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Edmund (Edik) Yodkovsky 
(1932–1994) — a poet, writer 
and journalist. See his descrip-
tion of Kholin on page 46.

Viktor Urin (1924–2004) — a 
poet known for Futurist tenden-
cies, began publishing in official 
periodicals in the 1970s. 

Arkady Klabukov (1904–1984) — 
a children’s writer and translator 
from Udmurt. 

Vladimir Shlyonsky (1945–1986) 
— a poet and songwriter. 

Iksha — suburb of Moscow; 
located about 30 miles north of 
the city.

Kira Gur[evich] Sapgir (b. 1940) 
— born Kira Gurevich into a fam-
ily of literary lights; second wife 
of Genrikh Sapgir. She worked as 
a journalist, translator, and chil-
dren’s writer before emigrating 
to France in 1978.  

Vladimir (Volodya) Fredynsky (b. 
1937) — an artist with leanings 
toward folk art. Joined the Union 
of Artists in 1971.

Genrikh Sapgir (1928–1999) — 
Kholin’s best friend. Prolific poet. 
Published widely in samizdat, 
Sapgir also had a career as an 
official Soviet children’s poet.

August 1966

6.*

Today was Yodkovsky’s birthday. A 
mixed crowd. Ugly. Urin, Klabukov, 
Shlyonsky, etc. 

Lots of booze. Yodkovsky got drunk 
before everyone else. It was all over by 
midnight. People read their dumb poems. 
I’m tired of this shit.

Earlier today I talked to Yodkovsky 
about moving out to his house in Iksha. 
He’s charging a symbolic ten rubles, 
which is exactly how much he owes me.

 
7.

Sunday. Went to Iksha. Me, Kira Gur. 
and Fredynsky. It was hot as hell on the 
train. We were ready to drop dead. As 
soon as we got there it started pouring, 
we barely made it to the house. We ate 
and went to bed. Woke up. Went back to 
Moscow. 

Edik [Yodkovsky]’s shack is a total 
wreck, but it’s livable. Genrikh Sapgir 
came out. We met up in the evening. He 
wrote a great poem. A leap off a balcony.† 
Talked about art. With some poets form 

* These numbers correspond to the dates of the month. 
Throughout the text, we’ve kept Kholin’s idiosyncratic style for 
the dates of the entries.

† “A leap off a balcony” comes from the poem “Happiness” in 
Sapgir’s late-1960s collection Elegies. 
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Al[exander] Dav[idovich] Gurev-
ich (1906–1967) — Kira Sapgir’s 
father, a translator and journalist.

Kim Meshkov (1935–1998) — 
official children’s writer, screen-
writer, and playwright.

Oleg Tripolsky (dates unknown) 
— artist; married to Rimma 
Zanevskaya, Sapgir’s first wife. 

Nikolai Karamzin (1766–1826) — 
important Sentimentalist writer 
and historian. The two-line 
poem is “Two Comparisons” 
(1797).

prevails over spirit. The opposite is better.
Poets don’t experience reality as it 

appears, but rather as they feel it.
We went over to see Al. Dov. Gurevich. 

He’s bright and cheerful. Enviable at that 
age. His wife looked drained, unclear 
why.

I’m moving to Iksha. I’d like to sell the 
table, the bed and the armchair. It’ll make 
the move easier. Everything about coun-
try people is larger than life except for 
their brains.

 
8.

An incredibly even day. Didn’t do any-
thing. Went to the movies, Some Like It 
Hot.

America. Not bad. Called up Kira 
Gurevich. It turned out Genrikh was 
there, talked to him. Called up Kim 
Meshkov. I wanted to ask him to help 
move my stuff to Iksha. He’s on vacation. 
Read Blok’s diaries. Not so hot. Read 
Science and Technology. What a boring 
magazine. Didn’t squeeze out a single 
thought all day, Monday.

 
9.

I took my furniture—the bed, the table 
and the armchair—to the consignment 
shop. They offered me next to nothing. I 
got the sense that the people who work at 
this store are hard-boiled shysters.

In the evening I called Oleg Tripolsky. 
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Boris Zakhoder (1918–2000) 
 — well-known children’s writer, 
poet, and translator. 

Novyi mir [New World] — one of 
the main Soviet literary journals.

Vladimir Firsov, Arkady Pervent-
sev, Vasily Fyodorov — Soviet 
writers of Kholin’s generation, 
loyal to the regime and Socialist 
Realism. 

Omar Khayyam — eleventh- 
century Persian scholar and 
poet. 

Then I read Karamzin: 

What is our life? A novel. The author is: Anon. 
We read it word by word, we laugh, we cry, doze off.  
Brilliant lines. “Correction” is a beauti-

ful poem too. Excellent poems: concise 
and eloquent.

The day went by smoothly. God willing!
 
10.

Today is not my birthday. However, I 
will be 47 soon. Old age? Oh yes! It’s only 
when some eighteen-year-old girl looks 
at you that you become young again for 
a moment. You toss your head back like 
a young buck and walk past her. Lyrical? 
Lyrical!

Stupid? Stupid!
That’s how I spent the sixth of August. 

Plus Fredynsky and I went to Gorky Park. 
We had two disgusting shish-kebabs at 
Kavkazsky, I saw my daughter, and later 
at Genrikh’s we read Zakhoder’s transla-
tions of Heine in issue six of Novyi mir. 
They were crap. Zakhoder is as talentless 
as a thousand devils.

The “No comment” section in the same 
journal. Firsov and Perventsev are horri-
ble. Fyodorov’s a moron. It was all bleak 
until we got to Omar Khayyam. 

Half past one a.m. Tomorrow I leave 
for my voluntary exile in Iksha. Renting a 
room in Moscow is expensive. It’s free in 
Iksha. Long live Yodkovsky.

 




