P\\\ A, l—

LARA’S SONG IN TULSA

Yevtushenko recites:

On Utica Square in Tulsa

I am stunned like the Nutcracker,

who escaped from the ballet stage,

in the middle of Oklahoma’s shimmering plains,
in the middle of a white-hot summer.

I, a domesticated Nutcracker,

no longer amaze anybody here.

My red, golden-buttoned uniform

is good, because the blood is invisible on the red,
But underneath are so many wounds.

Everyone is nursing, stitching my wounds,

but my main wound - Russia- is still bleeding.

In Brussels or in Geneva

they squeamishly and haughtily patronize Russia,

as a disobedient little schoolgirl.

We were ashamed when the world was afraid of us.
Now we are ashamed that the world pities us.

But if Russia falls, she will be lifted up on the wings

of Tchaikovsky’s white swans,

whom he fed from his hand crumbs of black bread,
warmed by his fingers.

And one female white swan was Tchaikovsky’s God daughter-
Lara’s song.



A red-haired vendor of smoked turkey legs

said to me at the Tulsa Fair:

“Sorry, buddy.l was lazy i geography at the school...
Where is Russia? Wait... Wait..

fen't it somewhere between Germany and..and... China?”

And, you know. generally he was right
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Russia’s destiny really is in this “between’ .

Once 1 was startled at Utica Square in Tulsa.

because 1 found myself face 1o face with my lost Mother Russia.
The chimes of the square’s clock

together with ticking 5ecoRGs

were - playing crystal-clear Lara’s Song.\YevMskmko stopes/

Female Singar\singing Just wordless vocaliZ:

After Tirst haif of a song yevtushenko enters and the singer sings
wordlessly, following him:

revmskenxo:\stnger cOntnues wordless songt
It’s apity that Pasternak didn’t hear this melody,
sparkling as the crispy Christmas SNOW.
He would like —if ot the film-
T'1l bet- Julie Christi. |

That forbidden novel was able to fly
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over the rusty Iron Curtairt T¥
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not as a book- because M could be confiscaled,
put only as  a melody-.-
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When somewhere in the world a pair of ‘ skaters ;
was dancing on the 1c€ 10 music from “Doctor Zhivago .
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according 1o “tgohnical difficulties”.
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And gverywhere # Russia-

in the pompous gtalin’s style restaurants
with the effigies of snaring Siberian bears Pt
at the oak banguet tables with legs. bent by caviar an
hampagne, ) : >
zvherg citrlpetbaggers were enjoying their personal communisim,
or
in the cheapest taverns, :
stuffed with the smoke of the hand rollcd cigarcttcs,
where war medals were clin.kmguds
on the breasts of the legless invahds, : N
and the tearful septimental whores were confessing their child

secrels, -

the cunning smisicians, drunk wnto spithereens,
pretending innocents,

were playing the-banned Lara’s Song.

Stnger is singing in Russian

Eons kpaia,
TNANY TOHTH HARIPLIT,
CROBIIG opeYn,

Jlapa B Ayiie CTOHT.
CIOBHO CBEHA.
£ FEOT NPORMATLEI-BOK;

DBASEAR MTiATTHa
BH i AT,

CRETHT OHA CKBO3L CHET.

H 1ot e, Pocons; s

70 ROGM_ETO TE=T0 29Mep? & THINHE.
Ky, ropsmiu,

CHEELE KUK BOLK CBOYR.

Pyon. b1 cBeTH,JIapa,cneTH,CBOTH.

Yeviughenko sings H#010°

Jsoxe xpecrs

INEIYT KHBOH cMONoH.
Ponmua, i

By paziH HAC FKHBOH.
Mup nycroRar

Gex oronsKa B HOYH,

i [lacrepuak

¢ Jlapoii, kaKk e CBevH.

Yeviushenko and Singer are singing logether:

H a1 mnagens, PoccHi, a4 eiib,
G BOSM,KETO THe-TO fel Xt s n ny‘x-u.
Kryr,ropaun,

Ciie2b KAK BOCK CBEeUH.

Pych,Thl cBeTH, JIapa,ceeTH, cheTH!
Yeovissshonko:

Forme the quet murmur of the forbidden books
is the murmur of our national flag
The good doctor Zhivago cured something in all of ug
And like a Nutcracker.no longer wooden,

;_ wwirl in the endless waltz

with Lara on the Utica Sqguare in Tulsa.

\Yeviushenko and Singer are singing again the second Ralf of & song, (i
ingether! :
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