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Ha kaHukynax (2. bepock)
On vacation (Berdsk)

Wropb Ypazos
Apyr AeTcTea
(r. bepack)

Po,qH0|7| ana Hac co CnaBon bepack, rae mbl XKunu,
OPYXWUW, XOOUAW B LWIKOJY, NOOUNM, — OAVH 13
CcTapenwmx ropogos Hosocubmpckon obnactn. OH
3apoawnnca B 1716 rogy Kak octpor (noceneHwve, 06-
HeceHHOe BbICOKOW GpeBeHYaToN CTEHOW C A030p-
HbIMK GallHAMM), @ K KoHUy XIX Beka 3HauutesibHo
BbIPOC U YKe cunTancsa 60Mblwnm CMOUPCKUM CENOM
c 6peBeHYaTbiMM gomamu. Ho ctpounTtenbcteo HoBo-
cnbupckor MNC B Havane 50-x rogos XX ctoneTus
nNpuBesio K TOMy, YTO OCHOBHas TeppuTopuA ropoda
OKasanacb B 30He 3aTtonneHus, n bepack pelweHo
6bINO NepeHecT Ha HOBOE MeCTO — Ha 8 KM BbiLle Mo
peke bepan. Tam 1 Hayanocb BO3POXKAEHNE ropoaa:
CTPOUNNCb HOBbIE JOMA, WKOJbl, 6MGNNOTEKN, MONU-
KNUHUKMN.

Cembsa CnaBbl xuna B bepacke, Ho CnaBa, nos-
BMBLUMICSA Ha cBeT 17 HoAbGpsa 1950 roaa, poaunca B
opHoMm 13 pognomos Hosocnbupcka. M nonyvaetcs,
YTO ero poXkAeHne CoBMasio C BO3POXKAEHMEM rOpo-
na beppacka, ero manon poauHbl. K coxxaneHuto, ero
poauTenn paHo PasoLWnCb, N €ero Mame NPULLIOCh
yexaTb B cocefiHee Cefo, rae oHa BTOPOW pa3 Bbilna
3amyx 1 poguna Cnase aByx 6patbeB — Banepy u
BuTio. CnaBa, KOTOpOMy B TO BpeMsi Obis1o BCEro natb
NeT, OT/INYaANCA CaMOCTOATENbHOCTBIO U HE 3axoTen
ye3xaTb C Mamol, a ocTanca B bepacke ¢ 6abylukoi
n gepywkon. Mama ero noCcToAHHO HaBelana, aa u ¢,
6ynyun ero gpyrom, 4acTto 6biBan y HuX.

babywka onpepnenuna maneHbkoro Cnaey B Mmy-
3blKasbHYIO LUKOJY: XOTesa, UToObl OH YUuncsa urpe
Ha 6asHe. Ho B fleTcTBe OH Obin1 HE6OMbLIOrO POCT],
XYAEHbKWI, 1 ero NpoCcTo He 6bi10 BUAHO 13-3a 3TOro
NHCTpyMeHTa. I Torga B pyku Cnase fanu CKpUMKYy. ..
MoxkeTe cebe npeacTaBUTb: Mbl, 1€TBOPaA, BO ABOpE
rOHAeM MsY, Urpaem B «BONHYLIKY», a CnaBa norns-
[blBaeT B OKHO Ha HaC 1 MPoJosIKaeT WTyanupoBaTthb
CBOM raMmbl. HecmMoTpsa Ha OrpoMHoOe HeXxenaHue
YUNTbCA B My3blKasIbHO LLIKOJE, OH BCE )KE ee OKOH-
unn - xapaktep! OH NPoABNANCA y Hero ¢ AeTcTaa:
HauaToe JOBOAMTb 4O KOHLA, K Ntobomy fieny oTHo-
CUTbCA cepbe3Ho, Byalb TO CNopT (BO ABOPE OH «CKO-
notun» QyTOONbHYIO U XOKKEWHYI0 KOMaHZbl) Wau
yyacTme B LUKOJIbHOWM CaMOAeATeNIbHOCTU (Mbl C HAM
nenu B xope, a Cnasa Oblf CONNCTOM, AiaXKe B 5TOM OH
6bin NepBbiM). Hy a ¢ geBoYKaMm — 1 C feBOYKaMM
BCe OblNIO 3anpaBCKN. B 3TOM OH MeHA ToXKe OYeHb U
OuYeHb Bblpyyasn, Befib A N0 CBOEMY XapakTepy Mon-
UYH, CTECHUTESIbHbIN, @ OH CMOKONHO 3HAKOMWIICA, U
Mbl BTPOEM TYNAAM MO Hallel UeHTPanbHOW ynuue
CBeppanosa. PasroBapmsan CraBa, a MHe OCTaBanoCb
TONbKO KMBATb ronoBoit. W Tak 6bino Bceraa. bnaro-

lgor Urazov

Childhood friend from Berdsk

erdsk—the place where we lived, made our first

friends, went to school, and fell in love—is one
of the oldest cities in the Novosibirsk Region. The
first wooden palisades and watchtowers sprang up
in 1716, and by the end of the 19th century, the set-
tlement had expanded greatly and become a rath-
er large Siberian town of traditional log houses. In
the early 1950’s, the newly-constructed Novosibirsk
hydroelectric dam flooded most of the city, so the
government decided to relocate it to an area eight
kilometers up the Berd river. This was a renaissance
for Berdsk; new houses, schools, libraries, and clinics
were built.

Slava’s family lived in town, but Slava himself was
born at one of the maternity hospitals in Novosibirsk
on November 17th, 1950. His birth coincided with
the revival of his hometown. Unfortunately, his par-
ents divorced shortly thereafter, and his mom had
to move to a neighboring village where she got re-
married and had Slava's two half-brothers, Valery and
Viktor. Slava, who was only five years old at the time
but was already remarkably independent, asserted
himself and told his mother he'd be staying with his
grandmother and grandfather in Berdsk. His mother
would visit often and | spent my fair share of time at
his house too, since we were close friends.

Slava’s grandmother sent him to music school,
since she wanted him to learn how to play the accor-
dion, but he was a puny little kid—the instrument
was almost bigger than he was. Then the teachers
handed Slava a violin... the rest of us neighborhood
rascals would play ball and fight our pretend wars,
while poor Slava peered out the window and contin-
ued memorizing his scales. Despite having no desire
whatsoever to study at music school, he did wind up
graduating. That's what | call perseverance! Even as a
kid he'd always finish what he started, taking all of his
activities seriously, whether it be sports (he rounded
everyone up and put together neighborhood soccer
and hockey teams) or school performances (we were
in the concert choir, and Slava would do solos; he
was the best singer around). He was the best when
it came to charming the girls, too. He always had my
back. | was a shy kid who didn’t say all that much,
but he wouldn't think anything of going up to girls
and introducing himself, and we'd walk down the
main street together. Slava would do the talking, and
I'd just nod along. That’s how it always went. It was
thanks to him that | met my wife Inna, and we've been
happily married for over forty-five years now.
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Pooumenu(AnekcaHopa [puzopeesHa u MeaH [aspuniosuy)
Parents (Alexandra Grigorievna and Ivan Gavrilovich)

Jlobumsle 6abywka u 0edywka
Beloved grandparents

Pooumernbckuli 0om
Grandparent’s house
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Mepewbili knacc (2. bepdck)
The first form (Berdsk)

My3bikaneHas wkona (2. bepock)
Musical School (Berdsk)
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«CbIH noska», 15 nem (2. Kywka)
«Son of the Regiment», 15 years old, Kushka

Jea opyaa (2. Kywka)
Two friends. Kushka

Japs eMy A BCTPETMN CBOIO VIHHY, C KOTOPOI Mbl yKe
BMecTe 6onee 45 neT.

CnaBa Bcerga 6bin nngepom, 1 A YyBCTBOBAr, YTO
B bepacke oH Hagonro He 3agepXnTca. Mbl C HUM He-
CKOMbKO pa3 6eranu cmoTtpeTb «CTapuka XoTTabblua»
— NOOBUMOE KMHO Hallero AeTcTBa. B 3Toi KapTuHe
CnaBa BriepBble ycnblwan «rofoc» robos. U sce! OH
TBEPAO pewwm: «A xouy mrpaTb Ha 3TOM MHCTPYMEH-
Te». Kak? [ge? Ho B 3To BpemsA K Ham B roCTu 13 KyLuKu
npuexan Haw 3Hakombl. OH-TO 1 NOBeAan, Kak Npu-
6113uTbca K cBoet meyute. Y CnaBa TyT Xe BbICTPOUN
nnaH gencreun... llocne nonyyeHmsa NOBECTKU, YTO
ero 6epyT CbIHOM MOJIKa B BOMHCKYIO YacTb ropofa
KyLLKK, OH NOKWMHYN POAUTENBCKUIA AOM, XOTA 6bIN0
emy Bcero 15 ner.

Cnyx6a Ha rpaHuLe 1 Urpa Ha «Tapesikax» B MecT-
HOM opKecTpe He Mewanu CnaBe meuTaTb o roboe. /i
OfHaX[bl, MOArOBOPMB CBOEro ApYyra-CoCNy>KMBLa,
OH 6exan n3 yactu. A Korga HauyanbCTBO XBATWIOCh,
YTO [iBYX BOCMUTAHHWKOB HET, 3@ HUMW YCTPOWUIN Ha-
cToALYyo NoroHto. Y Tonbko cnyvar (3emneTpaceHne
B TallKkeHTe) 3afep>kan npecniefoBaTenen...

Hy a 3aTem — HOBOCMOGUPCKOe My3blKalibHOE yuu-
nuie no Knaccy robos U, HaKoHeL, rMaBHas Lenb —
yueba B MOCKOBCKOW KOHCEpBATOPUMU.

CnaBa gna meHs 6bl1 Bceraa nprimepom, MeHsa BOC-
XMLLAo ero oTHOLEeHWe K Mame, 6abylike, aeny. Ero
PYKU — pyKU My3blKaHTa — 6bliv npefHa3HavyeHbl Ans
nrpbl Ha roboe, HO HUKAK He Asi TOro, YTobbl KONOTb
LpOBa, paboTaTb B OFOPOAE, CaXkaTb KapTOLLKY, crpe-
6aTb cHer... Ho mbl Bce 3To aenanu BmecTe (Haliu
MaMbl fpyxunu). Ero mama AnekcaHgpa lpruropbeBHa
ropgmnacb cblHom. OHa, 6biBano, BepHeTcA 13 JIeHnH-
rpaga — 1 pasroBopaM O CbiHe, BHyKax W TeaTpe HeT
KoHUa. [laxke Korga OH 13-3a 3aHATOCTU He MOT npue-
xaTb B bepack, To npocun meHA NoOMoYb CBOEN Mame
Mo XO3ANCTBY.

Ero oTel HeckonbKo pa3 HaBefblBanca B bepack,
xoTen 3abpatb CnaBy B CBOIO CEMbIO, HO OH abconioT-
HO He 3Han CBOEro CblHa, KOTOPbIV He XOTen npoLaTth
emy npegaTenbCcTBO Mo OTHOLWEHMIo K Mame. [paBaa,
nepen CMepTbio OTel eLle pa3 NPOCUN NPOLEeHUs, 1
CnaBa, Kak UCTVHHbBIV XPUCTUAHWUH, MPOCTUN €ro.

A BOT Tenepb 1 CnaBbl HET, N 3TO OYEHb TAXENO
co3HaBaTb. Beb coBcem HeflaBHO A 6bln y Hero Ha
tobunee, Korga emy NCNONHUAOCH 60 NeT, e34UI C HUM
oTAbIXaTb Ha Mope, 6biBan y Hero floMa B [MeTepbypre,
xogun B MapumHCKnn Teatp, BCNOMUHAN NPOAENKM
MOJIOAOCTH... YTpaTa BenvKa. Hawen apyxb6e 6onee
60 net.

Slava was always a leader, and | could tell that he
wouldn't stick around Berdsk for too long. We loved
Old Khottabych as kids; we watched it over and over
again at the movie theatre in town. Slava heard the
“voice” of the oboe for the first time in that movie. He
decided right then and there that he was going to
play that instrument. But how? And where? A friend
of ours who lived in Kushki was visiting us at the time.
He told Slava how to get one step closer to his dream,
so now he had a gameplan. ...After receiving notice
that he would be accepted as a junior cadet or“son of
the regiment” at the army base in Kushki, he left his
home for good. He was only fifteen.

Serving on the border and playing the drums in
the local orchestra couldn’t keep Slava from dream-
ing about the oboe. One time he and his friend went
AWOL—he was the instigator, obviously. As soon as
the officers realized that two cadets were missing,
they launched a full-blown search. It was only the
need to assist earthquake victims in Tashkent that de-
layed the pursuit...

Next came learning to play the oboe at the Novo-
sibirsk Music Academy and then he achieved his ulti-
mate goal, enrolling in the Moscow Conservatory.

Slava always set a good example for me; | truly
admired the way he treated his mom, grandma, and
grandpa. He had the hands of a musician—they were
designed to play the oboe, not for chopping wood,
planting potatoes, and shoveling snow... But we did
all those things together, since our moms were good
friends. His mother Alexandra was very proud of her
son. She'd come back from Leningrad and go on and
on about her son, grandchildren, and the theatre for
weeks. When his work schedule wouldn’t allow him
to come back home, he'd ask me to help his mom
around the house.

His father visited Berdsk a few times when Slava
was a kid; he wanted to raise him with his new family,
but he clearly didn’t know his own son. Slava simply
wouldn’t forgive his dad for walking out on his mom.
Before his death, however, he asked for Slava’s fore-
giveness once again, and being a true Christian, Slava
granted it.

But now Slava’s gone, and it’s very hard to come to
terms with that. It feels like yesterday we were cele-
brating his 60th birthday, going to the beach on vaca-
tion, spending time at his home in Petersburg, going
to the Mariinsky Theatre, and reminiscing about the
pranks we pulled as kids... It's a huge loss. Our friend-
ship lasted over sixty years.
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B. Jlynaues (my3bikaneHoe yyunuuje, 2. Hosocubupck)
V. Lupachev (Musical College in Novosibirsk)

Al pymato, uto cyabba Crasbl — 3TO CTpesa, KOTopyto
nycTua oH caMm. Manbumk 13 NpoCcTon CMbUpPCKon ce-
MbM, FA€ UCKYCCTBO He CIYXKMIO 3a/10rom NoBCeHEB-
HOCTW, NoNMO6GUN My3bIKY 1 TeaTp CO BCel CTPacTbio.
OH 6bi51 BNIOOEH B KPACOTY M XK €10, U OHa [iN15l Hero
6blNa ecTeCTBEHHa: KpacoTa 3emiu, YenoBeka, npo-
beccun, NCTUHHbBIX YyBCTB, YUACTOTbI U CBETA, YECTHO-
CTV U MY>KECTBa, J06POTbI, BEPHOCTM, NIOOBY U fONTa
— BCEro TOro, YTo COCTaBAET XKMN3Hb.

B.Jlynaues u Y. Ypasos
V. Lupachev and I. Urazov

| think of Slava’s fate as an arrow he shot with his
own hands. A boy from Siberia, who grew up in a
humble family with no artistic tradition, fell passion-
ately in love with music and the theatre. He was in-
fatuated with beauty. That was what he lived for: the
beauty of the earth, people, one’s profession, genuine
feelings, purity and light, honesty and courage, kind-
ness, loyalty, love and commitment—all the things
that life is made of.
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AHHeTT Kamnbenn-Yailt

(CaH-OpaHumcko)

M bl YacTo roBopwnu co Crnaeoii o Cnbupwu, 31 Ge-
cefibl HaBEBaN BO MHE POMaHTMYeCKMe npea-
CTaBNeHMA N Kak AS1IA HepycCKOro 4YenoBeka, WHO-
CTpaHLua, BPA4 NN MO COOTBETCTBOBaTb peanuaMm.
Ona 3anagHoro yenoeeka — CMGMpPb 3TO He TONbKO
MaclTab, HO U CNOXUBLLMECS NIEreHbl O Hell: CHer,
XOJI0A, AIVIKME >KNBOTHbIE, PALbI 3aKJTIOUEHHbIX, 06ep-
HYTbIX B >KaJlKnie TPAMKU, CypOBble AOPOTrY, MPOTAHYB-
Lneca yepes 6eckpaliHio TyHAPY, 6eCHYLWMNCA No
Bceln ctenu YmHrnucxaH u, kKoHeuHo, N'YJ1AT.

Mbl pewwnnu, 4To OfHaXAbl BMeCTe OTMpaBUM-
CA B nyTellecTBue, TyAa, rae pogmnca Cnaea, u4tobbl
NPOHUKHYTbCA AYXOM €ro IHOCTW, MOTOMY YTO 3Ha-
nn CnaBy CO BpeMmeH «rMacHOCTW», KOoraa Bnepsble
PUCKHYNU nobbiBaTb B JleHWHrpage (KoTopbii no-
cne NouyTn BEKOBOro COUMaNMCTUYECKOro nepuopa
6bl1 BHOBb nepevmeHoBaH B CaHKT-leTepbypr). B
Te JaneKkne BpemeHa, B Hadvane 1990 ropa, CnaBa
6bl1 caMbiM GNIM3KUM Cpefy HALWMX HOBbIX ApYy3elt:
My3blKaHT opKecTpa MapunHCKOro Teatpa, CTaBLUUN
€ro0 rMaBHbIM MEHeAPKEPOM, «OI0OPOKPATOM», Kak OH B
Ly TKy ceba Ha3biBan.

lNyTewecTBME, B KOTOPOE Mbl OTNPABUANCH Ha NO-
e3fe no TPaHCCMOUPCKON »ene3Hol gopore 13 Bna-
OMBOCTOKA B MOCKBY, BOCMPUHKMAOCh NMo-0CO60My.
OHO cKnafblBanocb HEOObIKHOBEHHO elle U NOoToMY,
yTO C Hamu 6bInn Aapy3ba, Cnasa u JleHa. OHM Gbinn
XeHaTbl yxe 15 net. CnaBa HenpeMeHHO XOTes No3Ha-
KOMUTb HacC C TOW YacTblo Poccuun, KoTopas pacnpo-
CcTepniacb BOCTOUYHee YpanbCKMX rop, N ero pogHbimM
ropogom bepackom. 3Ta noesgka niaHMpoBanachb
KaK «MyTeLlecTBrE BCEW XKN3HW», N B KOHEYHOM CYETE,
A Aymato, 3To 6bino NpaBaown.

Bo BpemA noe3gku A yyBcTBOBana ceba ToHyLel
B CYXOMyTHOM MOpe: MOBCIOAY, 4O CAMOro rOpPU30HTa,
NpoCTUpancb abCoNOTHO MyCTble PaBHUHBI 3ene-
HbIX MOJIeN, 1, Ka3anocb, YTO Noe3f — 3To Kopabsb, Ka-
yaoLWmMNca Ha BonHax beckpaliHei ctenu. A He cTaHy
YyNOMUHaTb 060 BCex MecTax, rae Mbl nobbiBanu. MHe
X0YeTcA pacckasaTb NPo Hall AeHb B HoBocmbupcke.
370 6bII0 NOTPACaloLLe.

B To Bpema Kak noesp npubnmxanca K Hosocu-
6upcky, CnaBa CTaHOBWUCA BCe 3agymumBee. «4To
¢ To6oin npoucxoanT? Tol gomKkeH pagoBaTbcA. Mnu
3T0 cubrpcKoe yHbIHME?», — CnpaLumMBana s, MOATPY-
HuBas. «Korga Mbl npriesem B bepack, Bbl MO3HaKo-
MUTECb C MOE MamMoln 1 MOUMKN ApPY3bAMNU VNIHHON 1
Mropem», — oTBeuvan oH.

HecmoTtpa Ha no3gHmn yac, Cnaea He gyman no-
Xuntbca. OH cnpen B HaweMm Kyne, noka Pyau monya-
NVBO pa3nuean BOAKY. Mbl npomnsHecnu Apyr 3a apy-

Annette Campbell-White

Friend
(San-Francisco)

We had always talked with Slava about Sibe-
ria. For a non-Russian, such as myself, merely
hearing that word - Siberia — conjures up romantic
notions that don't necessarily conform to the reality
of that territory. A Westerner thinks not only of the
vastness, but also of the legends. Snow, cold, wild an-
imals — wolves — ranks of prisoners with feet wrapped
in rags against the harshness of the paths across the
tundra. Genghis Khan raging across the steppes and
of course, the Gulag.

Part of our eagerness to make this train trip across
Siberia and the Russian Far East was, too, that we
wanted to meet Slava's family and to learn about his
early life, because we had known Slava since the days
of glasnost, when first we ventured to Leningrad, as
the reincarnating St. Petersburg was emerging from
the shadow of nearly a century of communist rule
and people had begun to address the associated in-
frastructure decay in that large city. In those far-off
days of the early 1990s, Slava was chief amongst our
new friends. He was no longer a musician in the or-
chestra of the Mariinsky Theatre. He had become a
senior manager, a bureaucrat, as he jokingly referred
to himself.

It was a special trip on a special train, made more
spectacular because Slava and Elena were with us.
Slava was determined that we learn about the Russia
that lies East of the Ural Mountains, and in particular,
his hometown of Berdsk, which lies outside Novosi-
birsk, the largest city in Siberia. The trip was adver-
tised by the train company as “the trip of a lifetime,’
and in retrospect, | believe that this was true.

| felt that | was drowning in a sea of land, because
the land everywhere was flat, with rolling plains
stretching far away towards the horizon, a sea of
green fields. And the land was empty, increasing the
sense that this was a land-sea, and we felt that the
train was a boat in which we were being tossed about
on the waves of the undulating prairie. But | am not
going to recite a travelogue of where we went and
what we saw — what | want to tell you about is our day
in Novosibirsk. It was a tremendous moment.

As our train neared Novosibirsk, Slava grew
thoughtful. “What's the matter with you? You should
be excited - is this Siberian gloom?” | asked him, teas-
ing.“When we are in Berdsk, we will meet my friends
Inna and Igor,” Slava told us. “And my mother!” Ruedi
was more practical. “Do we need to arrange a car?” he
asked. Slava assured him that everything was under
control.

ra Toct v Bbinunu. 3atem CnaBa NOAHAN CBOW 6oKan:
«3a MamMy»... DTO BCeraa Obl1 OUeHb BaXKHbIN AJ1s1 HEFO
TOCT. fl U Mo My Pyaun nprcoeanHunucs. ..

Cepoe yTpo, YepHble TyUun MOBUCIN Ha FOPU3OHTE.
Cobupanca poxab. Mbl BCTPETUANCH B BaroHe-pecTo-
paHe, HeB3Mpasa Ha HekoTopoe CnaBUHO BOJIHEHMUE,
CBA3aHHOE C NpefACToALLen BCTpeyen C POANHON, Ma-
MOW, ApYy3bAmM, No3aBTpakanu. CTpenkn 4yacos Mo-
Ka3sblBany Hayano AeBATOro. Taxenble Kanau foxan
cTyyanu B ctekno. CnaBa 3annaHnpoBasn O6LNPHYO
nporpammy ans HoBocnbupcka: 0630pHas 3KCKyp-
CK1A NO ropoay, My3blKasibHOe yumnuLle, rae oH yuumn-
cA, AKagemropogok, notTom — bepack, rae XuBeT ero
MaMma, BCTpevya Gnv3Kux apysein, obel, noesgka K
03epy, B KoTopom Kynasnca Cnaea B getcTee. (Cnasa
NMOCTOAHHO MCMOMb30Ban onpefesieHHble U Heomnpe-
[efleHHble MeCTOMMEHUA B aHIINNCKOM fA3bIKe OTPbl-
BOYHO. OTO BCerfa 3By4asio Muso.)

3a OKHOM OKOHYaTesNIbHO PacCBeso, A0 b 3aKOH-
ynnca. Boonb xenesHowm foporu BCe yalle BbIpUCo-
BbIBa/INCb CTapeHbKMe [epeBAHHble fOoMa C rony-
6bIMU N 3efIeHbIMK KpalleHbIMU CTaBHAMU. Pagom
C GOMbIUMHCTBOM W3 HUX NPOMMbIBAAN ManeHbKue
cafbl B pa3rape fieTHero uBeTeHus. BbloHbl 1 nopgco-
JIHYXW, Wnanepbl C NTOMUAOPAMU U CTEKAHHbIE Nap-
HUKW C Orypuamm MefibKanaun COBCEM PAJOM C OKHaMu
BaroHa. Ctanu noABAATbCA MPOMbILNEHHbIE 3[aHUA.
Kak TemHble caTaHWHCKMe MenbHUUbI bnelika, nony-
pa3pyLlUeHHble 1 BeTXMe 3aBOACKME MOCTPONKM Cry-
Wanu Kpacku ceporo aHA. [oesg 3amennan xof, Mbl
npuobbIBanM B ropog,.

Hawe yTpo npowno B 06bIYHOM TYpUCTUYECKOM
OCMOTpe JocTonpumMevaTenbHocTen n dotorpadpu-
poBaHun. CnaBa OTBE3 HAaC B OFPOMHbIV OMEpPHbIN
TeaTp, NOCTPOEHHbIN No nprkasy CTannHa B nocneg-
Hue aHu Bropon mumpoBon BonHbl. [epen TeaTpom
BblCMNacCb MMraHTCKasa ctaTya muctepa JleHvHa, ero
6ETOHHO-CTaNIbHOE NaJibTO Pa3ayBasl CUNIbHbIN BETEp,
YCTPEMAABLLMICA Ha ropof € paBHUHbI. Mbl yBrgenu
KpacHble KMpnuyHble cTeHbl cobopa AnekcaHapa He-
BCKOrO W, KOHEUYHO, MafleHbKyIo LiepKBYyLKY CBATOro
Hukonas, cToABlIy0 Henoganeky, OTMEeYEHHy Kak
reorpadpuuecknin LeHTp coeTckon Poccuu. U B 3a-
BEpLUEHVE YTPEHHENO 3KCKYpPCa BCe OKazanucb cpe-
AV MbIIbHBIX MUHEpPasNbHbIX reoNorMyeckmnx dKCno-
HaTOB My3eA AKagemMropofka. JKCno3muma MeHA He
3aMHTepecoBana: TONIKOM He Mo3aBTpaKkas, A Aymana
ToNbKO 0 efe. «CnaBa, — CNpocua A WenoToM, YToobl
He MelLaTb rnay, KOTOpbIA CKPYNyne3Ho nepeyumncnsan
[JOCTOMHCTBA LIEHHbIX 3amacoB MOJIE3HbIX MCKOMae-
MbIX ropHoro AnTas, — rae mbl 6yaem obepatb, B AKa-

So we are on the train and despite the lateness of
the hour, Slava was not ready to sleep. He sat down
with us in our compartment, while Ruedi silently
poured vodka. We toasted one another seriously, be-
fore drinking. Slava lifted his glass.“To Mama,” he said,
and drank. This was an important toast; | also drank
and so did Ruedi.

The morning showed dark, with black clouds mass-
ing ominously on the horizon. Rain threatened. We
met for breakfast in the restaurant car. Even though
it was past eight a.m., the lights in the dining car still
challenged the growing dawn, and | could see myself
reflected in the lighted windows. Heavy drops of rain
began to thud harshly against the windows.

“Where is the car meeting the train?” asked Ruedi.

“The driver will know how to find us, and the car
will come to the train. Don't worry,” responded Slava.
“Now, | must tell you. This is my plan for Novosibirsk.
We will go first to see sights in Novosibirsk. We will go
to the Music Academy where | was student. And then,
we will go to Akademgorodok on the way to Berdsk,
where lives my mother, and we will meet my friends
Igor and Inna and we will have lunch and go to the
lake where | would swim as child”” Slava’s use of the
definite and indefinite pronoun in English was always
sketchy. It was very endearing.

It grew lighter outside and the rain stopped. In-
creasing numbers of crooked, wooden houses with
blue and green painted shutters appeared along
the track. Tiny gardens were in full summer bloom in
the back of most of the houses. Vines and sunflow-
ers, trellises with tomatoes climbing on them and
glass-encased cucumber frames showed in those gar-
dens closest to the rails. Industrial buildings began to
appear. Like the dark satanic mills of Blake, various
ruined and rundown factory buildings showed them-
selves against the dreary gray of the day, fulfilling my
worst expectations about the city of Novosibirsk. But
now, the train began to slow and we had to rise from
the table, because we were nearly arriving and it was
time to go.

Our morning passed in a touristic routine of sight-
seeing and picture taking. Slava took us to the huge
opera house, commissioned by Stalin during the
last days of the Second World War, and of course, to
the tiny Church of St. Nicholas nearby, which marks
the geographic center of Soviet Russia. Prominent
in front of the opera house stood a giant statue of
Mr. Lenin, his concrete and steel coat blowing in the
strong breeze that fed into the city from the plain. We
saw the red brick cathedral of Alexander Nevsky and
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aemropogke?» — «Hert, He 3gecb, — npowenTasn OH MHe
B OTBeT. — B bepacke».

Bckope, ornbaa O6ckoe Mope, Mbl HanpaBUIUCh B
CTOpOHY bepacka, pacnonoxeHHOro B TpUALATY Kn-
nometpax ot HoBocnbumpcka.

Bepack B TO Bpema ocTaBanca CTapbiM PYCCKUM ro-
pOo#oM, He NpeACTaBNAABLUMM UHTEpPeCca HY A1 HOBbIX
POCCUNCKUX KOMMEPCAHTOB, HY ANA TYPUCTUYECKOTO
6u3Heca. Jllogu NpoaomKann »nTb, HABEPHOE, Kak U
B NpekHee coBeTcKoe BpemsA. [Joporu Torga B OCHOB-
HOM 6blIY FPYHTOBbIE, JOMa BOKPYT — KpOLUeyHble ©
NPUMUTKBHbIE, BpeBeHYaTble, C PACMUCHBIMU CTaBHS-
Mu. Bce Bbirnsigeno 6efHbiM 1 3anylieHHbIM. Moemy
KpUTUYECKOMY «3anagHOMy» [fa3y, MpuBbIKWEMY K
XOJIeHbIM OKPEeCTHOCTAM Npuropogos AMepurku, Bce
NoKa3anocb rpA3HbIM N HeYXOXKeHHbIM. JleTHre cagbl
nepeTeKanu B CyIOMaHHble 3a60pbl, 3apocLUne COPHS-
KaMu, a TpOoTyapbl O6b1n B BbIOOMHAX BAOb MblfIbHbIX
Zopor.

Haw BoauTenb nprnapkoBasna aBToMmobusib Ha 060-
UnHe. l NOCMOTpena Ha 34aHne nepes Hamu 1 paso-
6pana HaBepxy OyKBbl B lepeBAHHON pamKe, Hanu-
CaHHble Kupunnuuen: «Tpuymbs.

- Ckaxute, rge mbl? — NOUHTEpPecoBanach A, Ly-
PACb, — 3haHMe CTOANIO B rybmHe OT Joporu, noo-
Janb OT APYrux JOMOB.

- A aymato, 310 GUNbAPAHBIN AOM, — NOKavan ro-
nosown Pyan. Mopgbexana ewe ogHa MawunHa, N3 Hee
BbILWAY Apy3ba Cnasbl, ropb 1 MHHa, n cpasy 6po-
cmnucb 3gopoBaTbea co Cnaeo 1 JleHonm — co cnesa-
MU, nouenysiMu 1 06bsaTuAMU. NocnegHel Boilwna n3
MalunHbl CnaBrHa MamMa. DTo Oblla ManeHbKas MeH-
LMHa C KOMHOW FYCTbIX ceAblX BbloLMxcA Bonoc. He-
CMOTPA Ha TO, UTO el 6bINo yxKe faneko 3a 80, ee NnLO
BbIpaXkasio SHEPrunio 1 pewnmocTb. A ABUHYyNach 3a
HVMW CIeOM...

Nropb 1 VMIHHa Hecim orpoMHble KOP3UHKK U CyM-
ku, CnaBa nomoran ceoeii Mame. fl Habnoaana 3a Hei:
TAXENO ONMPaAcb Ha TPOCTb, OHa CTOMYECKU MNpPOo-
JomKana ngtv snepeq, NogHMMaACh NO KPYyToW ecT-
HuLe, Kak byaTo 6one3Hb Oblna NPOCTO YacTblo ee Cy-
LLeCTBOBAHUA, 1 OHa JAaBHO HayuMnacb HW Ha YTO He
Xanosatbcs. VIHHA ybexxana Bnepeq 1, pa3obpas Bce
nakeTbl, CMyCTWUIach BHM3, YTOOblI NoMoub ClaBuHOM
Mame, HO OHa oTka3anacb. OHa ynopHO ABuranacb
BBEpPX, CTYK ee TPOCTU O CTYNeHbKW SIeCTHMLbI A MOo-
yemy-TO BOCMpPUHMMAana Kak yrnpek u npoTus CBOEW
BOJIM BOCXMLIANacb 3TMM YeIOBEKOM, AOrafblBasiCh,
UTO OHa npe3uparna 6bl KaKky-M60 XaoCTb UK Bbl-
pakeHre couyBCTBMA K cebe. fl yBraena B Hel orpom-
Hyto cuiy camoobnagaHus.

finally, the morning drew to a close as we stood finally
among the dusty, mineral displays in the geological
museum of Akademgorodok. | started fidgeting. The
specimens on display were not of sufficient interest
to hold my attention, and my lack of a good breakfast
made me begin to think of eating, and eating made
me aware that we still had to meet Slava’s family. “Sla-
va,” | whispered, so as not to disturb the guide, who
was enumerating in mind-numbing detail the vast-
ness and value of the mineral reserves of the Altai
Mountains, “Slava, when are we going to meet your
family? Are we going to a restaurant near here in
Akademgorodok?”

“No, not here, he whispered back.“In Berdsk.”

Shortly after that, we left the exhibition and our
driver continued further out of the city, skirting the
Ob Sea, heading in the direction of the old town of
Berdsk, some thirty kilometers away from Novosi-
birsk.

There was nothing to see in Berdsk, of course.
Berdsk was still old Russia. None of the new Russian
businesses, that, if located in Berdsk, could allow the
population and the town to advance was locating to
Berdsk, and there was certainly no tourist trade de-
veloping. People in Berdsk lived on, much as they
probably had in former Soviet times. The roads were
then mostly unpaved, and the houses around were all
tiny, and of primitive construction, built of the ubiqui-
tous wood, with painted shutters. Everything looked
poor and all looked rundown. To my critical Western
eye, used to the antiseptic surroundings of suburban
America, everything also looked dirty and unkempt.
Summer gardens spilled over broken fences in riots
of weeds, and large potholes were endemic along the
dusty roads.

We took a sudden turn to the right and our driv-
er parked on a dusty strip by the road. | looked at
the building in front of us. | could just make out the
Cyrillic letters written across the top of the wooden
framing — Triumph, they spelled out. “Where are we?”
| asked.

Ruedi shook his head. “I think it's the billiard par-
lor, he answered. Another car pulled up and Slava’s
friends, Igor and Inna, bounced out, greeting Slava
and Elena with cries, kisses and hugs. Last to exit
from the vehicle was Slava’s mother — Mama. She was
a tiny woman, with a mass of thick, white curly hair.
Even though she was past eighty years, her face still
showed energy and determination.

Both Igor and Inna were carrying large baskets
and packages, so Slava assisted his mother. | watched

B. Jlynaves u mama AnexkcaHopa [puzopbegHa
V. Lupachev and his mother Alexandra Grigorievna
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Bo3moXHO, nmeHHO oT Hee CnaBa yHacnepoBan
CMOCOGHOCTb MPOTUBOCTOATH M BbPKUBATb, HECMO-
TPA Ha BCe NPEeNATCTBUA XKN3HW, bnarogapsa yemy oH
cymen nofHATbcA 13 6epgHocTy bepacka m ctaTb Ha-
WM gparoueHHbIM «Cnason 13 Cubupur», KOTOpbIi
NIErko OPWIEHTMPOBANCA B CJIOXKHOM MUpE My3bIKU
CaHkT-lMNeTepbypra.

BHyTpu «Tpuymba» obcnyxmBaowmii nepcoHan
BbICTPOWICA B NIMHWUIO 1 NpmBeTcTBOBan Hac. OpHa-
KO moyemy Mbl HAXOAMMCA B GUbAPAHON — TaK U He
ObII0 MOHATHO, HO MMEHHO B Hally yecTb 3an Obin
3aKpbIT B TeueHue AHA («Tprymd» — 3TO roCcTHMULA
OJ11 IHTYPUCTOB C CayHOW UM OUAbAPAHbIM 3a5i0M.
- MNpwm. pen.). Hac nposoaunu B cBATaA CBATbIX, KO-
TOPYl0, KaK NpPaBuio, pe3epBMpPOBannN TOMbKO ANA
OuYeHb BaxHbIX KnueHToB. CTON, 3acTnaHHbIn Genon
CKaTepTblo, HAKPbINN B CrieLanbHOM 3ane ans 6aH-
KETOB, CEpPBMPOBANM XpycTanbHbIMU GoKanamu ans
Kaxzoro rocta. Yetbipe oduumaHta cTosanv BOOJb
CTeHbI, FOTOBble HAaC 06CNyMBaTb. Ha pykax Kaxkgo-
ro cBepkanu HakpaxmaneHHble, abconoTHo 6enoc-
HeXHble nepyatku. CTon 6bI1 ycTaBneH Tapeskammu
C KypraHamu G5IMHOB, B OKPYXEeHUW rop U3 MKpbl 1
KpacHOW pblObl, KpacoBanncb CBeXue NMoMuaopbl v
ManocCoJibHble OTYPUMKK, CafiaT CoO CBOEro oropofaa,
Gesble rprbbl TONBKO YTO K3 Jleca, BbIMOYEHHblE B
paccone 1 NocbiNaHHble CBEXMM YKPOMNOM, XpPYCTA-
Lme, NIOTHbIE, C NONIMPOBaHHON Koxuuen (Mropb u
MHHa cneumanbHO Xogunun B nec n cobupanu rpunbsl
VMEHHO [/151 3TOro Npa3gHuKa 1 Obin c4acTiuBbl OT-
[aTb BCE, UTO Y HUX eCTb, YTOObI MopagoBaTb Cnasu-
HbIX Apy3el 13 Amepukn). Ctoanu Basbl ¢ GpyKTamm
N canatamu, 6onbluoe KONMYecTBO YepHoro xseba,
BOAKA M PYCCKUIN HAaMWUTOK — KBAaC, Y KaXKAoW Tapen-
KW — NiacTnkoBas by Tblnka MUHepanbHol Bogpl Vittel
(oHa oueHb pgoporasa B Poccum). A nocmoTpena Ha
HaKPbITbI CTON U 3acMedAnacb — pycckum nup! Egpbl,
NMPUroTOBNIEHHOW A1 HAC CeMepbIX, XBAaTWUIO Obl Ha
Tpuauatb Yenosek! Mbl cenu 3a cton. «He yBnekan-
€A 3aKyckamu, — npegynpeaun Cnasa, NoKa3biBaa B
CTOPOHY CcanaTHML 1 Tapesiok Ha ctone. — Ewe 6yget
ropsaueen.

Cnepytowimm  6ntogamm - 6bIM WK,  KOMYeHas
pbi6a, OMyfb, COBCTBEHHOPYYHO MOVIMaHHbIN B O6U 1
npurotoBneHHbln Mropem. 3atem nocnepgosanu pyc-
CKre nenbMeHn 1 Ha gecepT — NATb BUAOB Arof. Yacol
TUKanu, Noka CMeHsanNucb 600 3a 65t040M, NogaBa-
emMble MONYanuBbIMM obULMAHTaMK.

«BrnbApAHbIN 3an» NO-NpeXHeMy Obln 3aKpbIT
4NA noceTuTenen, Bpemsa OT BPEMEHU 3axOAus Xo-
3AVH 3aBeAeHnA N NPUCTalbHO CMOTPEN Ha rocTen

her as she walked. Her right hip was so dislocated or
arthritic, that it swung completely out of its socket
when she walked. As she put her weight on her right
foot, she leaned heavily on her cane, and the hip
swung grotesquely sideways. But she made no sound
of complaint and moved stoically forward, as if this
handicap was just another part of her existence, and
she had long ago learned not to complain. Once in-
side, a steep flight of stairs pointed upwards. Instinc-
tively, | looked around for an elevator, not for myself,
but for this woman, Mama, whose handicap was so
nearly complete that in other societies, she would ei-
ther have had extensive surgery, or else be bound to
a wheelchair. But Mama moved steadily towards the
stairs.

Inna, having run ahead and deposited all of her
packages, ran back down and tried to assist her, but
Mama resisted any aid. She moved fiercely upwards -
the sound of her cane striking the stairs serving as a
reproach to all of us.

Perhaps Slava had inherited her ability to persist
and to survive against the odds, and that was how
he had managed to advance from a life of poverty in
Berdsk to become our treasured “Slava from Siberia,”
who moved with ease through the sophisticated mu-
sical world of St. Petersburg.

Inside Triumph, the staff of the billiard parlor lined
up to meet us. Why we were at the billiard parlor was
never properly explained, but it appeared that, in our
honor, it had been closed for the day. We were ush-
ered to the inner sanctum, usually reserved for the
most important of the clients. A table, covered with
a white cloth, had been set up in this room especial-
ly for our banquet. There were crystal glasses set at
each place and four waiters lined up against the walls,
waiting to serve us. Each of them was wearing a pair
of fresh, white gloves. The table was laden with piles
of blinis, accompanied by mounds of caviar, red salm-
on roe. There were fresh tomatoes and newly pickled
cucumbers, white mushrooms fresh from the woods,
cured with salt-water washing and pickled with fresh
dillweed; there was fruit and salad and mounds of
dark bread. Vodka and the Russian fruit drink, kvass,
to drink. At each place setting stood a plastic bottle of
Vittel mineral water. Once | saw the Vittel, | could see
Slava’'s hand in the planning of the menu, because
foreign mineral water is expensive in Russia. | looked
at the laden table and laughed, because this Russian
feast prepared by Igor and Inna just for the seven of
us contained enough food for a gathering of thirty
people! We sat down at the table. It was an improb-

n3 Amepukn. Cam Cnaea, Cb€B U BbINUB MPUNYHbIE
nopumu, Tenepb Obifl MNOTHOCTbIO OMbAHEH SMOLMO-
HaNbHOCTbIO TOPKeCTBa. Kakoe-To Bpems OH monyarn,
a 3aTeM noaHAnN 6oKan:

«fA pomKeH NPOU3HECTN TOCT, — OH MOBEPHYNCA K
Mame. OHa nocmoTpena Ha Hero. - Mama, — ckaszan
OH, 06paLlasch K Hel, a CiefioM — KO BCEM HaM, — MOW
Joporve apy3ba getcTea, iropb, VIHHa, n Tenepelwu-
Hue mou apy3ba n3 Amepukn, Hoson 3enanguun u
lepmaHuy, AHHeTouKa 1 Pygmuka, — 3a Hac 3a BCex.
fl xouy CcKasaTb, UTO He MOry nepefaTb, Kak 4acTo f
MeuTasi 06 3TOM iHe, Koraa Mbl BCe BMecCTe cobepem-
cA, cagem 3a cTon 1 6yaem CYacTIMBbI B STOM MUPE»,

OH ocTaHOBWSICA, NPEOAONEB CUY SMOLMIA, N NO-
CneLHOo BbiTep HaBepHYBLUMECA Ha rnasa cnesbl: «fl
ntobnto Bac Bcex. Bce, UTo MHe 4OPOro B 3TOM MUpE,
3TO 3€eCb, CO MHOW 1 C JleHoW, B 3TOM 3ase». OH 6bin
OYeHb B3BOJIHOBAH, MO3TOMY Mbl TOXe TOPXKECTBEH-
Ho noaHanu 6okanbl. Ho Cnaea npogomkun... «f Bam
CKarKy, — MPOW3HEC OH, — Mbl BCE 3[1€Cb — OHA CEMbA.
Mbl 3aeCb HW pyCCKUe, HU HeMLIbI, HM HOBO3€enaHALibl,
HN amepurKaHLbl — Mbl 34ecb Bce Apy3bA. CerogHA
rPy3uHbl BOWIOT C PycCcKMMM Ha KaBKkase (Mbl nyTe-
LIeCTBOBaNM BO BpeMA TPYy3MHCKOrO BTOPXKEHUA B
IOxHyto Ocetuio). B Poccum roBopAT, uto 310 amepu-

able gathering. “Don't eat too much of this,” warned
Slava, motioning towards the laden bowls and plates
on the table.“There are many courses to follow.”

The Russian tradition of sharing food and banquet-
ing is as old as Russia itself. Cost and consequence
are of no consideration against the importance of
sharing the best that one has with feasting and cel-
ebration. Inna and Igor had spent days, weeks pos-
sibly, preparing this banquet for Slava’s friends from
America, and they had gone far beyond what they
could afford in the effort. | was sure that Slava had
plans to repay them, but etiquette demanded that
we do nothing to contribute. The code of hospitality
demanded this. Our role was to accept with pleasure
this food, which probably had cost more than Igor
and Inna received in income in six months. In any
case, it was really Slava’s banquet; Igor and Inna had
only prepared the feast according to his instruction. It
was the most important and historic moment of our
trip for him; here we were at last in his home territory
of Berdsk, meeting his mother and his friends in the
very place of which we had talked and which we had
toasted for so many years. It was only fitting that this
homecoming and this visit be honored with a mighty
feast.

Mymewecmaue no TpaHccubupckol xene3Hol dopoeze u3 Bnaousocmoka 8 Mocksy
Traveling from Vladivostok to Moscow on the Trans-Siberian Railway
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KaHUbl, a B AMepuKe, UTo 3TO pycckue. Kto otBetnt? f
— NPOCTON YenoBeK, A He 3Hato. Ho A 3Hato, UTo Yy MeHA
3pecb, B Cnbupu, ecTb fpy3bs, 1 B AMepurKe ecTb ApY-
3bs, 1 B JlIoHAOHE, 1 A Nio61I0 BCcex Moux Apy3einy. Mbl
ONATb BbINUAN, TOPKECTBEHHO YOKHYBLUUCD.

Pycckas Tpaguuua - yrowaTtb 1 ycTpamBaTb NUpbI
— CTapa, Kak cama Poccusa. LleHa n nocneactemsa He
MMEIOT 3HAUEHWA, BaXKHO AENUTbCA NTYULIUM, YTO eCTb
B JOMe, Ha Npa3fHuKax u 3acTonbax. Hawa ponb 3a-
Kntoyanacb B TOM, YTOObI C yIOBONIbCTBMEM NMPUHATD
3TO BCe. ITO Obl1 CaMblli BaXKHbI U NCTOPUYECKUN
MOMEHT B Hallem MnyTewwecTBUN. 34eCb Mbl, HAKOHeL,
6binn Ha CnaBUHOW poaHoN Tepputopunn, B bepacke,
BCTPETUSIV €70 Mamy 1 ApYy3ell UMEHHO TaM, B TOM Me-
CTe, 0 KOTOPOM Mbl CTOSIbKO pa3 roBOPW/IM U 3a KOTO-
poe NogHVUMANM TOCTbl Ha MPOTAKEHUN MHOTUX NeT. U
6bINIO0 eCTeCTBEHHO N 3aKOHOMEPHO, UTO 3TO BO3BpPa-
LeHre JOMOW OTNPAa3gHOBAHO TakUM 3acTosnbem!

BTropasa nonoBuHa AHA NOAXOAMNA K KOHLY, N HY»-
HO ObINIO YXOAWUTb. Y HaC 0CTaBanoch elle Bpemsi Ha
3KCKypcumio no bepacky. B Hawem cBepkatowem aB-
TOoMOOKNe BMeCTe Mbl MOAMNPbIFMBANAN MO MblfbHbIM
Joporam u anneam, nocewan mecta CnaBuHoro get-
CTBa, r4e YKOPEeHUNNCb ero BOCNOMUHaHUA. Mbl yBU-
[enuv ero My3blKasbHYIO LLKOY Y ManeHbKUN BETXNIN
JOMUK 6abyLuKm, fownv fo 6epera o3epa...

Halwa nocnepnHas octaHoBKa B bepacke 6bina BO3-
e MamMnHoro foma. Mbl nonpoLannce, n nocnegHee,
4TO A YBMAENA, 3TO €e CMVHY, CKIOHEHHYIO Haj Tpo-
CTblo... Haw BM3WT 3aKOHYMnNCA.

lNouemy A Tak MHOIO roBOpto 3gecb 0 mame? Orna-
[blBaACb Ha3af, A AyMalo, UTo BCTPeYa C Hel nokasa-
na mHe, noyemy CnaBa 6bl1 TaKM OCOOEHHbIM Yeso-
BekoM. Y CnaBbl ObI10 cepaue 605bLlIoe, Kak MUp, 1
TO, UTO ero nogaep»kueano, — 371o JltoboBb, BHavyane
— OT ero nobrMbIx 6abyLIK/ 1 Mambl, U NO3Xe — OT
JleHbl, geten, poacTBeHHMKOB 1 gpy3en. OH BANUTbI-
BaJ JIIO6OBb 11 MOT BEPHYTb €€ B AECATUKPATHOM pas3-
Mepe, OH MOT pasfeNnnTb CBOO NoHOBb Aaxe C Temu,
KTO pa3oyapoBal ero.

CnaBa JOCTUT MHOTOTO B 3TOW XM3HW, 3TO pe3y/b-
TaT ero OTYasiHHOI BONN — TBOPUTb CBOO CyAbOY. Bo3-
MOXHO, OH HayuusicA 3TOMY Y CBOEI MaMbl, MOTOMY
YTO OHa, 3a’KaB BCE CBOW CUJIbI B KyNnaK, Xuna, npeo-
fioneBas Bce HeB3roAbl. M 3ta 6opbba He nuwnna ee
CNOCOBHOCTN CMEeATbCA U OblTb cyacTamsBon. Cnasa
e, He3aBMCMMO OT TPYAHOCTeN, Bcerga Mor Hamtm
B cebe JOCTOUMHCTBO OGEPHYTb BCE B MO3UTUB U NOS-
HATbCA HaA Nobol npobnemoin. OH Bceraa ctapasncs
LLOBONIbCTBOBATbCA TEM, UTO nocbiian emy locnogb
bor, n ymen pagoBaTtbcs, MeuTaTh 1 obeperaTb TO, UTO

The afternoon was drawing to a close, and it was
time to go. There was still time to tour Berdsk. Our
shiny people carrier had room for everyone, not only
Slava, Elena, Ruedi and me, but also, Inna and Igor,
and of course, Mama. Together, we bounced along
dusty roads and alleys, visiting the scenes of Slava’s
childhood, where his memories had been formed. We
saw his music school, and Granny’s tiny house - now
in a state of rundown disrepair. We went to the Birt
Lake.

Our last stop in Berdsk was Mama'’s apartment, as
we returned her home before returning to Novosi-
birsk and the train station. The last that | saw of her
was her back, bent over her cane as it tapped aggres-
sively across the broken pavement near her apart-
ment. As she entered the building, she did not look
up and she did not look back. Our visit was over. If it
had mattered to her at all, it was over and it was time
to go.

Why do | talk so much about Mama in this piece? |
think, in hindsight, that meeting her showed me why
Slava was such a special man. He had a heart as big as
the world and what nurtured him was love - first from
his beloved grandmother and later from his children,
from Elena, from his relatives and from his friends.
He absorbed love and was able to return it tenfold,
so that he even had love to give to those who disap-
pointed him.

Slava succeeded in life as a result of a fierce deter-
mination to make his way. Perhaps he learned this
from his mother, because, in her own way, his moth-
er had exerted a fierce will in order to overcome her
own adversities in life. But where his mother’s strug-
gles had caused her to lose the ability to laugh and be
happy, Slava, whatever the issue, always could find a
way to be positive and to rise above any problem. He
has been always satisfied with the things he was giv-
en by the Lord. He could be happy, dream and take
care of everything that was valuable for him. And the
most interesting thing was that there were no contra-
dictions between what he possessed and what was
inaccessible to him.

| learned so much from Slava about how to live a
life. | remember a particular evening during one of
the White Nights' Festivals in St. Petersburg, when we
chartered a rickety boat and with friends, went out
on the Neva all night. When 5 a.m. arrived, and the
pale light began to quicken, Slava poured yet another
round of vodka toasts to the dawn.

“Slava, | can’t do this," | said.“l have to sleep.”

emMy 6bin0 goporo. /I camoe yamBuTenbHOE: Mexay
TEM, UTO OH VIMEN U YTO emy OblI0 HeJOCTYMHO, NPO-
TUBOPEUNIA He BO3HMKANO.

Al MHoromy Hayumnacb y CnaBbl, B TOM uucnie u
OTHOLLEHWNIO K XM3HWU. [TOMHIO, BO BpeMsA OfHOro 13
dectuBanen «3se3fbl 6enbix Houel» B CaHKT-TeTep-
Oypre Mbl apeHA0BaNN YIOTHbI TEMSIOXO W BbILM B
OUHCKWI 3a11B Ha BCO HOYb. [puLWBapPTOBABLUNCH B
5 yTpa, Koraa cnabbii cBET yxKe HaunHan npobusaTb-
CA CKBO3b HOuYb, CrlaBa Hanui oYepesiHyto CTOMOYKY
BOJKM 1 NPOU3HEC TOCT: «...3a PACCBET...».

— CnaBa, A He Mory 6osiblue, A XOuy CnaTb.

- fl Tonbko Korga ympy, 6yay crnatb! A ceituac nog-
HVMY 60Kan! — BOCKIUKHYJ OH.

N BoT ceityac CnaBa «3acHyn», a A 604pCTBYIO
3pecb, B Oknaxome, B WraTte KanudpopHusa, nepebu-
pas CBOV BOCMOMUHAHWA.

A. Kamn6enn-Yatm u P. HommaH-OmeeH

“What's the matter with you?” he cried. “Me, when
I'm dead, then | sleep. And now, | drink vodka.” But
now, Slava is asleep, while | am awake here in Oak-
land, California, sorting through my memories.

Note: Annette Campbell-White and Ruediger (Ruedi)
Naumann-Etienne visited Saint Petersburg for the
first time in 1990. Ever since then, they’ve made com-
ing to our city an annual tradition. They have promot-
ed young principal players from the Mariinsky The-
atre Academy, directed by Larisa Gergieva. Annette
and Ruedi were friends of Vyacheslav Lupachev.

Annette Campbell-White and Ruediger (Ruedi) Naumann-Etienne
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