II) Cm
We’ve come from Kronstadt... Fm Cm GUII) Cm

We’ve come from Kronstadt...

By the latrine stands a Latvian gun,
Woolen grey hat, crimson stars shining
Watching close enough, not to let run.
Tricky out of shirtsleeves nooses twining

We’ve come from Kronstadt...
We’ve come from Kronstadt...

Whitening legs run into the snow, Fm Cm G Cm
Body puffing up and everything scrambled, G# D# G Cm
Springtime coming on, then I'll run off Fm Cm G# D#
Brittled voice, an incohereable fragment Fm Cm G Cm
We’ve come from Kronstadt... Fm Cm G Cm

We’ve come from Kronstadt...
0.0.2.0.2.0.0.0.9.0.9.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.¢.¢
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BONUS:
Mbl U3 KPOHLWUTANTA (1987

ABTop NecHu: Yéphoit Jlykuy / Bapum Ky3bMuH

Hory Ha Hory YepHsui Jlykuy, Fm Cm G Cm
[Tanel momepek, cyxue ryOHl. G# D# G Cm
Marnbuuk B 3UIlyHE, MaJIeHbKUU cTapuk. Fm Cm G# D#
['pssHyIU MapIll 3eJIeHble TPYOHI. Fm Cm G Cm
Mgl u3 KpoHuitaara, Fm Cm G(II) Cm

Me1 u3 KpoHurranra...

Boa3ie copTupa IaTHIICKUN CTPEIOK,
KpacHble 3Be30bl Ha CEepou Iaraxe.
30pKO rIsAguT, 4ToO He yOer.

TpynoHO BsI3aTh METIIIO U3 PyOaxu.

Mgl u3 KpoHuitaara, Fm Cm G(II) Cm
Me1 u3 KpoHurranra...

Benble HOTM Ha 0€JIOM CHETY, Fm Cm G Cm
Teso pacnyxJsio, ¥ BCe HEIIOHATHO.

ByneTt BecHa, u s yoery.

['omoc xpycTaiuii, 00pyOOK HEBHSITHBIN.

Hory Ha Hory YepHsui Jlykuy, Fm Cm G Cm
[Tanel momepek, cyxue ryOml. G# D# G Cm
Manbuuk B 3UIlyHE, MaJleHbKUuU cTapuk. Fm Cm G# D#
['pssHynIU MapIll 3eJIeHble TPYOHI. Fm Cm G Cm
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BONUS:
THE ROAD RUNS FAR (1991/1995)

By Cherniy Lookitsch / Vadim Kuzmin*

*This song was frequently performed by Letov and Grazhdanskaya Oborona,
especially from 1995 onwards. Best known for the recorded version on the 1996
album “Solntsevorot” (“Solstice”), re-released in 2005 under the title “Lunniy
Perevorot” (“Lunar Coup”), where it appears alongside numerous other songs
written by Cherniy Lookitsch / Dima Kuzmin. Kuzmin and Letov had remained
close friends ever since their fateful encounter at the Novosibirsk Rock Festival in
early 1987 (where Letov also first met Yanka Dyaghileva). In the late 80s Letov
would produce the early records of Kuzmin’s (and of just about anyone else
around, as long as Letov admired them), making all he touched sound like
Grazhdanskaya Oborona.

G B Em
Now, in silence we bring, over massacred spring

C D G
Over heads going gray, dwellings shattered away,
G B Em
On green topsoil we pass over blackened-out grass,

C D G

Over bodies collapsed, over glorious tasks,

Over spectacles smashed, and each Komsomol badge
Over bloodied-out words, over ravenous years

Now, in silence we bring, over massacred spring,
Those forgotten way deep, crucified in their sleep

Bundled letters — “...smile for me”, G B Em C D
Formal notice, sticky tea... G B Em C D

Now in silence we bring... G B Em

Now in silence we bring... C D G

Now in silence we bring, over massacred spring G B Em

Over homes blown away, over heads going gray CD G

Over green-tinted dirt, over grass darkly burned G B Em

Over loftiest deeds, bodies fallen in heaps CD G

*Instrumental Riff/Progression: 4x*

Bundled letters — “...live for me” G B Em C D

Killed in action, sticky tea... G B Em C D

Now in SIGH’lens we BRING over MASSacred SPRING... G BEm
Muvi udem 8 muwiuHe no youmotl 8ecHe...

(My idyOM v tea’shih’NEH PUH oo’BE’toy ve’'SNEA...) CD G
Under silence we bring over massacred spring... G BEm
Passing silent, we bring over massacred spring... CDG

Then transpose progression 2 steps up to A chord: A C# F#m D E A

Now in silence we bring over massacred spring (12x) A C# F#m
Now in silence we bring... (2x) D E A
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BONUS:
DAJIEKO BEXXUT NOPOrA (1991/1995)

ABTop MNecHu: YeépHom Jlykny / Bapum Ky3bMuH*

*[TecHsa wacmo ucnosaHsisacvy Jlemoswvim u I'paxcdavckoli Ob6opoHOol
HadyuHasa c¢ 1995020, Haubosee u3secmHa no aavbomy I'. O.
“CoanHuesopom” / “JIyHuuilti [lepedopom” (nepeu3daHue), HAa KOMOPOM
npucymcmaeyem MHodcecmeo neceH JIykuua.

M&I umeM B TUIIUHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE G B Em
[To pa30uUTEIM OMaM, IO CEObIM I'OJIOBAM C D G
[To 3eneHoOU 3eMJiie, MOYEPHEBIIEN TPaBe G B Em
[Io ynmaBmuM TeaM, 110 BEJIUKUM [iejiaM C D G
[To pa3bUTHEIM OYKaM, KOMCOMOJILCKHMM 3HaYKaM
[To KpoBaBLIM CJIOBaM, 10 T'OJIOGHBIM I'OaM.
MEbI umeM B TUIIHMHE 110 YOUTOU BECHE
ITo pacIsaTeIM BO CHe 1 3a0BLITEHIM COBCEM
Bopox nrceM, He cKy4dau G B Em C D
I[ToxopoHKa, MUIIKUMN Yau G B Em C D
MEuI ugeM B THUIIIHNHE G B Em
M&I ugeM B TUIIIHNHE C D G
Mt ugeM B TUIIUHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE G B Em
[To pa3bUTHEIM TOMaM, II0 CeObIM I'0JIOBaM C D G
[To 3ermeHOM 3eMJie, IOYEPHEBILIEN TPaBe
[Io ymaBIIUM TejlaM, II0 BEIUKUM JejiaM
Bopox muceM, He CKy4au G B Em C D
[ToxopoHKa, JTUIKUU Yau G B Em C D
Mt ueM B TUIIMHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE G B Em
Mt ugeM B TUIIMHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE C D G
MEI umeM B TUIIHMHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE G B Em
Mt ueM B TUIIMHE 110 YOUTOM BECHE C D G
(3amem 8viwe c A) AC# F#fm D E A
MEI UOEM B TUIIHMHE 110 YOUTOM BecHe(x12) AC# F#mD E A
M&5I UOEM B TUILIHUHE...(x2) D E A
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BONUS:
HIDE AWAY & WAIT (2020

Dedicated to Yegor Letov
By Dleg Garkusha (of AUCTYON)

No need to mope — E Am
Hold your stop, G C

Hide away & wait. F E Am

Go to the woods — E Am
with an axe. G C

Tuck away & wait. F E Am

E Am
G C

Hide away & wait... F E Am

Where shoulders touch — E Am
heat may catch. G C

Draw a veil & wait. F E Am

Remember life — E Am
Smile! G C

Stow away and wait. F E Am

E Am
G C

Hide away and wait... F E Am

Don’t leave the prize
for Paradise,
Lurk away and wait.

A mouse may dash —
Hush!
Hide away and wait.

Dada, da, da, —
A'gaa, Yes.
Hide away and wait...
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BOHYC:
JATAUCD U XKIIU 2020,

HOCBﬂﬂjﬂfﬂlCﬂ EZOK)/ JIemoe.y

Oner Napkywa (13 AykubioHa)

He cTouT HBITH E Am
— yMepb CBOIO IIPHITH, G C
3aTauch U XKIOU. F E Am

Bo3pMu TOmmop E Am

— U B JIEC, G C
3aTauch U XKIOU. F E Am
E Am

G C

3aTauch U XKOU... F E Am

[Tne4o K mmeuy E Am

— ropsyo! G C
3aTauch U XKIOU. F E Am

Y IBIOHUCH E Am

— BCIIOMHHU XXKU3Hb! G C
3aTauch U XKIOU. F E Am
E Am

G C

3aTauch 1 XKOU... F E Am

He ymioBau E Am
Ha Pamy, G C
3aTauch U XKIOU. F E Am

LIypILInuT MBIIIb
— THUIIb.
3aTauch U XKIOU.

Ila Da mama
Jla ga maga ma
3aTauch U XKOU...

1.0.0.0.0.0.0.9.0.0.9.
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