


 
V. LUNACHARSKII - to Blue Blouse 

May I express my comradely approval to the Blue Blouse Variety-Vaudeville group, 11/9/1927.  
(Comment on the group’s tour, after their triumphant performance  

at the opening of the Rostokinsk Textile Dyeing Factory Club)

BLUE BLOUSE is participating in a world theatre exhibition taking place 
simultaneously in four cities: London, Paris, Berlin and New York.

COMMENT OF THE SWEDISH DELEGATION.  
(After seeing the Variety-Vaudeville group at the Lenin Palace, Moscow 9/9/1927) 

“We consider Blue Blouse the best means of expression of the aspirations and 
hopes of the masses of the USSR who have cast off the shackles of slavery.” 

Dr of Philosophy Margit Palmira member of parliament Shpramberg,  
member of the Komsomol Central Committee Johanson and other signatories.
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AMERICAN DIRECTOR MR BIBERMAN ON BLUE BLOUSE 
(After seeing a production on 8/10/1927 in the October Revolution WPI  

[Workers and Peasants Inspectorate] Club, Moscow)  
The performance of Blue Blouse represents to me a completely revelatory new breakthrough in 
theatrical education. Their acute perception of the present and their success is an astonishing fact; 
Blue Blouse, while losing none of the pace and charm of vaudeville or the number of turns  
(reviews) - is not just a simple means of entertainment, since there is great meaning inherent in  
the productions. 
I was most interested in the show IYD (International Youth Day), its distinctive rhythm, the building 
crescendo of action and the delivery (articulation) of the performers. That show in particular reveals 
the ‘Blue Blouse’ preference for simple artistic forms. It appeals to international sensitivities and 
truly stuns the spectator and is worthy of all manner of praise. 
I take away with me a particularly bright memory of that unusual theatre. (translated from English)  

The work of producing this English language version of issue No. 70 of the Blue Blouse magazine was undertaken by 
the following individuals: Kim Ashton, Lucy Daniels, Dorothy Dickinson, Oleg Fedorov, Siobhan MacNamara, Gary 
Merry, Sarah Smyth, and Olga Taranova.
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BLUE BLOUSE
Labour & Literature Publishing House

9 Okhotnyi Row, Central Moscow. Telephone 3-03-49, 3-85-88

Workers of the world unite!

FORTNIGHTLY 
PUBLICATION

Young in spirit, young in frame,  
In what we do, in what we say,  
We boldly throw our slogan’s aim:  
“It’s time to scrap all the old ways.”  
So now we go out on the stand.  
All are welcome, hand in hand.  
We offer to each rank, each man  
A swirl of violent words untamed.  
So let old relics threaten us,  
We will never hang our heads,  
Lenin’s words embolden us,  
His pages show which way is best.  
The way’s long, but we’re strong to  
fight. Left! Right! Left! Right!  
We’ll go out on the path tonight  
And from it we’ll not swerve or rest.  
And so if you’re a working boy,  
And if you’re not dumb,  
for books to read and groups to join,  
Go to the club.  
Use your free time carefully,  
Push out all the past,  
For fun and use have, skilfully,  
Been combined at last. 

Now, let’s get to it!  
Step light and free,  
And go to the gym 
To harden your body.  
It’s not for kicks,  
But so our enemy dies,  
So go to the library,  
Keep your nose to the grind.  
Our foe’s not dead yet, --  
So with soldiers’ metal,  
Remember the fight,  
Be ready for battle,  
Said simply and right:  
Let’s have some action!  
Forward, full steam ahead, young  
Working men!  
A brotherhood of workers,  
Here’s our rallying cry  
If you’re with us, join our ranks,  
If not, please pass us by.  
Let’s not be lazy men in  
Arms but united, bright, and gay,  
For the shifts brought on by Lenin  
Will construct for us new days.

A. KamennogorskiiPARADE
From the living newspaper of the Youth Section of the Workers Club
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Blueblouseniks of the town of Nadezhdinsk, Urals

Cast: 
Сanareikin 
Wife 
Mother-in-law 
Boy 
Female relative 
Daria 
Chairman of the housing association 
Alimony collector woman 
1st thief 
2nd thief 
3rd thief  

SCENE 1 
PROLOGUE 

Posters advertising government bonds 
lottery, a song starts, 4 government bonds 
enter singing from behind the posters. 

All government bonds:  
You all know how we look 
It’s obvious who we are 
And clearly it took 
You no time at all so far  

So, now we’ve come alive 
There must be reasons for it 
A prologue in this play  
About numbers. Don’t ignore it! 

3, 3, 0, 3 –  
These numbers are so tricky. 
3, 3, 0, 3 – 
Memorize them quickly. 
3, 3, 0, 3 – 
Pay attention…

Kelner 
Militia man  
Pavel Vanych 
1st pub goer 
2nd pub goer 
Entertainer 
Female singer 
1st government bond 
2nd government bond 
3rd government bond 
4th government bond 

Time - the present, place - a provincial town 

Bond 1: 
We tell a rich story, 
We make dreams come true, 
We’ve just walked out of a poster 
To touch base with you 

Bond 2: 
Some might find it wicked 
That life can take such a turn 
When suddenly your ticket 
In the lottery has won 

Bond: 
We’ll explore this topic, 
Build a plot of high importance. 
We’ll add to this epic 
Two portions of comic misfortunes. 

Bond 4:  
Whether we succeed or not 
This play will be useful to us all 
And every one of us perhaps 
Will learn something from this brawl 

THREE, THREE-ZERO, THREE 
A vaudeville in ten scenes

Y. Korsak, V. Lubin
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All bonds: 
So, pay attention… 

3, 3, 0, 3 – 
These numbers are so tricky… 
3, 3, 0, 3 –  
Memorize them quickly. 
3, 3, 0, 3 – 
Pay attention. 

SCENE 2 
THE EVE OF A CHURCH HOLIDAY 

The room in Сanareikin’s apartment. 
Exaggerated petty-bourgeois décor: pink 
wallpaper with flowers, lace curtain on the 
window, flowers on the window sill,  
a cage with a canary bird, icons with a  
candle. 
Mother-in-law is on a ladder dusting the 
paintings. Female relative is kneading dough. 
Wife is at work at the sewing machine. Boy is 
mending his trousers. Daria is washing the 
floors. 
Everybody appears to be in a hurry. 
They sing… 
Mother-in-law:  
When a holiday is coming  
All are busy, heads are aching. This one cleans, 
another washes, A third is frying, a fourth is 
baking. 
Female relative:  
That’s not new, in a big dwelling There is 
always much to do. Once those bells start 
ringing we shall get a break or two. 
(refrain) 
Ding-dong, tilly-tilly,  
All the bells are ringing  
Calling everyone today  
To celebrate all saints day  
Ding-dong, ding-dong,  
A holiday is at the door, Quickly finish 
everything Soon the party will begin. 
Wife:  
I’m not able to keep up 
I have too many jobs to do  
Make a hat and wash a dress 
And mend a stocking and a shoe.

Boy: 
We have a good tradition  
For special days we buy new clothes 
All other days – do as you wish.  
We mostly look like scarecrows. 
(refrain) Ding-dong, tilly-tilly etc. 
Daria: 
They seem to have their floors  
Washed only for some great cause 
On other days your feet 
Would sink in dirt here like in sh... resin! 
To really clean this dirt away  
One must work for a whole damned day 
Listening to the bells, and getting no pay. 
Ding-dong, tilly-tilly,  
All the bells are ringing  
Calling everyone today  
To celebrate all saints day  
Ding-dong, ding-dong,  
A holiday is at the door, Quickly finish 
everything Soon the party will begin 
Mother-in-law: Well, Daria, have you 
finished? 
Daria: Phew! Finished. All sweaty’n’ hot (sits 
down). Your floors are something else – 
kilometers of dirts on ‘em. 
Mother-in-law: Don’t get too comfortable, 
Daria, go wash the kitchen. We’ll be baking 
pasties soon. 
Daria: I ain’t no tractor! I’m a living person, 
me, I need rest. 
Wife: Tomorrow you’ll rest. Tomorrow is a 
holiday. 
Daria: Holiday for some. To me it’ll be all 
about red tape. 
Wife: What kind of red tape? 
Daria: I betcha won’t pay me today, you’ll 
say ‘come tomorrow’ and tomorrow you’ll 
mess with my head all day and won’t give it 
again. That’ll be my holiday. 
Wife: Nothing of the sort. You will definitely 
receive your money today. 
Daria: I know your kind – all talk... OK, I’m 
off to be exploited, working for oppressors 
must be my fate. 
Boy: Competing class interests! 

BLUE BLOUSE
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Wife: Astonishing lack of education. 
Mother-in-law: People have become 
obnoxious. Life has become impossible. You 
don’t say. This isn’t life, it’s a complete 
physical breakdown/meltdown. They’re 
throttling us. 
Boy: War is war. 
Mother-in-law: Shut up, you fool. Nobody’s 
asking you. Have you fixed your trousers? 
Boy: Yes. 
Mother-in-law: Well, let me have a look. 
(Looks at the trousers and begins to mend them 
herself while the boy is busy with the radio). 
Female relative: What are we going to fill the 
pasties with – cabbage or meat? 
Boy: Meat is more substantial. Cabbage is for 
herbivores. 
Mother-in-law: Don’t you make a fuss! You’ll 
eat anything you’re given. 
Wife: Mama, which brassiere suits me best – 
Red Bordeaux or Orange Tango? 
Mother-in-law: Tango. 
Wife: Are you kidding? 
Mother-in-law: Bordeaux. 
Wife: You must be kidding! 
Mother-in-law: Wait, let me sort something 
else out first. 
Boy: Mama, you‘ll jab me. 
Mother-in-law. What kind of people can’t 
even tear their trousers properly, don’t even 
know where to tear! Take them off!  

Boy: What do you mean – take them off? 
Mother-in-law: I can’t mend them by hand, 
I’ll have to use the machine. 
Boy: I can’t – it’s about to begin. 
Mother-in-law: What? 
Wife: What? 
Boy: Art for the workers. The radio program, 
the opera Sosca. 
Wife: It’s not Sosca, it’s Tosca. What a 
dunce. 
Mother-in-law: Fine. Lie down on the 
sewing machine, I’ll mend them on you. 
(the boy lies down on the sewing machine) 
Wife: Don’t you think, Mama, with my 
figure I would have been an excellent Tosca. 
(trying to sing) O-o-o, o-o-o... What a trill! 
Boy: You twit! 
Wife: Shut up, you radio-git! 
Mother-in-law: Don’t move, damn you, God 
help us, always trying to shake himself out of 
the trousers. Well, your figure, Mashenka, is 
just right. Everything is in its place. You took 
after me. But you are, indeed, a twit. Took 
after your late father. Another one with your 
trill would have sung – oh! 
Boy: Ouch, ouch, ouch… 
Mother-in-law: Shouting at your mother? 
Boy: You’ve sewn me to my trousers. 
Wife: You’re lying, you rascal. 
Boy: You’re the liar (sticks out his tongue) 
Wife: Karla-Marla... 

Émigrés from Tersk abroad - RED BLOUSE

BLUE BLOUSE
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Canareikin: Hmmm, no, Mashenka, I haven’t 
brought any money… 
Wife: What do you mean you haven’t brought 
any money? 
Canareikin: But I have brought this. Look. A 
present for holiday. 
Wife: What is it? A government bond? 
Boy: Four of them!  
Wife: Who needs them? 
Canareikin: Everybody needs them. Everybody 
gets one. This one is for Peter’s happiness 3, 3, 0, 
3 and this one is for the mother - 6, 5, 37, and this 
one is for you - 7, 5, 5, 7, 6, 5. 
Wife: You’ve lost your mind! We’ve no filling 
for pasties, nothing to pay the rent, Daria is 
looking to be paid her salary and he buys a bond. 
Mama, what is he doing to me? Is he serious? 
How can I live with such man? 
Female relative: What more can I say – this isn’t 
life, it’s a complete physical breakdown.

Boy: And you’re the League of Nations! 
Wife: What? What? 
Mother-in-law: Would you stop barking at each 
other on the eve of the holiday at least? 
Boy: Entrenched here… 
Canareikin: (entering) Is anyone alive? I thought 
you’d all died. I’ve been knocking for a whole 
hour. 
Wife: We’ve been busy here with art for the 
workers, dearest. Do you like my hat? 
Canareikin: Hmm. Art. Is dinner ready? 
Wife: (trying on hat) Made out of two brassieres. 
Canareikin: I asked if dinner was ready. 
Wife: It’s not ready mama, is it? 
Mother-in-law: There is no dinner. No dinner on 
the eve of a holiday?  
Canareikin: But wait, how is that possible? 
Wife. It is all right, dearest, you can wait. 
Tomorrow there will be pasties…Oh, by the way, 
have you brought money? We’ll need to buy 
something for the filling.

On the day of the second anniversary of the SibFarfor Factory Blue Blouse circle
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Canareikin: But listen, Mashenka. I had 
absolutely no idea this would be such an 
unpleasant surprise. 
Wife: Go back immediately and return these 
bonds. 
Canareikin: Mashenka, but that’s impossible. 
Wife: I’m telling you – go now! 
Canareikin: But Mashenka… 
Wife: I don’t want to know how but you have to 
get me the filling for the pasties bought and rent 
and Daria’s salary paid. 
Canareikin: All right, Mashenka. I’ll pay. 
Wife: He’ll pay! With what, may I ask? 
Canareikin: With these very bonds… 
Wife. Idiot! Who will take them from you? 
Canareikin: (confidently) What do you mean – 
who will take them? Anyone should take them. 
Wife: Would you look at him, an agitator no 
less! 
Canareikin: Mashenka, you don’t seem to 
know me at all. If I said I’d agitate for 
something I’ll agitate. I’ll show you... Call 
Daria.  

Canareikin: (continuing). I’m officially 
opening a general assembly of municipal 
workers represented here by comrade Daria. 
Comrade Canareikin will present his report on 
the international state of affairs. Comrade Daria, 
the world fish of imperialism, big fish... What 
are they called? 
Daria: Herrings, maybe? 
Canareikin: No, not herrings. What’s this 
they’re… 
Boy: Sharks? 
Canareikin: Precisely. The world sharks of 
imperialism have opened their jaws and are 
roaring at us like wild beasts… 
Daria: You don’t say! 
Canareikin. They are roaring at us because they 
hate us. 
Daria: Let ‘em hate, we don’t give a damn. 
Canareikin: They are preparing a crusade 
against us, they want to put capitalists and 
landowners here again… 
Daria: Just let them try. You tell ‘em those shark 
o’ yours that we’ll twist their tails so much they 
ain’t gonna be happy.  

Everybody: Daria, 
Daria, come here! 
Daria: (entering) 
What are you yelling 
for? I’m here. 
Canareikin: Sit 
down, Daria. 
Daria: Why sit? I’m 
fine as I am. 
Canareikin: Sit 
down, Daria. I am 
going to have a 
general assembly 
with you now. 
Daria: I don’t 
understand what that 
is like. 
Canareikin: Sit.
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Daria: What the?.. 
Canareikin: The state is asking for a loan. 
Daria: What? 
Wife: It’s a ticket, you see. A kind of ticket. 
Daria: I see. 
Canareikin: Financial self-defence. 
Daria: I see, I see... Will you give me the money 
for cleaning? 
Wife: What money? We’ve just paid you. 
Daria: When? 
Canareikin: I’ve given you a bond. It costs 5 
roubles. We owed you 5 roubles, so we’re even… 
Daria: Help! They are robbing me! 
Wife: What are you screaming for, you fool? 
Daria: You’re the fool. Give me my money. 
Help! Guards!.. 
Canareikin: Comrade Daria, the sharks of 
imperialism… 
Daria: You’re the shark, you crook... Give me 
my money.. Somebody help! 
Mother-in-law: Stop yelling, damned idiot. 
You’ll get your money. Come tomorrow and 
we’ll give it to you.  

Canareikin: Exactly, comrade Daria. Come 
tomorrow and by then I’ll exchange this ticket 
for money for you. 
Daria: That’s better. Tomorrow... Should’ve said 
so right away... instead of climbing up on a chair 
and orating all over the place. Lousy shark! 
(she exits) 
Boy: That was great! 
Wife: Agitated enough? 
Female relative: It’s not life, it’s a complete 
physical breakdown. 

SCENE 3 
THE OFFICE OF THE TENANTS’ 

ASSOCIATION 
 
Chairman: So, he was asking for a loan, you 
say. We’ll remember that. 
Daria: You’re a fool, he said. You don’t 
understand how lucky you are, he said. Work for 
a loan and here is a tram ticket for you. 
Chairman: And did you take it?  

Canareikin: We 
should be on our guard 
and our responsibility 
is to strengthen 
economic might of our 
Holy Russia, to create, 
so to speak, a financial 
self-defense… 
Daria: That’s right. 
Canareikin: And that 
is why, comrade Daria, 
here is a ticket for you, 
it costs 5 roubles and 
so we’re even. 
Daria: What the... I 
don’t understand… 
Wife and Boy: 
(interrupting each 
other). A loan, you see. Guryev
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Daria: No, sir, I did not. But he shoved it into 
my hand. I froze, all terrified and slammed 
the table with my fist. The ticket remained in 
my hand. And he, I mean Canareikin, kept 
talking and talking: – “Come tomorrow”, he 
said, “I’ll exchange it for money”, he said. 
Chairman: Feeding you promises? 
Daria: No, sir, they never feed me anything. 
Just words, not food. Not feeding me. They 
wouldn’t give me a herring’s tail. 
Chairman: I see. 
Daria. Treating me in the most bourgeois 
way. The old hag made me wash the floor and 
that brat of a boy of theirs told me – come on, 
senorita, hurry up. And I said to that bastard – 
I ain’t no senorita, I’m an honest citizen! I 
told him… 
Chairman: Fine, fine, go now. (he pushes her 
out) 
Daria: (not listening to him). I told him: “You 
are the senora, may you rot in hell, you 
damned little prick.” 
Chairman: Hey, quiet here, this isn’t a 
market place. Come tomorrow. Tomorrow. 
Daria: “Tomorrow” here too. Where did they 
find you all. I don’t care if you are the 
chairman. 
Chairman: Citizen, clear the premises. 
Daria: I ain’t gonna clear anything for you 
for no pay. You can’t make me. Slave drivers! 
I spit on you! (she spits)  

Chairman: (in despair). Would you ever 
leave? (he yells) Ivan! Ivan! 
Daria: Why are you sabotaging to the working 
people? Show some respect, you bourgeois pig. 
Drunkard! 
 (she exits, slamming the door) 
Chairman: Damned woman! 
(the Alimony collector woman enters with a 
child in her arms) 
Alimony collector woman: Can you tell me, 
does citizen Canareikin live here? 
Chairman: He does. 
Alimony collector woman: (angrily). Oh, that 
tyrant! Ah, the monster! He told me a pack of 
lies, that vile dog: “I don’t have anywhere to 
live, day or night, I’ve no family, I’d like to get 
one…" But I ain’t no fool, I followed him. 
Chairman: I see. Alimony, is it? 
Alimony: Exactly. 
Chairman: Your case is hopeless, citizen. 
Alimony collector woman. Hopeless? 
Chairman: Yes. They can’t pay for the 
apartment, they’re up to their necks in debt. 
He’s what they call an unreliable element. 
Alimony collector woman: Yes, alimont. 
That’s what I mean – alimont. 
Chairman: Well, while you are very 
interesting… 
Alimony collector woman: Oh, stop it. 
 

Lighthouse Blue Blouse at the Workers Club of Lower Georgievsk, Ukraine

Chairman: So justifiably 
right… 
Alimony collector woman: Oh, 
stop. 
Chairman: Please, citizen, wait 
here, in this office. Their rent is 
due today. He’ll definitely call 
in. 
(he leads her away) 
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(Canareikin enters, followed by his wife) 
Canareikin: Mashenka, just don’t upset me… 
Wife: What have I done to deserve such 
punishment? Everyone’s husbands are normal 
and mine is some sort of perplexity. CANARY- 
eikin, indeed! Look at the birds of the air; for 
they neither care nor work. 
Canareikin: That is not written about me, 
Mashenka. It’s about a different type of bird. A 
raven, perhaps. 
Wife: Idiot. That’s just it, you are a raven. 
Canareikin: Of course, Canareikin is stupid, 
Canareikin is not capable of anything. But do you 
really know Canareikin? Do you know his soul? 
Maybe that soul has enough space not only for 
Mashenka but for all four of the internationals? 
Wife: You can’t even pay for the space in your 
apartment, never mind your soul. 
Canareikin: Mashenka, I told you I’d pay and I 
will. I’ll give them the bond and that’s it. 
Wife: What if they don’t take it? 
Canareikin: Won’t take it from me? I’ll agitate 
them. 
Wife: Make sure you get rid of it or else! 
(The alimony collector woman appears at the 
door) 
Alimony collector woman: Enjoying 
yourselves? 
(the Chairman looks around the door and hides 
at once) 
Chairman: I see! 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna, how can I help 
you? 
Alimony collector woman: Don’t you talk to me 
like that. Give it a rest! (Yells) Why did you lie 
about where you live? Speak! 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna, I don’t live, I exist. 
Alimonycollector woman: Liar!  
Canareikin: I swear, Anfisa Nilovna. I merely 
exist. 
Alimony collector woman: Liar! 
Canareikin: Calm down, Anfisa Nilovna, think 
of your health.

Alimony collector woman: And did you think of 
me at all, viper? I’m going to be a single parent, 
all because of you. (crying) Where will I go now 
with a child? Oh, mother dearest, why did you 
bring me into the world? 
(she continues to cry) 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna, I will, I will 
provide… 
Alimony collector woman: Provide? Maybe I 
don’t want your money, maybe I want your 
caresses! 
Canareikin: I can, I can provide caresses too. 
Alimony collector woman: Monster! 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna. 
Alimony collector woman: Monster, you are a 
monster! The others who pay me alimony, do you 
think that’s how they do it? They stroke my head 
gently with one hand – stroke! - pull me closer to 
them with the other hand – pull! – and take out 
the money with a third hand – take it out! 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna, I have nothing to 
take out.  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Alimony collector woman: Oh you.. satan! 
Canareikin: Wait, here! (looking in his pockets) 
Here is a bond I’ve been saving for you. For 
children to buy milk, for yourself to be calm, for 
parents to be happy. You can win a hundred 
thousand with it. It’s easy! 
Alimony collector woman: Is it a fake? 
Canareikin: Do you think I print them? 
Alimony collector woman: Give me the bond. 
A bit of wool at least from a lousy sheep. 
Canareikin: Here it is, here it is. Thank god, I 
got rid of another one… 
(he leads her out) 
Wife: (returning). Still waiting? And who is 
this? 
Canareikin: No one, Mashenka. 
Wife. Excuse me? 
Canareikin. It’s a misunderstanding.  
Alimony collector woman: What 
misunderstanding? You scoundrel, you 
dishonoured an innocent girl and are now 
calling it a misunderstanding! (she points to the 
baby) Is this a misunderstanding? 
Wife: I don’t understand. A baby! Oh! Oh! 
Canareikin: But it’s not my baby. 
Alimony collector woman: Excuse me 
Canareikin: Well, it’s mine, but I’m not the 
father, I mean, I’m the father but it’s not mine, I 
mean, this is my father and I am his child, in 
other words - who knows whose child this is, in 
other words, it’s nothing.  

Alimony collector woman: This isn’t nothing! 
The child is baptised, has a cross on him and 
you say it’s a misunderstanding and he’s not 
yours. 
Wife: Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Canareikin: Mashenka, I will explain 
everything. 
Wife: Get out! 
Canareikin: I will lose my mind. Women are 
shrews, as Shakespearskov said. 
Alimony collector woman: Look at the 
bastard, he’s even calling us names. 
Wife: (cries) Oh dear, oh dear! 
Alimony collector woman: Oh my dear baby, 
where shall we go? 
Canareikin: Maria Nilovna, Anfisonka, I love 
you, calm down. 
Chairman: (sticks his head out into the 
doorway) I see! 
Canareikin: I love you all so much that I wish 
you would all perish right here and now! 
Chairman: Citizen Canareikin, the house 
management office exists not for your love 
affairs, but mainly for paying the rent. 
Canareikin: Comrade, dearest. Chairman. You 
think it’s a love affair? This is a global affair. 
The sharks are pressing on me from all sides. I 
need financial self-defence and an ambulance. 
Here is a bond, consider it a rent payment and 
we are even. I’m going to run to try and get rid 
of the last one.  

SCENE 4 
PARK BENCH, EVENING 

Canareikin appears from round a corner, he is 
drunk and singing 
Canareikin: Take this lamp post, for example. 
What’s it for? Standing here with no light. But 
why? Why, I’m asking you. Because it’s not a 
lamp post, it’s a misunderstanding. 
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Canareikin: The government bond is a 
misunderstanding too. Mashenka threw me out. 
Mashenka, why have you thrown me out? You 
know that without you I’m like without my two 
legs. Let me hold you, Mashenka. I know you are 
hurting. I hear the beating of your heart. Give me 
your hands and let’s make amends. You don’t 
want to? Oh well, who cares. I’ll go to 
Anfisonka. She’ll hold me with all three of her 
arms and put me to sleep. Three-armed 
Anfisonka! (he falls asleep) 
(the thieves enter) 
Thief 1: Brothers, there is a job here. 
Thief 2: We are lucky today. 
Thief 3: One of us or a rich one? 
Thief 2: A dead one. 
Thief 1: No, just asleep. (taking his clothes off 
 
(they sing) 
We cut ‘em and shave ‘em Shaving  
anybody clean, Our job is a lottery,  
Check the pockets quick.  
Here, that’s about it.  

Thief 2: Hmm, not too rich. 
(Canareikin moans) 
Thief 1: Shut him up. 
Thief 3: Look, a piece of paper… 
Thief 2. Some kind of, yup. (a whistle is heard) 
 
(they sing) 
We cut ‘em and shave ‘em Shaving  
anybody clean, Our job is a lottery,  
Check the pockets quick.  
Here, that’s about it. 
(they all run away) 
 
Policeman: (whistles) A dog’s job! Standing here 
like a fool. The lamps don’t work. You’d whistle 
just to clear your conscience. 
Canareikin: Citizen!  
Policeman: (startled) Oi, who’s here? 

Canareikin: Citizen, why am I naked? 
Policeman: What do you want from me! 
Canareikin: I’m asking you, why am I naked?  
Policeman: Get up, get up, citizen. Loitering is 
prohibited. 
Canareikin: What if I can’t?  
Policeman: He’s a right one (he helps 
Canareikin to get up). 
Canareikin: You have no right!  
Policeman: I must deliver you to your home 
address. 
Canareikin: The hell you will! I have no home 
address. I only exist... (whimpers) I’m homeless. 
Policeman: In this case, come with me, citizen. 
Canareikin: You have no right, I won’t go! (sits 
down) 
Policeman: Citizen, you are under arrest. Get 
up! 
Canareikin: (shakes his head) 
Policeman: Come with me, citizen. 
Canareikin: I’m not going. Mashenka threw me 
out, I exist here now. 
Policeman: Go to hell then. Stay here if you 
want to. 
(the policeman exits)  

Polish Blue Blouse, Kharkov
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(the thieves enter) 
Thief 1: A clean job. 
Thief 2: I’d say too clean. 
Thief 3: Only a bit of old paper! 
Thief 1: A government bond, I mean. 
Thief 2: Not a big prize. For breaking the law. 
Thief 3: It might still be useful - Soon there is a 
draw.  
(singing) 
We cut ‘em and shave ‘em…  

SCENE 5 

The setting is as that for the Prologue. 
Canareikin is on the bed, moaning. Mashenka is 
looking after him 
Canareikin: Mashenka! 
Wife: What? 
Canareikin: Are you here? 
Wife: Here. 
Canareikin: What about me? 

Boy: One would get mad when something 
important has happened. 
Wife: What’s happened? 
Boy: The Puzyrkovs received a newspaper and 
there is a printed table of who won the lottery 
and how much. 
Canareikin: What are you saying? And you’ve 
seen that paper? 
Boy: No, they wouldn’t let me. They are reading 
it themselves. They spread it on the table and all 
the family gathered over it. 
Canareikin: Why don’t you run to the kiosk 
and buy the same paper. 
Boy: OK. Give me 5 kopeks. 
Canareikin: Mashenka, give him 5 kopeks. 
Wife: You think our floor is covered with 5 
kopek coins? 
Boy: She’ll never give it. Fine, I’ll spend my 
own. I’m off. 
Wife: Why do you need it at all. You don’t have 
any government bonds any more anyway, you 
got rid of them all. 

Canareikin: Am I 
here? 
Wife: Here. 
Canareikin: Mashenka, 
what date is today? 
Wife: Let me think. Old 
calendar or new 
calendar? 
Canareikin: I’d like to 
know the real date, 
Mashenka. 
Wife: Real, our, their - I 
don’t understand all 
that, I’m confused. 
Boy: Is Arkadyi 
Karpych here? 
Wife: Why are you 
running like a mad man 
on the loose?
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Wife: It’s ridiculous to count on a lottery. 
There are no winners ever, they write about 
them as bait. 
Canareikin: You’re wrong, Mashenka, I 
personally witnessed our accountant winning 
5000. As for our bonds, I got rid of 3 but the 
4th one is still here. It’s here in my pocket. 
Who knows… 
Boy: (running back in) Can’t run any more, 
can’t feel my legs. 
Canareikin: What happened? Have you got 
the paper? 
Boy: I’ve got it. Here. Look. Read. We won. 
The main prize is 100,000 for bond number 
three, three-zero, three. It’s the one that you 
bought for my happiness. 
Mother-in-law: (enters) What are you all 
yelling for? What’s happened? 
Boy: Our government bond won 100,000 
roubles! 
Mother-in-law: What are you saying! Oh, my 
lord! 
Wife. Mother, is it really possible? 
Boy: It’s impossible, but possible. 
Wife: I was thinking... What a tragedy… 
Canareikin. Maybe it’s the one that I still 
have. Now.. where is my jacket? Mashenka, 
where is my jacket? 
Wife: Why, don’t you remember? You came 
home without a jacket. I should ask you, where 
is your jacket?

Canareikin: I don’t remember anything. To 
whom, how, where... It’s all your fault. Get rid 
of them, you said! You killed me without a 
knife. 
Wife: So it’s my fault again. 
Canareikin: Yours, only yours! Filling for the 
pasties... 100,000 for filling for the pasties! 
Wife: Maybe it wasn’t the filling but your lover 
who has it, the one you’re paying alimony. 
Canareikin: Maybe, maybe. But I’ll find her. 
I’ll find her. As sure as Canareiking is my name! 
Mother-in-law: Who are you talking about? 
Canareikin: Anfisa Nilovna, number 3, 3, 0, 3. 
The winner… 
Mother-in-law: Yes, you’ll find her! As if she’s 
sitting there waiting for you! 
Canareikin: You don’t know me, mother. I can 
do anything at all. Through thick and thin, I’ll 
find the pin. 
Wife: Try, dearest, try. 
Canareikin: Wow! This is crazy! A hundred 
thousand! 
Mother-in-law: What if you paid the rent with 
it? 
Wife: That would be awful. 
Canareikin: Wait, wait! Maybe that’s it! Maybe 
it’s at the house management office? 
Wife: Quite possible.  

 
Canareikin: What 
are you saying? 
Really? Wait, wait, I 
remember.... My 
poor head... They 
stole my jacket. 
Stole it with a bond. 
 
Mother-in-law: 
Why do you think 
it’s that one? You 
mean to say you 
remember who got 
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Boy: I think it was stolen. 
Canareikin: No, no. 
Boy: Nicked. 
Canareikin: I’ll lose my mind. I’ll kill myself. 
I’m finished.  

(a Bond runs into the room, the Bond and 
Canareikin sing a duet) 
 
Bond: Here I am.

Mother-in-law: Oh, lord... Put him to bed. 
Pour some water over his head. 
Canareikin: I’ll never see my money! I’m 
finished and at such a tender age! Bury me on 
the 10th wage scale. 
Mother-in-law: Oh, oh, oh! 
Boy: That’s not a disgrace, it’s a disaster. 

SCENE 6 
Setting as in prologue, enter Canareikin  
Canareikin: Where can it be? Who has it? 
How to find it? Oh, dear sweet bond, where 
are you? Reveal yourself!

(they dance together) 
Canareikin: 
You have got such pretty eyes  
Your appearance is so rousing 
I swear, I do not care at all  
About a hundred thousand. 
Bond: 
Don’t waste your flattery on me  
My dearest allurer  
I can only ever belong  
To the rightful bearer  
(they dance)  

Wife: Oh no, don’t! 
Canareikin: Where were 
my eyes? What an idiot, 
what a wooden-headed 
fool! Beat me, curse me, it 
might make me feel 
better… 
Wife: Oh, for God’s sake. 
Boy: Maybe Daria has it. 
We paid her for washing 
the floors. 
Canareikin: It is 
everywhere! Here, there, 
the devil has it on his 
horns! We must find it no 
matter what...  
Which one of the four is 
it? The house office, 
Daria, Anfisa, the thieves? 
They’ve eaten Canareikin 
up, that’s the end of 
Canareikin. I’ve got a 
splitting headache.  
Fever, chills. Little 
demons are jumping up 
and down in front of my 
eyes.

Canareikin: 
I have caught you, my 
little bird  
You can’t escape the net  
We’ll never part, I give 
you my word,  
And that’s a very safe bet.  
Bond:  
Keep your hands away 
from me 
They are much worse than 
a net 
All I know is you are 
trying  
To pay off your nasty debt 
Canareikin: 
Oh, I love you so very 
much  
To the point of adoration  
Please, come live with me, 
I beg,  
Grant to me salvation. 
Bond: 
I don’t believe a word you 
say 
Liar, liar, liar.  
It’s not about love at all  
It’s all about the money.

Blueblouseniks of the SibFarfor Porcelain Factory
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Scandal at the Polyclinic

Canareikin: 
I’ll have to steal you then  
If that’s the case  
(Canareikin tries to catch the Bond. Lights 
out.The back drop is again from scene 5. 
Canareikin falls off the couch he was on) 
Canareikin: 
I wonder if this Really takes place? 

SCENE 7 
PARK 

Canareikin and Pavel Ivanovich are sitting on a 
bench. PV has a stray dog on a leash 
PV: This dog, I must report to you, is not a dog, 
it’s a treasure! A hundred times better than any 
man, I’m telling you. It’s worth its weight in 
gold! 
Canareikin: Can it do anything about the bonds? 
PV: It can, it can do anything.

Canareikin: Are you serious? I would, I would 
die for you. I would cut off my arm for you. PV. 
We’ll sort it out. Blink and it’s already found. 
Canareikin: Wait, wait! How will we find out 
which one is the real one, with the reward? 
PV: By the smell. 
Canareikin: Really?  
PV: I swear to God. 
Canareikin: Are they taught that? 
PV: Of course, you can ask her yourself. If I 
steal anything or do anything like that she’d turn 
me in without hesitating. 
Canareikin: Come on, dear doggy, please try 
and find it. I will pray for you for a century. And 
for your children, and your entire family. Wait, 
wait, does she understand what I’m saying? 
PV: She does. Don’t mind her being silent. She 
probably graduated from school with II class 
honours.
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Canareikin: Really? 
PV: I swear to God. 
Canareikin: Look at what we’ve achieved! 
A dog, a silent creature, one could say, gets a 
proper education now. Just look at that. I’m 
all for revolution. If dogs have evolved so 
far, think what can happen to people… 
PV: Ha! People. People are sons of bitches, 
you see. I would not trade this dog for 5 
people. She’s more precious to me than 100 
friends. 
Canareikin: I suppose you are right. 100 
dogs are better than 100 people. 
(thieves 1,2,3 are passing by) 
PV: Shh... These young fellows look 
suspicious to me. Sit here. Wait. I’ll go check 
something. 
(PV exits) 
Canareikin: Unbelievable what can happen! 
It’s just a dog by the looks of it – hairy and 
full of fleas – but what heights she has 
reached, one would get dizzy. Dog! Dearest! 
Darling! Try, please! Sniff it out. Make me 
pray for you. I’ll do anything for you, I’ll get 
you everything you want. I’ll make you rich. 
You’ll want for nothing at all, just find me 
that bond, be a true friend...

Dog Serenade 
My dear disheveled stray doggy  
Please, try and show me your skills  
This torment has made me so groggy 
But trust me – I’ll pay all the bills  
I’ll get you lots of food  
To cater to every mood  
I’ll get you lots of meat  
You won’t believe the treat  
You’ll have a lot to eat  
Your life will be so sweet 
My dear disheveled stray doggy  
I’m begging you on my knees  
My life has been so rocky  
Please, help me, oh please, doggy, please.  
I’ll get you lots of food  
To cater to every mood  
I’ll get you lots of meat  
You won’t believe the treat  
You’ll have a lot to eat  
Your life will be so sweet (etc.) 
(enter PV) 
PV: Let’s go. 
Canareikin: Where? 
PV: To the pub. There are plenty of shady 
elements there, maybe your offender is 
among them. 
Canareikin. What about the dog? 
PV: She can come with me anywhere, she 
gets used to any surroundings. A true 
diplomat. 
Canareikin: Really? What a remarkable 
dog! 
PV: She’s capable of being Prime Minister 
of the English parliament, not just a dog. 
Canareikin: Would she agree to that? 
PV: That’s the problem – she wouldn’t. First, 
she says, she’d have to lie a lot and second, 
she’d have to do a lot of research. 
Canareikin: What a clever creature! 
Remarkable!  
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SCENE 8 
A PUB 

The thieves are drinking beer. 
Later PV and Canareikin do the same. 
Thief 1: Hey, boy, two more. 
Kelner: (brings beer) A couple? 
Pub-man 1: Pet’ka, look here. See these 
bottles? 
Pub-man 2: I see... bottles. 
Pub-man 1: You think these are bottles? 
Pub-man 2: Bottles… 
Pub-man 1: I’m telling you, they are not. You 
have to look at the bottom. 
Pub-man 2: At the bottom. I’ll take a look. 
(he looks inside a bottle) 
Pub-man 1: No, that’s not what I mean. At the 
bottom of ideas and events ... in general. 
Pub-man 2: Oh, I see. At the root, so to say, of 
problems. 
Pub-man 1: Correct. Turns out these are not 
bottles but world bourgeoisie represented by 
that blood thirsty Korneev and Gorshanov. 
Right? 
Pub-man 2: Exactly. 
Pub-man 1: And who is helping this 
bourgeoisie? It’s clear, it’s dried fish. And why? 
As soon as I, a working man, open my mouth it 
tries to get inside, that vile thing. Right? 
Pub-man 2: Exactly. 
Pub-man 1: Shall we? 
Pub-man 2: We shall. 
Thief 1: Hey, let’s get well oiled! 
Thief 3: Life is good! 
Thief 1: How I hit him with a knuckle-duster! 
He rolled away like a log. 
Thief 2: Fool! Why are you yelling about it. 
Want to get caught? 
(lights a cigarette)

Thief 3: Wet job. I don’t like those.  
Thief 1: You are so feeble. 
Thief 3: Oh yes, and what about you? 
Thief 2: Shut up you two. 
(Canareikin enters with PV and his dog) 
Canareikin: Does she approve of beer? 
PV: She drinks champagne by the bucket. 
Canareikin. Would you look at that! 
(they drink) 
1st Entertainer: (entering) Our first set 
consists of revolutionary songs of the 
Caucasus, Crimea and environs. Please 
welcome Anna Nikolaevna Zefirova and her 
repertoire! 
Zefirova: (entering) Announce the song. 
1st Entertainer: A revolutionary folk song -  
‘Oh why has this night’. Please welcome 
Zefirova  
Zefirova:  
Why has this night been so good?  
Help the miners, like you know you should. 
Why have we liked this day so much?  
Help the miners, comrade, it will be a nice 
touch. 
1st Entertainer: (tapping his leg)  
O-la-la, O-la-la  
My blue-eyed darlings 
(Zefirova dances)  

Press Living Newspaper, Kolchugino
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Thief 2: Hey! 
Thieves: Hey! Hey! 
Canareikin: Wait! That’s her! 
PV: Who? Who? 
Canareikin: It’s her, the alimony collector, 
destroyer of my soul! She has a bond. 
PV: Calm down, citizen. The dog isn’t sensing 
anything. 
Canareikin: Just think about it – a hundred 
thousand. With that money I would, I would…. 
PV: Calm down. Because the dog… 
Canareikin: With that money one could open a 
whole dog shop. And she doesn’t even know 
about it perhaps. You think she doesn’t know? 
PV: The dog isn’t sensing anything. 
Canareikin: Damn you and your dog! 
PV: Well, I can leave… 
Canareikin: Wait, I was joking. I respect you 
and your dog, without you I’m lost. 
PV: Lost? 
1st Entertainer: Our next number is a national- 
folk dance ‘A Delegate Girl’, previously named 
as ‘A Barin Lady’.

1st Entertainer: 
Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho  
Altogether heigh-ho!  
Zefirova:  
They say I’m not ugly 
I’m quite pretty still  
If Chamberlain doesn’t take me  
Mussolini will. 
1st Entertainer: 
Jump, jump, jump. One!  
Jump, jump, jump. Two!  
Jump, jump, jump. Three!  
Don’t fall down.  

PV: Help! 
Canareikin: What? 
PV: It’s gone! 
Canareikin: What? The government bond? 
PV: My dog! My dog has gone, my dearest 
friend! 
Canareikin: What do you mean – gone? It 
cannot be!

1st Entertainer: It will be 
performed by Anna 
Nikolaevna Zefirova, a 
member of the Semashko 
first dance collective named. 
(Zefirova returns to the stage) 
Canareikin: I’m telling you 
– it’s her! 
PV: The goose hangs high. 
Zemfirova: 
You’re wasting your time, 
boy, coming here, You’re just 
tiring your little feet.  
If you ain’t a member of any 
trade union You ain’t getting 
any treat. 
(she dances)



 

!19

PV: Catch them! Stop 
them! It’s them, I saw them 
Canareikin: It’s her! 
Zemfirova: He’s mad! 
Canareikin: She has the 
bond! 
Militiaman: Citizens, 
please, stop grabbing each 
other! 
Kelner: He broke a plate. 
Militiaman: Come with 
me! 
Canareikin: What right do 
you have?

Blue Blouse, Dankovo village)
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PV: It can be! She’s gone! I can’t handle this… 
Kelner: Citizens, please, mind your manners. 
PV: I’ll show you ‘manners’! I’ll kill you all! 
I’ll… 
Kelner: Quiet, please. The Militia is near by. 
PV: Idiot! Maybe I’m from the militia myself. 
Maybe I’m watching you. Who stole my dog? 
Who? Tell me! 
Kelner: I can’t know this. 
Canareikin: It’s her. She’s so like her. Catch 
her! Anfisa Nilovna, I’ve recognized you. Don’t 
protest! 
Zefirova: (shrieking) He’s out of his mind! 
1st Entertainer: The next number in our 
program… 
PV: Bastards, I’ll turn you all into dust. Where 
is the dog? 
Kelner: (whistles) Militia, militia! 
Thief 1: Let’s go, fellows! 
Thief 2: (returns) She’s as right as rain! 
Thief 3: Where have you brought her? 
Thief 2: Can’t see from here. (leaves) 
Militiaman: (bumps into the thieves while 
entering) Damn you!  

Kelner: (pushes him outside) Get out of here, 
you drunkard. It’s a bad thing to ruin a decent 
establishment. 
PV: We are finished, Canareikin. 
1st Entertainer: The next number in our 
program… 
Pub-man 1: Sing Oh, This Beautiful Night. 

SCENE 9 
MOONLIT NIGHT 

The lights are out at the pub. A drunken 
company of 5-6 people are sitting on the 
doorstep of the pub. One sings, the rest join in 
with the refrain.

Oh this beautiful night,  
Why are you so good  
I shouldn’t really go  
To the pub, but I would  
(refrain)  
Oh this beautiful night,  
Why are you so good  
Wish my heart wouldn’t ache 
I’m so misunderstood.
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Daria: You’ve got the wrong woman. That’s 
what. 
Chairman: Fine. Get out of here. There is no 
negotiating with you any way. 
Daria: We have nothing to negotiate about, you 
and me. Since you don’t know anything in the 
floor department, you’ve no cause to start a 
discussion. (exits) 
Canareikin: (enters agitated) Stepan 
Ivanovich, may I come in? 
Chairman: At your service. 
Canareikin: Stepan Ivanovich! Maybe you 
don’t know, but I’m a madman. 
Chairman: I hadn’t noticed. 
Canareikin: I swear, I am. Honestly, I’m mad. 
I have a mania. I’m obsessed with my own 
greed. Take, take, take! Grab, grab! 
Chairman: I see. 
Canareikin: All women are shrews, as 
Shakespearskov said. You are Ophelia and I’m 
a nymph. You’ve stolen from me, Ophelia, but I 
will get my treasure back. Do you have my 
treasure? 
Chairman: What? Who are you talking about? 
Canareikin: You do, Stepan Ivanovich, don’t 
deny it. 
Chairman: I assure you, you are mistaken. 
Canareikin: You do, you do, you do.

SCENE 10 
THE HOUSE MANAGEMENT OFFICE 

Daria has her skirt tucked up, and is washing 
the floor. 
Chairman: (pokes his head round the door) 
Finished? 
Daria: (snapping) Obviously. 
Chairman: You better wash it clean!

Sounds of waltz here and there 
Making all dancers dash.  
I drink beer with fish  
That I paid for with cash  
(refrain)  
Oh this beautiful night...  
With one fishy lady  
I had an affair  
At my pocket and wallet All day 
she could stare  
(refrain)  
Oh this beautiful night...  
All my money I’ve wasted All 
fortune I’ve spent  
I should have purchased  
A government bond instead  
(refrain)  
Oh this beautiful night...  

BLUE BLOUSE

Daria: No matter how 
you wash it, it will get 
dirty all the same. 
Chairman: What do you 
mean “all the same”? 
Increase your labor 
efficiency. 
Daria: Say what? 
Chairman: Country 
bumpkin. 
Daria: Yes, I am from 
the country. You can’t 
scare me. 
Chairman: What? How?
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Canareikin: Where is it? 
Chairman: I don’t know. Hard to remember 
them all. Why do you need it anyway? 
Canareikin: I’m finished. 
Chairman: Has it won? 
Canareikin: It has won. 
Chairman: How much? 
Canareikin: A lot. 
Chairman: How much exactly?  
Canareikin: A great deal. A hundred thousand. 
Chairman: A hundred thousand? Fine goings- 
on! What was the number? I have all the 
numbers written down. Maybe I’ll remember 
who I gave it to. 
Canareikin: 3,3,0,3. 
Chairman: Wait a minute (looking). I don’t 
have that number. It means, you didn’t give it to 
me... Wait, maybe it’s the one you gave to Daria 
Canareikin: Maybe. But I’ve been looking for 
this damned Daria for a week now. It’s as if she’s 
disappeared off the face of the earth. 
Chairman: She hasn’t disappeared. She’s here. 
Canareikin: What are you saying? Really? 
Chairman: I’ll call her now. Daria, Daria!

Chairman: I give you my word, I’m not 
acquainted with your treasure. Haven’t seen your 
treasure since that last time. 
Canareikin: Stepan Ivanovich, give me back my 
treasure. 
Chairman: I don’t need your treasure, strange 
man, take your treasure. 
Canareikin: I’ll owe you forever. Is it... with 
you now? 
Chairman: Wait, what? 
Canareikin: In your pocket or in the table 
drawer? Where did you hide my treasure? 
Chairman: I didn’t hide your treasure anywhere, 
not here. It’s... gone. 
Canareikin: What do you mean – gone? Where? 
Chairman: I don’t know where. She cried and 
cried, called you a crook and then left. 
Canareikin: A crook? Who are you talking 
about? 
Chairman: About your alimony collector 
woman. 
Canarekin: To hell with her, I’m talking about 
the bond. 
Chairman: What bond? 
Canareikin: The one I gave you as rent 
payment.  

Chairman. Oh, that 
one. Of course, I have 
plenty of those. 
Canareikin. I don’t 
need just any, I need 
my own. 
Chairman. Your own? 
Canareikin. Yes. I’m 
superstitious, you 
know. Decided to buy 
it back. 
Chairman. I see. Your 
case it hopeless. You 
are late. Your bond is 
gone. 

Reuter Shtral Jewish Living Newspaper, Vinnitsa, Podolsk Province
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Daria: (enters) What do you want? Here I am… 
Chairman: Daria, listen carefully to what I’m 
about to tell you. Did you wash citizen 
Canareikin’s floors last week?  
Daria: You know very well I did. 
Chairman: Did he pay you for the job? 
Daria: That’s what I’m saying – no! He lied to 
me. Not so much as a kopek. 
Chairman: And what did you do with the bond 
he gave you instead of the money? 
Daria: That ticket, eh? 
Chairman & Canareikin: Yes, yes, the ticket. 
Daria: I took it to the savings-bank. Let it stay 
there, I thought. It’s useless and taking up lots of 
space. 
Chairman: Did you write down that ticket’s 
number? 
Daria: Of course. They gave me a receipt with the 
number. 
Canareikin: Show me, show me the receipt now.

Chairman: Where is it? 
Daria: (pointing at her stocking) It’s here. 
Chairman. Take it out now! 
Daria: (taking out the receipt) Here it is. 
Chairman: ... 3, 3, 0, 3… 
Canareikin: 3, 3, 0, 3… 
Chairman: 100,000! We need to take it away 
from her now without losing any more time! But 
how? 
Canareikin: Finally! Found it! But how to take it 
back from her? So that she doesn’t suspect 
anything... How? 
Chairman: Here, I know! Daria, I have 
summoned you here to ask you to wipe my... 
what’s the word... floor. 
Daria: Why would I wipe the floor here if I‘ve 
just washed it? 
Chairman: And I made it dirty again. Touched it 
with dirty hands and there it is now... dirty. Here 
is one rouble for you – wash it one more time.

HAMMER LIVING NEWSPAPER (MASSR)

“No matter where you go, Communist International Youth is always there”.
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Daria: Fine. What a strange man! He has really 
fixated on that floor issue. 
(Daria exits) 
Chairman: Listen, comrade Canareikin, would 
you like to get 50,000 roubles cash? 
Canareikin: What do you mean? What? I don’t 
understand… 
Chairman: Listen. I’m a business man and a 
risk-taker. I will marry Daria and will get her 
100 000 as her lawful husband. I will offer you a 
half on one condition – that you don’t ruin my 
plan and keep it a secret for a while. 
Canareikin: Well, I have seen crooks before but, 
you know, I’ve never met a crook like you! What 
does my bond have to do with you?  
Chairman: Your bond? It used to be yours, it is 
no more. Now you have the same right to it as I 
do. So, tell me, do you agree? 
Canareikin: On no condition! And if this case is 
beginning to get dirty, I will marry Daria 
myself… 
Chairman: You will, will you? 
Canareikin: Yes, I will. 

Chairman: We’ll see. 
Canareikin: We’ll see. 
(Daria enters) 
Chairman: Dear comrade Daria!.. 
Canareikin: Unvalued comrade Daria!.. 
Daria: What? 
Chairman: Since the time… 
Canareikin: Since the moment… 
Chairman: I first saw you … 
Canareikin: I caught the first glimpse of you… 
Chairman: I told myself… 
Canareikin: I also told myself… 
Chairman: Bastard! 
Canareikin. Crook! 
Chairman: Clunkhead! 
Canareikin: Skinflint! 
Chairman: I told myself… 
Canareikin: As I did...

BLUE BLOUSE 138 KOMSOMOL ARMY & NAVY

Yalta Redblouseniks appearing in support of the victims of an earthquake
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Chairman: This one is the fairest of them all. 
Canareikin: This one is the best in the whole 
wide world. 
Chairman: And how I would love to make you 
my first, one and only wife. 
Canareikin: Same as I said - my one and only, 
second and last wife. 
Daria: I don’t really follow - have you both 
completely lost your poor heads or merely 
drowned them in something strong? What are you 
on about? 
Chairman: Daria, I love you. Be my wife 
Canareikin: Dasha, I adore you. Marry me! 
 
SONG 
Canareikin, Chairman & Daria 
Chairman: 
Comrade Daria, beautiful Daria  
You’ve climbed into my heart,  
Like a mole into the ground.  
And it’s tearing me apart. 
Canareikin: 
Comrade Daria, love is like a potion  
And you have poisoned me with it through and 
through... 
I love you, my Ophelia, and I’m waiting  
For your answer, and it’s now due. 
Canareikin: Come to me… 
Chairman: No, no, come to me… 
Canareikin: To me… 

Chairman: To me... 
Daria: Get off me! 
Canareikin & Chairman: 
Waiting for luck, waiting for luck  
Cursing my rival with glee  
He can’t have her, that schmuck,  
She’s going to pick me 
Daria: 
I had no worries, 
Now I’m too close to sin.  
The devil sent me  
Two uncalled for men. 
Chairman: 
Comrade Daria, I swear  
My love is so true 
That even today  
I Could gladly marry you 
Canareikin: 
Comrade Daria, I wait for your decision  
You’ll never find another one like me  
I’ll give you everything, a daily consolation  
And to my heart I’ll give you a shiny key. 
Canareikin: Come to me… 
Chairman: 
Comrade Daria, he lies to you like crazy  
Don’t trust a word that he’s just said. 
Comrade Daria, this beast is sleazy 
He wants to catch you in his net.

Moldova Living Newspaper, Balta, Moldovan SSR
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Chairman & Canareikin: 
Tell me your decision, quick,  
Melt the ice of doubt, - just pick! 
Daria: 
What do you want from me with all these lies! 
You cling to me like honey-coated flies. 
Canareikin: Come to me… 
Chairman: No, no, come to me… 
Canareikin: To me… 
Chairman: To me… 
Daria: Get off me! 
Chairman & Canareikin: I’m waiting for 
success. 
Daria: Everything was fine and dandy until… 
Chairman: Daria, you must decide who’s more 
to your taste – me or him? 
Canareikin: Dashechka, don’t torture us, tell us 
as soon as possible. 
Chairman: Bear in mind, that I’m better, of 
course. 
Canareikin: Nothing of the sort! He’s trying to 
have his way with you. Just look at his 
appearance. This is not an appearance, this is a 
museum of the department of criminal 
investigation. 
Chairman: Bastard! 
Canareikin: Crook!

Chairman: Clunkhead! 
Canareikin: Skinflint! 
Daria. Well, enough. Tss. Why are you 
climbing on each other? How I decide, so it 
will be. Give me a chair. Stand in line. Now, 
take turns reporting to me – who and how can 
please me in a married life. Inform me! 
Chairman: Daria, as you already know, firstly, 
I occupy an important position as chairman of 
the house management association. Therefore, 
you, as my wife, will be chairwoman. 
Secondly, I have two spacious rooms, 6 
fathoms each. 
Daria: How much? 
Chairman. 6 fathoms. 
Daria: Not acceptable. 
Chairman: What? Why? 
Daria: Too much floor. Try washing it all, 
you’d get exhausted at once… 
Canareikin: So true. He is marrying you only 
to wash the floors… 
Chairman: Well, excuse me… 
Daria: Tss. Let him talk. 
Canareikin: Dear Dashenka, you don’t have to 
doubt me at all, you won’t be doing any work 
at my place. 
Daria: And what will I be doing? 
Canareikin: Absolutely nothing: sleep, eat and 
enjoy life.
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Mother-in-law: Holy 
Christ, what have we come 
to? 
Female relative: This isn’t 
life, it’s a complete physical 
breakdown. 
Wife: I demand an 
immediate explanation. 
Daria: Nothing to explain 
here. This is my lawful 
groom and I have a right to 
embrace him in public. 
Wife: Mama, I don’t 
understand anything.  

Daria: Not acceptable. 
Canareikin: What? Why? 
Daria: A working person without work? It’s like 
being buried alive. 
Chairman: That’s right. Not only he’s a sponger 
himself, he wants to turn others into parasites as 
well. 
Canareikin: Dasha, don’t listen to this 
provocateur! 
Chairman: Sponger! 
Canareikin: Swindler! 
Daria: Hush! And what about my board? Will 
you feed me well? 
Chairman: Rest absolutely assured - eat anything 
and as much as you want. 
Canareikin: Dashenka! At your service... I’ll be 
providing everything personally. 
Daria: And what about my clothes? 
Chairman: Silk, velvet, covert, madapollam. All 
the latest fashions from the Fashion atelier. 
Canareikin: From Paris, by airplane, special 
delivery, latest trends, Viennese chic. 
Daria: Bah! These cunning grooms: before the 
wedding they’d even promise bird’s milk. 
Chairman: What are you saying, Daria, how 
could I lie to you?  

Canareikin: Maybe he’s lying, but me - I’m 
honest, as you see. 
Daria: Well, so. I agree. 
Chairman & Canareikin: With whom? With 
whom? 
Daria: I just don’t know with whom. I need to 
look at you more. Why don’t you turn around. 
Open your mouth. Now you, walk a little. Open 
your mouth. Well, fine. 
Chairman & Canareikin: Me? Me? Me? Me? 
Daria: (to Canareikin) You. Take me! 
Canareikin: Dashenka! My sweetheart! (he 
kisses her hand) 
Daria: Wait, let me wipe it first. Now, go ahead, 
kiss! 
Canareikin: My wife, my one and only! 
Chairman: Well, hardly one and only... You 
seem to have forgotten that you already have a 
wife. 
Canareikin: Dasha, don’t mind him. I’ll divorce 
my wife, my mother-in-law, I’ll divorce everyone.  
Daria. This is true love! Take me! (they kiss) 
(enter boy, wife, mother-in-law and a female 
relative) 
Boy: Look – a conciliating coalition! 
Wife: What is this? He’s hugging? Kissing? And 
whom? Daria, the cleaner? Mama, I’m dying! 
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Polish Blue Blouse, Kharkov

Canareikin: Dasha, step aside, I’ll explain 
everything now. The thing is, former citizen 
Canareikina, I am divorcing you and marrying 
Daria, future citizen Canareikina. I’ve been 
concealing, but now I openly declare - I love her, 
secretly but one hundred percent… 
Mother-in-law: Arkadyi Karpych! And what 
about us? What about Mashenka? 
Canareikin: Divorce. I’m divorcing her, and you 
and everyone else. 
Wife: Ah, I’m dying! 
Mother-in-law: Comrade chairman. People are 
being robbed of their husbands in broad daylight. 
Explain to me, what does it all mean? 
Chairman: I’ll explain now. It means that citizen 
Canareikin has taken advantage of the 
simplemindedness and innocence of this lonely, 
but trusting girl… 
Female relative: Has he really? An ultimate 
perturbation for one’s whole organism. 
Chairman: And has persuaded her to get married 
for dark mercenary reasons. But there still are 
honest people in the world. I’m an honest person 
and that’s why I declare: Daria, he’s not marrying 
for love, but for money. You have a bond that you 
earned by your honest labor, and this bond has 
won 100,000 rubles. 
Daria: What?

Chairman: You won the government bond 
lottery, with the number 3, 3, 0, 3 – 100,000 
rubles. 
Boy: That takes the ticket! 
Wife: Mama! Our government bond? 
Daria: I won? With the ticket? How much, you 
say? 
Chairman: 100,000 rubles. 
Daria: And how much is that? 
Chairman: 10,000 ten-ruble coins. 
Daria: Holy Moses! I’m feeling a bit 
overheated! And I’ve been wondering why these 
studs were after me! 
Canareikin: Dasha, darling, don’t you believe 
that. I adore you endlessly… 
Daria: Liar, you can’t fool me, I see through 
you. Get away from me!.. 
Canareikin: Dasha! 
Daria: Step away, I said!.. 
Wife: Now I understand. Ooh, you scoundrel! 
Canareikin: Mashenka, forgive me… 
Wife: I can’t look at you. Out!.. 
Boy: Daria, what are you going to do now with 
the money?  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Daria: Now I’m going to show you all how it’s 
done. I’ll go back to the village, build a new 
house, buy a cow, drink fresh milk. Just like that! 
Canareikin: But Dasha, don’t you think you’ll 
need a husband with all that bliss? 
Daria: I don’t need no husbands. Now I’m my 
own husband. 
Wife: The saying is right – fools are lucky. 
Daria: Not all fools. There are fools that never 
get lucky.

Daria: (continuing to Canareikin) Fine. Since 
you are homeless now I’ll take you with me to 
the village on full social welfare benefit. You’ll 
milk the cow daily and on holidays we’ll go out 
together, take out the accordion and sing songs 
for the whole village to hear. 
(Change of backdrop. Daria sings her final song 
in front of a enormous moving accordion, and 
everyone sings along with her.)

We celebrate the fruitful work of the Komsomoliya Living Newspaper  
of the Glukhov United Club (Ukraine) on their first anniversary 
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TO THE AUTOMOBILE
Sung to the tune of Rolling up the Rye, from the region of Samara/Urals.  

Score provided in Blue Blouse collection No. 57-58. ‘On Tourism’  

K. Blueblouse  

Hey troupe, let’s sing a number,  
About the good old days...  
Every story’s some day over,  
Ah, but songs: they never age. 

In a time when we had plenty,  
Enough to go around,  
The air was free and empty 
Of the steam train’s whistling sound. 

On dirt roads and on highways  
To speed the journey on,

But then, oh when,  
With a deafening din  
The ‘railroad’ started rolling -  
“It booms’", they said...  
“It roars”, they said…  
Its ugly power showing. 

(Chorus)  
Well well, they say...  
Indeed, they say...  
And we will tell you too,  
That that is that,  
That that’s a fact,  
Our song will prove to you.

The wolves would join in chiming  
The coach man’s travelling song. 

In the sticks, through muffled silence,  
The October noise broke out...  
With hunger, fear and violence  
The practice all throughout. 

Time passed… The war was raging... 
No heroics were observed...  
And the country folk, now braver,  
Sent their council questioning words.

“Oh coach man, drive!  
Oh coach man, whip!  
Oh coach man, on!  
On, for miles and miles!”  
Our Holy Lady of Kazan, 
Have mercy on our souls. 

They all awoke 
When hunger spoke 
atop the workman’s shoulders  
“Your horse”, it said, 
“Has died”, it said, - 
“And food production’s over”. 

“Alright”, they say 
“Let’s see”, they say
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WE WISH TO ESTABLISH AN EXCHANGE OF KNOWLEDGE 
  

The collective of Club Call Living Newspaper wishes to establish 
written correspondence with the living newspapers of the USSR,  

with the aim of facilitating an exchange of knowledge. 
 

Please send all letters to Mr. Ivan Andreev, editor of  
The Living Newspaper, The Association Club,  
Karl Marx Square, Kuznetsk, Saratov Province.  

“Let’s turn”, he says, 
“And twist”, he says,  
“Lets stay”, he says, “in motion”, 
“For with”, he says, 
“The car”, he says, 
“We’ve mastered mobilisation”.  

As the whole to-do transpires,  
You can’t help but crack a smile -  
Even Grandma now aspires  
To drive the tractor for a mile.  

In the press we were astonished,  
To find praise on every page  
For the automobile, which, honest,  
Is the poor man’s dream these days.  

And thus, my friends, through progress, 
Might we see, on New Year’s Day,  
Spyridon in his Mercedes,  
With Malashka, on their way to marry.

This economical tractor  
“Spot on”, they say, 
“Fordson”, they say, 
Dragging livestock for transaction.

“Permit”, they say,  
“Our hands”, they say, 
“To grip”, they say, “the wheel”.  
Chug-chug, chug-chug -  
“So that we may 
Pass through the deep ravine”.

“For us”, they say 
“By now”, they say,  
“America’s not novel”.  
“We’ll take”, they say,  
“Five trucks”, they say,  
“To cart the picks and shovels”.
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So, my dears, do they whisper on the water in 
your town? Have you heard of this?  
It is known as enchanted water, it’s water that 
heals you. Helps with everything. You just hold 
on a minute, just hang on, and I’ll tell you all 
about it, about how that water helped me... Yes, 
it really helped me. There’s nothing like it. You 
just listen to this. This is a true story...  
Me and the old man, we’d lived together since 
we was young, and we was alright... But then as 
he’d got old, there was something not right - 
he’d become so contrary. Lord save us!... You 
says this to him, and he says that back... You 
says one word to him, and he says two back... 
Well, my sweets, I wasn’t having it - I gave as 
good as I got... He’d say two, and I’d say five... 
He’d say five, and I’d say ten. Well, such a 
storm would brew in our house it would make 
the holy icons blush. And then we’d try to sort it 
out, but no-one would take the blame. - “Hey, 
old man, what’s up with us? Ey?” - “Yeah, well 
it’s you, isn’t it? There’s something wrong with 
you . You are all contrary. It’s you”... “Oh? It’s 
me, is it? What about you? You and your big 
gob...” - “Not me. You”.... “You. Not me.”

- And off it would go again, raising a right 
racket. Bish, bash, bosh. And, do you know my 
dears, one fine morning, as the old man sat with 
his legs dangling over the stove and he started 
up again and went on .... and on... I just had to 
run out of the hut.  
Well, Mercy be, an old lady gave me a tip... 
There’s an old maid lived three huts down from 
us.... She had heard us, over and again, then she 
says: “Maremyanushka, why do you and your 
old man just quarrel, quarrel, quarrel? You 
should visit the hermit on the hill. He whispers 
on water... And helps people... Perhaps he could 
help you too.” - “Well, I thinks to myself, I will 
go and see this man. God willing....”  
So off I went to see the hermit. I came to a little 
cell with one window... I knockety- knock-
knocked at the window, and the wise man came 
out. A thin little wizened man... with a little grey 
beard... - “What do you want, child of God, says 
he?..” - “Sir, says I, please help me... My old 
man and me, we’re not getting on”... - “Hmm, 
says he. Wait here a moment...” - And then, my 
lovelies, he fetches

Material for the Story-Teller 

ENCHANTED WATER  
from a collection of Novgorod tales 

M. Serov 
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water in a scoop, and he whispers over it. Over 
the water... Upon my word, may I be struck 
down if I lie, he made the sign of the cross, 
poured the water in a jar and he says: “Here, 
child of God, when you get home, and your old 
man starts up again, take a mouthful of this, 
don’t spit it out, don’t swallow it, pray to Jesus 
and hold it in your mouth until he calms down... 
It’ll all work out alright”… 
I bowed to the hermit, took the jar and set off 
home. Well, I barely had one foot in the door, 
when my old man started up again... He loved 
his tea, my old man, God rest him.... And he 
could not stand for the samovar to be late... And 
I had tarried a bit at the hermit’s... So off he 
starts again, from on top of the stove “You 
women, you’re like damned dragonflies... 
always flitting around and disappearing”... So 
what do I do, my dearies? I takes a mouthful of 
the water, just like the hermit told me to, I do 
not spit, I do not swallow, I pray to Jesus, and I 
hold the water in my mouth...

And I take a look at my old man - he has fallen 
silent. Glory be - this water is miraculous. I put 
the jar up behind the icons, then I went to set up 
the samovar, and the pipe made an almighty 
thundering noise... The old man glared at me, 
and off he went again:  
“Can’t you do anything right? You clumsy clod-
fist”... And again, I went straight for the water... 
sipped it... held it in my mouth... And, you 
guessed it, the old man fell silent again...  
So, my lovelies, as you can see, our home 
became filled with peace and calm, and holy 
grace... If he so much as raised his voice, I went 
straight for the water... Glory be to God. We 
lived as the Lord intended...  
That, my dears, is what the water can do.... And 
my old man, God rest him, he was a big man, 
and his shoulders were as broad as he was tall... 
an he would bang his head on the door lintel... 
But a mere sip of the magic stuff could quell 
him.... That just goes to show what power there 
is in that enchanted water...  

Nadezhdinsk - Urals
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Chirikin: Please may I have your attention.  
And now, citizens, for an extended time and 
before your very eyes is about to perform the 
most celebrated folk ensemble in all our 
beautiful republic, famous for its world class 
soloists and under the direction of the folk 
accordion and bass of comrade Chirikin. 
I should clarify that that, incidentally, is I; a fact 
which is, of course, unimportant. What is 
important is that our choir, citizens, is 
exceptional; not, of course, because the 
malicious attacks of untalented critics got us all 
thrown out of the union, but because our 
ensemble not only imbues every sound with 
unforgettable power and beauty, but, under the 
direction of comrade Chirikin, also provides a 
historical and scientific analysis of each song 
and its vocals. 
What, why and how?  

You cannot separate a tune from its words, as 
they say, nor are we trying to take away a single 
word. We are not usurpers, after all. However, 
as you shall see, just like the lines on a palm, 
each song holds a connection to the past, the 
present, and even the future. 
To avoid diving head first into the depths of 
history – and, more to the point, since our 
audience is growing impatient – let us begin. 
The first feature in our ensemble’s program. 
Please prepare yourselves (tapping). 
Choir. (singing) 

Down the river, from the island,  
On a gentle, cresting wave,  
Come the boats of Stenka Razin,  
Bright canoes in painted shades.  
Though they may not be canoes,  
They, in fact, are not canoes.  
Hey-hey! 

The Polish Blue Blouse jazz band, Kharkov  

A FOLK ENSEMBLE LED BY CHIRIKIN THE FAMOUS 
ACCORDIONIST AND BASSIST 

Gr. Burevoi  
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Chirikin: As you heard yourselves, citizens, this 
song describes how Comrade Razin, as a result 
of gossip and grumblings, throws the ill-fated 
princess to the Devil’s mother, in other words, I 
regret to say, overboard, to the very deepest 
depths of the Volga. 
But why? Well, the answer is very simple. The 
real reason is that Comrade Razin is a 
representative of the native proletariat, and the 
princess is, of course, a princess. Everybody 
knows that a relationship must be built upon a 
common class stratum. Where is the common 
ground between a proletarian and a princess, my 
comrades? There is none, nor has there ever 
been, nor shall there ever be. 
It is natural, then, that Comrade Razin, in his 
remorse, should in the finale grab this lady 
aristocrat and throw her into the sea with his 
calloused hand. 
This is morally correct, as has been proven 
several times before in economic history.

In the end old Stenka Razin,  
With the princess, arm in arm,  
Celebrates a lively wedding,  
Feeling drunk and full of charm.  
Though he may not be quite drunk  
He, in fact, is not quite drunk.  
Har-har!

Let us move on to the next Volga song. 
(Tapping)  
 
Choir: (singing) 

 

 
Chirikin: My remarks on this song are brief, 
citizens. As we have heard, its originators 
evidently didn’t know a single thing about the 
principles of scientific management. 
It is an utter waste of time. Not only is this song, 
with its torturously slow tempo, no better - 
forgive me - than an orator labouring his words, 
it is also needlessly filled with the repetition of 
perfectly intelligible words. 
This same flaw can also be observed in other 
Volga songs, as we will now demonstrate. 
Choir, begin! 
 
Choir: (singing) 
 

 
(Сhorus) 

Down, along the river Volga,  
  the Volga,  
On the wide expanse of water,  
  yes of water...  
Facing into wind and weather,  
  wind and weather,  
For the storm, our strength we gather,  
  we gather.

Shine on us, crimson morning sun, 
 crimson morning sun... (3 times) 
Illuminate our mother Volga,  
 mother Volga,  
Share your warmth with us, noble fellows 
all,  noble fellows all.  
Our path is not our own, 
 we are driven by need,  

In the meadows, in the meadows,  
In the meadows, green meadows,  
in the meadows (twice) 
Sprang up, sprang up, 
Sprang up a slender reed (twice). 
And bloomed, and bloomed,  
And bloomed cerulean flowers  
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Chirikin: And here we have only psychological 
insinuation, citizens. The heroes of this song are 
‘noble fellows’, but in the past, as we know, this 
designation was primarily reserved for rogues 
and bandits. They sing: ‘Our path is not our own, 
we are driven by need’. What do we see here, my 
comrades? We see that in our day and age, every 
layabout and swindler lives by the belief that he 
is entirely blameless, and that his need is instead 
to blame. It is an old song, comrades, just as old 
as ‘Shine on us, crimson morning sun’. That is 
the psychological link to which I am referring. 
Citizens – women, in particular – please draw 
your attention to our next song, an old- fashioned 
romantic love song. 
It is called: ‘Oh, love, you are so cruel...you 
could make me woo a mule’...Oh, I’m sorry, 
that’s from a different opera. In any case, hear 
for yourselves. Let us begin. 
 
Choir:  

Chirikin: As you have heard, women citizens, in 
this historical song about love there is not a 
single mention of either division or of alimony. 
The lady composer of this song is obviously 
fully aware of this hydra in contemporary 
romantic music, in spite of her composition 
above. 
Why should it be a lady composer, you ask? The 
answer is clear. She sings about plucking the 
petals of crimson flowers in the rye alongside the 
object of her affections. 
As all bright agricultural minds know, no 
crimson flowers grow in rye, and so, evidently, 
these blooms must have sprung from the 
unbridled imagination of a woman,  

Oh , love, you are so cruel, Playing 
me for a fool.  
Why should I cry without end,  
For love I never knew.  
Think back, oh my sweetest friend, 
To how I was with you,  
As we plucked crimson petals  
From flowers in the rye.  
I now am old and frail,  
I could not stay the same.  
My beauty it is faded,  
And gone from all my days. 

who transplanted them into the rye wholly 
because of the link between the city and the 
countryside. 
With this we shall conclude the historic songs 
and move on to our analysis of songs from the 
present day. 
Let us begin this short cycle of contemporary 
songs with the most popular of them all. 
Choir:
On the seas, the seas, as a sailor  
Life is free from strife and pain,  
Like the birds flying over the waves,  
They have no cause to complain.  
 On the seas, on the seas,  
 Here and there, as they please.  
You are broad and handsome, my sweet sailor,  
And only twenty years of age,  
Will you give your heart to me, my sailor,  
Will you love me all my days?  

Chirikin. Sketch by N. Aisenberg
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Chirikin: Here we have a song imbued with the 
spirit of the modern age. 
An open-minded young lady, unwilling to suffer 
vulgar advances from her suitors, meets a sailor 
and asks him a direct question. ‘You’, she says 
“are broad and handsome my sweet sailor, and”, 
she says “only twenty years of age. Will you 
give your heart to me”, she says “and will”, she 
asks “you love me all my days?” 
Well, of course he’s going to say yes! In the 
meantime, however, this young lady gets carried 
away, and no sooner has her love blossomed than 
she is busy sowing the seeds of discontent 
through idle bourgeois chatter. “You”, she says 
“set off without a care, while I will weep and 
wail”. 
This girl is obviously irredeemable. 
The next of our contemporary romantic songs, 
which we shall now begin, is about a girl named 
Dunya. 
Choir:

On the seas, on the seas,  
Here and there, as they please.  
You, my love, set off without a care, 
Leaving me behind in grey despair. 
I will weep and wail in memory of, 
You, my sailor, my seafaring love. 
On the seas, on the seas,  
Here and there, as they please.

My dear Dunya, like a flower  
With a crimson scarf around her. 
 O-oh, Dunya, Dunya, Dun-ya  
Blossom of the Komsomol. 
Dunya she does many duties,  
Which maintain her slender beauty 
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  
She’s a girl of many talents,  
Acting, dancing, singing ballads.  
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  
Through a doorway Dunya passes, 
Leaving all the soldiers gasping 
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  
Dunya then unties her ribbons,  
Leaving all the students stricken 
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  

Chirikin: Citizens, this song, as would be clear 
to even the most non-partisan of listeners, is 
sorely lacking in terms of ideology. 
How could one think to sing about “my Dunya”? 
Upon what basis is she yours, may I ask? You 
tell a lie; as a member of the Komsomol, she is 
not “yours”, but is instead a part of the 
collective. 
Can it be permissible, even in a romantic song, 
to sing “party member, you are mine”?...How 
can he ever be yours? He is a part of the 
collective, from head to toe. So it should be with 
you yourself. 
This is a foolish song, citizens. 
Let us begin the next song, citizens: a humorous 
ditty from the Samara region. 
Choir: 

Chirikin: Neither you, nor I, nor even the 
governor of Samara may understand the 
mysteries of the Volga.  

Dunya then lets down her tresses, 
Leaving all the sailors restless. 
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  
I will sing these cheerful verses  
Till the good green Earth rejoices. 
 O-oh, Dunya...etc.  

In spring the Volga’s waters roar, 
Our flowing mother river.  
There, where one awaits the other,  
As the banks run over. 
(Chorus) 
The lilac blooms,  
He will come soon.  
Oh, Kolya, I love you  
I weep thinking of you.  
From the mountain runs a healer  
Our flowing mother river.  
Love can leave a person colder,  
As the banks run over.  
(Chorus)  
‘Twas a communist that charmed her  
Our flowing mother river.  
With his lithe loquacious ardour  
As the banks run over.  
(Chorus)  
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Farewell, a new horizon waits there,  
Farewell, dearest ones forever,  
Farewell, to you, my sweet and tender lover  
Tra-la-la… etc.  
Perhaps I shall no longer see you,  
My own, my very kith and kin,  
Perhaps it is, it is my time to leave here,  
Ta-ra-la-la.

To conclude, we shall sing the widely known 
song ‘Farewell, a new horizon waits’, in which, 
to a cheerful chorus of ‘ta-ra-la-la’, a similarly 
cheerful singer explains at length that he may 
soon have to bid farewell to a certain someone 
and go away somewhere. 
This song is so well known, citizens, by virtue of 
the fact that it was dreamt up by some developer 
or other which accounts for its popularity.

Choir:

Peasant woman - N. Aisenberg
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Enter stage marching 
There are 7 participants in work outfits and red 
helmets, each carrying a placard bearing one of the 
following inscriptions: 
1 - Industrialisation, 2 - Electrification, 3 - 
Rationalisation, 4 - Fordisation, 5 - Standardisation, 
6 - Motorisation, 7 - Militarisation. 
 
 On the 10th of October,  
 Our path will be one:  
 - As soldiers of work  
 - At machinery’s front.  
 With persistence and sense  
 We’ll stir up the fight,  
 Let construction commence,  
 And repairs ignite.  
 To the edge of the nation  
 Let it be known -  
 For industrialisation  
 We take home  
 This loan.  

(Recitation)  
1: A loan for new furnaces and for new mines. To 
finish the building plan by its deadline,  

2: We’ll not borrow from bankers to finance our 
plan, But from our own peasants who work our 
dear land.  
3: And so good poor people, welcome this step  
4: Do not forget what you know, 
All: For when the State has the means to 
implement -The work will overflow.  
(Sung)  
We give this loan with consciousness  
Of the drums that beat 10 years.  
Soviet, take a vote of confidence  
From your working men and peers.  
With your strength and iron fist,  
VTsIK, obtain what you need,  
Beat industry and then dismiss  
This unemployment we see. 
(Movement. The tune is changed by the 
participant holding the placard ‘Electrification’) 
And so with solid funds  
In this eleventh year  
We wait for the completion  
Of the eleven tiers.  
All: To finish as one 
This great enterprise 
The work must be done 
By machines we’ll supply. (Movement)

Banners, designed by artist N. Bloomenfeld  

(Composed in the style of ‘The Print Parade’ Issue 37-38)

An oratorio on a theses by the honourable Blue Blouse T. Kalinin from the article:  
‘Why you need to subscribe to the industrialisation loan’ 

CONCERNING THE INDUSTRIALISATION LOAN
Gr. Burevoi  
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Banners, designed by artist N. Bloomenfeld  

(To the tune of ‘Dubinushka’) 
To give factories forges,  
And tractors to farms  
As follows the Soviet logic and plan,  
It’s time for us, comrades,  
To learn how to charm  
Some savings from out of our kopecks and land.  
(Chorus) 
So on your own or in the bank 
Try your best to always save for  
A rainy day, a rainy day 
A kopeck.  
(Chorus) 
And don’t forbid people their share of our hoard,  
While they may not be Communists,  
 - Pay that no heed...  
For while Kalinych orders we save and we store, 
Even he 
 Has yet to sign on with our creed. 
(Tune change.)  
But blow the whistle signal harder, And salute 
those who were not cheap, Who helped our 
industry to garner Funds by lending us the means.  
(Like a chastushka.) 
This is the best means of defense:  
Our economy in ascent.  
Our reserve two hundred million-strong,  
Our industry loan moving along.  
Towards this goal we now steadfastly go  
Until the machines all run as we’ve said.  
Then we’ll have time and “Dynamo”  
Will roll...into stockyards and sheds.  

(Rising one after the other with each phrase) 
- To knowledge! - To tech! - To new records! - To 
strength! - To discipline! - To tools! - To the 
work-machine! And Ford’s ways… 
All: Power lies in “calloused hands.”  
- To this new age,  
- With a new rage! - Proceed! - To the creative 
expanse! - As pioneers… - All men!  
And again! - Be!  
All: Fitters and mechanics. 
All: Blow the whistle signal loud,  
And call out to all of our own  
For we must start to support now 
The industrial production loan.  
The loans will lead us to victory’s stand,  
Thrice, we cry out our battle slogan:  
Come on, come on, come on, let’s subscribe  
And with our very own hands.  
We’ll let no one else lend us the funds,  
Not Chamberlain, nor Millerand -  
No, it’s only through domestic means  
That we’ll strengthen our budget plan.  
Then, the die-hards will throw a conniption,  
And MacDonald will wring his hands,  
So comrades, let’s book a subscription  
And with our very own hands.  
For there is no better thing on earth  
Than this industrial-manufacturing loan  
For defeating unemployment’s plans  
Both in villages and urban zones.  
And there is no risk in the description  
Of a loan like this; there is no scam,  
So, for the last time, book a subscription  
And with your very own hand.
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We’ve enjoyed a drop in prices,  
But we still have work to do:  
Let our ‘Two Week Plan’ entice you  
Grandma loves it: you will too! 
(Chorus) 
At the savings bank we offer  
Eight percent return a year.  
All the conscientious shoppers  
Come in droves to sign up here. 
(Chorus) 
I’ve been saving up my pennies  
And I’ve bought myself a coat  
“If your saving skills are canny,  
It can help your family out”. 
(Chorus) 
Comrade Petrov, metal worker,  
Turned a page with his account,  
And the day he started saving,  
Gave up drinking large amounts. 
(Chorus) 
We encourage you to join us,  
And to see with your own eyes,  
How secure the guarantee is  
For your ones and twos and fives. 
(Chorus) 
At the bottom of his pockets  
Ivan’s cash was hidden,  

Safely stashed until - how shocking!  
It was spent unbidden. 
(Chorus) 
If we fail to plan and save,  
Trouble is in store,  
Those who spend it all today,  
Tomorrow have no more.  
(Chorus) 
“A savings account? No, hide the cash!”  
Argued Peter and Natasha,  
Until a visit from a thief,  
Made their quarrel cease. 
(Chorus) 
If I hide it in the fields,  
Then the spot will soon be found.  
All my cash stays unrevealed -  
At the savings bank downtown. 
(Chorus) 
Why should you destroy your wealth  
By spending money poorly? 
Care for your financial health,  
Deposit excess earnings. 
(Chorus) 
You’ll recover dividends,  
So deposit what you can.  
We’ll congratulate you, friends  
With our Two Week Savings Plan.  

ALL THE CONSCIENTIOUS SHOPPERS KNOW 
WHAT SAVINGS BANKS CAN OFFER  

V.Mrozovsky & B. Yuzhanin 

These verses were created at the request of the State Directorate 
of Bank Workers for the Finance Commissariat of the USSR
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Introduction (one or two people) 
Citizens!  
We now conclude this evening’s show,  
With one more event before you go:  
The Soviet Women’s Singing Contest.  
The jury shall be - you, our guests!  
Judge as loudly as you wish.  
Open debate is encouraged - no whispering banter.  
Tonight’s brave competitors - each on the list:  
Our workers, our farmers, our Komsomol 
members…  
Citizens, let the show begin...  

No. 1 The Farmhand’s Song  
Woe, this wild, impassable forest!  
Woe, my village home I cannot see!  
And where are you, my mother dearest,  
Where is the old house, so dear to me?  
I have laid my mother’s bones to rest,  
Our old home is overgrown with thorns,  
And I am the only soul here left  
To endure my sadness and to mourn.  
I became a farmhand very young  
And a clever worker I became  
Living off the scraps the Kulaks gave  
Meagre food and ten kopeks a day.  
In the fields was where I came of age  
Building skill and talent on my way...  
But, my friends, I now know better days,  
I am farming the collective way.  

No. 2 The Komsomol Member’s Song 
We are Komsomol, we sing our tune  
And share our resolutions,  
As is declared, the women’s movement  
Glorifies the revolution.  
And no one but a fool would question this  
The kind who shouts and waves his fists: 
“But men, and women…!” - there’s no difference  
When we are all proud Communists.  
We were forged by Lenin’s founding vision,  
And raised to see the struggle through:  
As girls must shoot their rifles with precision  
So boys must wield a sewing needle too.  
 
No. 3 Song of the Activist and Lover 
Oh the lark does not sing  
In the rose bush’s thorns...  
When decorum is thrown to the wind.  
He and I  
Spoke of love, all its thrills and rewards  
As the factory bell rang us in.  
Though the factory bell stole the larks  
ringing song,  
He and I  
Felt no anger towards it.  
And I knew from the start -  
I had captured the heart  
Of the world’s most romantic young poet. 
No. 4 The Bureaucrat’s Song 
As chair of our Financial Trust,  
I’m quite the expert, as they say,

THE WOMEN’S SINGING CONTEST 

A female Blueblousenik 

(There is no limit to how many participants this section may have. Among them should be farm labourers, factory 
workers, Komsomol members, etc. If the collective does not have enough female members to perform the piece, 

several of the roles may be filled by men dressed as women; for example, the role of the bureaucrat)

Only the outline of the piece is provided here
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I make quick judgements when needs must -  
On what must go and what may stay.  
I do not need a secretary,  
I oversee all work myself,  
My own dear husband’s even wary  
Of writing notes on my behalf.  
A bureaucrat who’s seen as trusted  
May live the high life free from debt:  
The Trust shall fund my feather duster  
And buy my turtle shell lorgnette.  
Since now my cheerful song is ending  
The moral should be clear to you:  
Your ways you must begin amending  
If you are ‘bureaucratic’ too! 

No. 5 The Factory Worker’s Song 
In the old days, at the factory,  
Workers were such idle fools,  
If your household chores were taxing  
You could rest among the tools. 
(Chorus) 
 How we suffer silently!  
 Bound in misery all,  
 While on my machinery,  
 Quiet tears fall.  
Though you end the day exhausted,  
Don’t expect to rest at home,  
There you’ll serve your drunkard husband,  
And do housework all alone. 
(Chorus) 
 But we have a solid system  
 For the workers of today -  
 Drunken husbands get their boots on,  
 And march to - recovery. 
(Chorus) 
 You may cry, you may fuss,  
 Dear, you may be ill,  
 But recover you must,  
 So drink your tonic still. 
Taylorism in the nursery  
Makes your son grow big and tall.  
As for you - you’ll still be working.  
In the deafening factory hall.

(Chorus) 
 Let the factory buildings roar  
 With glorious machinery,  
 The bad old days, they are no more.  
 We greet the new ones keenly!  
We foresee a happy future  
Where our workload is reduced...  
Until then, machines are useful -  
They provide an output boost. 
(Chorus) 

No. 6 The Farmer’s Song 
Play for us, accordion player!  
Sing, oh Soviet farmer lady  
 Singing bravely. 
From the fields I greet the morning  
In my Fordson tractor touring,  
 That’s my duty. 
In the cold earth, straight and narrow,  
We will lay the Soviet furrows,  
 Digging bravely. 
Ploughing fields, my tractor rumbling,  
All the earth around me trembling,  
 That’s my duty. 
Since our farmer started reading  
New machines help us each season  
 Learning bravely. 
After listening to his stories  
Our old village bought a lorry!  
 That’s our duty. 
I myself admired Igor  
First to volunteer as driver,  
 Steering bravely. 
I will ask dear Igor shyly  
For a ride when he drives by me  
 That’s his duty. 
Down the hill he’ll surely take me  
To the town hall and the bakery,  
 Sitting bravely. 
And when next we have a wedding  
Through the fields I will go dancing,  
 That’s my duty.
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No. 2 The Komsomol Member’s Song

No. 1 The Farmhand’s Song
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No. 3 The Song of the Activist and Lover

No. 4 The Bureaucrat’s Song
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No. 5 The Factory Worker’s Song
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propaganda group 
(agitprop) of the 
Central 
Committee of the 
All-Union 
Communist Party 
(Bolsheviks) and 
representatives of 
the State 
Polygraphic 
Enterprise and the 
All-Union Central 
Council of Trade 
Unions (ACSTU). 
It was decided that 
the All-Union 
Central Council of 
Trade Unions 
should take 
ideological control 
of the journal Blue 
Blouse and of all 
groups of blue 
blousers.  
After this the 
history of the Blue 
Blouse entered a 
lengthy period of 
committee 
meetings. The 
Cultural Section 
of the All-Union 
Central Council of 
Trade Unions

began to familiarise itself with the Blue-blouse 
movement and, as part of this process, made 
enquiries generally about the club repertoire 
and, more particularly, about club theatre. 
We all remember comrade Tomsky’s speech at 
the meeting convened on the initiative of the

In accordance with a decision/resolution of the 
2nd All-Union Congress of Blueblouseniks, the 
centre set in train the processes for Blue Blouse 
to become a member of the All-Union Central 
Council of Trade Unions. 
It all began with a meeting of the political 

Cultural Section 
of the All-Union 
Central Council 
of Trade Unions. 
At this and 
subsequent 
meetings 
dedicated to the 
club repertoire 
for some reason 
little mention 
was made of 
small/short/
variety forms, as 
though they did 
not exist. 
Invited workers 
from 
professional 
theatres made 
reference only to 
large-scale/full- 
length/classical 
plays, and the 
union activists 
followed suit. 
At meetings 
dedicated to 
improving and 
altering Blue 
Blouse it was the 
advocates The Treat Animals Well Blue Blouse vaudeville group

WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE? 
From B.Yuzhanin’s presentation to the All-Union Congress of Blueblouseniks  

who gathered to celebrate the fourth anniversary of  Blue Blouse.
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rejected at the next and new ones were tabled; 
however, but by June 1927 the configuration of 
the new journal and its programme had already 
emerged. The journal was to be called Club 
Theatre and was to be a mouthpiece of the All-
Union Central Council of Trade Unions and the 
Moscow City Council of Trade Unions.

and workers of the large-scale/full-length/classical 
forms who were in the majority and therefore the 
Blueblouseniks were always in the minority and 
found it difficult to defend their position. Often 
those who talked about Blue Blouse had not even 
seen it at work and expressed superficial 
judgments, based on hearsay.  

their Rusalki/Mermaids and large-scale/full- 
length/classical plays is universal. 
Our work in the area of short/variety theatrical 
forms is treated with suspicion.

There were a couple of dozen such meetings in 
the course of the first half of 1927, moreover the 
make up of attendees changed from meeting to 
meeting. Proposals approved at one meeting were

The first half of the journal would 
contain theoretical writings and 
discussions on various aspects of 
the techniques and practice of 
club theatre, and the second half 
was to be the Blue Blouse section. 
Articles on the theory and 
repertoire of Blue Blouse had 
already been duly processed and 
approved, and had been type set 
and made up into pages at the 
press. 
And then, at the meeting to 
discuss the already completed 
issue, representatives of the large-
scale/full-length/classical forms 
responded with considerable 
disdain to the selection of 
repertoire material. 
And then I, pointing out that the 
necessary repertoire had not yet 
been found, suggested delaying 
the publication of Club Theatre 
until the repertoire had been 
selected, and in the meantime to 
go ahead with the previously 
agreed publication of Blue 
Blouse.  
This was agreed and, despite the 
fact that we took our leave from 
all Blueblouseniks, we are still 
alive. Shortly thereafter Club 
Theatre began to appear (though 
without the previously proposed 
Blue Blouse section).  
Attacks by the reactionaries with

Costume parody. Applique by N. Aizenberg. 
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But why is it, comrades, that we are not liked? 
This is very simple to explain. The answer was 
expressed in a speech by the instructor of the 
Ural Blueblouseniks (Lower Salda), comrade 
Vechorsky, who describes how inexperienced 
Blueblouseniks represent Chamberlainers and 
priests (see Vechorsky’s article). 
Furthermore, short/variety theatrical forms are 
more subject to critics’ vitriol than classical-
style plays. In Moscow we have had occasion 
to see plays, even in the Theatre of the 
Revolution and the Theatre of the Moscow City 
Council of Trade Unions with very vulgar 
segments: with public conveniences, with 
chamber pots and the like (Belotserkovskiy, 
Calm). That is permissible. But in the case of a 
live journal a ditty (Chastushka) about alimony 
and its performance elicit a storm of 
complaints. 
At the beginning of 1927 Izvestiya published a 
feuilleton in which reference was made to a 
clause in the godless duet ‘Sashka and Mashka’ 
in the Melitopole Blue Blouse: ‘And then god-
dammit, Christ was born.’ Or in the 25 
November 1927 issue of Pravda mention was 
made of one of the Moscow live Journal 
collectives (which is also called Blue Blouse) 
where performers sang: 
 
What do we care for triangles or for drums  
We will play on our bellies…  
 
Our Moscow groups perform tolerably well and 
they have a following.  
In the provinces they do not always have a 
qualified leaders and not everyone knows what 
is or is not acceptable. And for that reason, they 
perform badly in one district/region and in 
another they get it in the neck. And the centre 
gets it worse than anyone for corrupting the 
young. 
I have demonstrated that we need a school, we 
need short courses for instructors and then the 
quality of our production will instantaneously 
improve. As you can see, our voice has not 
been heeded to date. 
The best practical means is therefore to come to 
Moscow, exchange experience, watch our

professional groups and in this way develop 
knowledge and understanding and avoid 
mistakes.

Conclusions. What is the way forward? My 
suggestion is: we must continue to exist. Blue 
Blouse is not an old theatre, it is after all a 
soviet phenomenon. We have made many 
mistakes. We must as fast as possible
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avoid all kinds of blunders. We need to retain a 
journal, our journal. And if that is not possible, we 
ought to publish the material of Moscow groups 
when they have accompanying music, photographs 
and directors’ directions.

avoid all kinds of blunders. We need to retain a 
journal, our journal. And if that is not possible, 
we ought to publish the material of Moscow 
groups when they have accompanying music, 
photographs and directors’ directions.

Applique costume. By N. Aizenberg

blue blouse dropped off one shoulder

BLUE BLOUSE VAUDEVILLE GROUP

grief-agitator (komsomol sketch)
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ON THE THRESHOLD OF YEAR FIVE
(Speech delivered at the all-Union congress of Blue Blouseniks who 

gathered to mark the fourth anniversary of Blue Blouse.)  

Ya. Gamza 

No prophet is ever accepted in his own 
country. This proverb, it would seem, is not 
at all applicable to our reality. Soviet society 
looks and listens to every new phenomenon 
and initiative with the greatest attention, and 
if it displays all the signs of vitality, if it is 
healthy and necessary, does its best to 
support it. The proverb about the prophet 
who is not accepted is only used in our 
society by satirical magazines to mock 
inveterate dreamers, inventors of perpetual 
motion machines or religious proselytisers. 
However, in this case we have cause to use 
the phrase without ridicule and not in 
relation to people who dream of fathoming 
the unfathomable. 
Blue Blouse, which grew from an ordinary 
club newspaper into a laboratory for 
professional actors in the art of the living 
newspaper, is alive, active and displays all 
the signs of a healthy organism. Four years 
of Blouse is a significant stage in the 
development of our country’s artistic life, 
and the results it has achieved are important. 
Blue Blouse brought to light the 
revolutionary aspirations of amateur theatre, 
it collated and systematised the experience of 
clubs in creating vigorous, critical and 
affirmative politically engaging 
performances, and brought the issue of a new 
theatrical form to the forefront. It has 
brought a body of young workers together in 
clubs to tackle issues of political engagement 
in art, and served as a constant driver in the 
fight against negative phenomena and in the 
propaganda of new societal practices and 
behaviours.

Despite all this, however, it is still ‘a 
prophet, who is not accepted in his own 
country’. It is not a question of its right to 
exist. Blouse exists. And thousands of 
Blouseniks exist in the localities. And a 
huge audience exists, an audience of 
workers who long ago acknowledged 
Blouse as a living newspaper, who love it 
and eagerly anticipate each new 
performance. 
The strength and significance of Blue 
Blouse lies in its ability to react to the 
burning issues of the day. It deals with 
issues quickly and decisively, and not only 
issues of international or all-Union 
significance. What more could it do? Not to 
mention that Blue Blouse has developed its 
own original approaches to developing 
material. 
The masses have accepted and 
acknowledged Blouse. 
But there is big distance between this and 
official acknowledgment. 
A lot has been written about Blouse, a lot 
has been said, and it seems that people still 
don’t understand what exactly Blue Blouse 
is. 
It has achieved a lot. This cannot be denied. 
Even avowed opponents of Blue Blouse 
cannot disregard the role it has played in 
the cultural development of the proletariat. 
Blue Blouse, they claim, “put an end to 
amateurs, took them out of the clubs where
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they worked, it put an end to crude narrow-
minded plays, and turned the attention of 
both group members and spectators to 
politically engaging stage performances’. 
But, according to these critics, that is all in 
the past. Today, they claim, Blouse is no 
longer needed. ‘It is not a living newspaper 
any more’, exclaim these club ‘specialists’. 
‘It has outlived its usefulness and died’.  
This opinion does not reflect the reality. Blue 
Blouse is alive and is not showing any signs 
of dying. It was and still is a living 
newspaper.  
When people shout that “a living newspaper 
should stop imitating Blue Blouse, a living 
newspaper should follow its own path”, they 
forget that nobody has yet discovered a path 
that is as vital as ours.  
There is no doubt. Blue Blouse has its 
downsides. But to deny the value of the 
method as a whole because of a couple of 
blunders and unsuccessful experiments 
means not seeing the wood for the trees. You 
might see some decaying trees at the edge of 
the forest. But behind them is a sea of 
healthy, sturdy and strong trunks.  
Now the issue of short forms of club theatre 
is sidelined by the top cultural organisers in 
the trade unions. The short forms are not 
discussed, they are brushed aside.  
Everyone has been distracted by the club 
play, by the full-length form.  

People exclaim that in our times we need 
“plays which simply provide enjoyment”. 
And as a result in club theatres we see 
Rusalka, The Sunken Bell... Groups take on 
productions which are clearly beyond their 
capabilities, and actors get carried away 
with playing their roles idiosyncratically: 
“I’m playing a prince”, and he doesn’t 
notice that his ‘prince’ is wooden and does 
not have the voice for it. They are steeped 
in the aesthetic behaviours of the past and 
have become used to savouring ‘universal 
beauty’ under the leadership of provincial 
actors who are overgrown with moss. 
Canonical works which are outside time 
and outside social aesthetics are a cover for 
aspirations which are essentially bourgeois, 
and mask their banal ambitions. An 
uncritical adoption of these behaviours 
from the past, and what is more an 
undisguised lack of criticality, means a 
revival of petit bourgeois tastes, which in 
our conditions are blatantly reactionary. 
Brushing aside politically engaging art is 
simply absurd. We need not to do it badly. 
Politically engaging art is the path to 
making the stage relevant for our times. 
This does not mean that workers do not 
need to see old plays and classic works. 
They need to see them and to learn how to 
master an artistic form from the past. But to 
learn in a critical way, and not idolise them. 
The strength of Blue Blouse lies in the fact 
that from the artistic arsenal of the past it  

Sledgehammer Living Newspaper of the metalworkers of the Stalingrad district.
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tried and continues to try to take for itself 
everything that it can, but to take it in a way 
that does not mechanically imitate or simply 
carry over one or other approach into its own 
work. Blue Blouse has approached this issue 
with care and consideration. It rigorously 
identified whatever is still relevant, 
definitively cast off whatever is no longer 
useful, adapted an old approach to new tasks, 
and modified it in accordance with the 
demands of our time. 
Again, this does not mean that Blue Blouse is 
the only form of club theatre and there 
should not be any other forms. Not at all. It 
would be extremely naïve to claim that only 
a living newspaper, only Blue Blouse is 
acceptable for a worker audience. We Blue 
Blouseniks have often been accused of 
looking for hegemony of the living 
newspaper in club theatres. These 
accusations are cheap doublespeak. Club 
theatre needs both full length stage plays, 
and sketches, and variety shows, and even 
circus routines. 
We do not deny continuity in historical 
development. And we know that without 
complete mastery of the culture of previous 
stages of history the construction of a new 
culture will be compromised. We are far 
from demanding that the art of the past be 
‘thrown overboard the ship of modernity’ at 
present. 
However, we do not intend just mechanically 
imitating even the most sublime art forms

of this past. 
There is art and art. 
One dispassionately ‘represents’ and adorns 
life and papers over the shortcomings and 
negative aspects of reality or simply 
‘observes’ them, without showing a path to 
reconstruction. 
The other organises life and participates in 
the everyday development of society. 
The task of philosophers in the past, as 
Marx says, was to explain the world. For 
us, the task is to reconstruct the world. At a 
time of extreme reconstruction, of complete 
refurbishment, it would be senseless to 
concern ourselves with adornments. 
If an apartment has damp-soaked walls, 
then there is no point in covering them with 
pretty wallpaper. Life in those surroundings 
does not become any better. It is pointless 
to deceive oneself and to seek salvation in 
half- hearted measures. 
One should strip off the beautiful wallpaper, 
lay bare the gaping damp spots behind it 
and either dry out the damp or rebuild the 
wall. 
Blue Blouse has done and continues to do 
this very work of tearing off the appearance 
of well-being, and laying bare the 
imperfections, shortcomings and the 
negative aspects of our reality.

Blue Blouse, Pugachev, Samara province
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In this respect it is truly revolutionary.  
In its work, it focusses on issues of the day, 
and it is anchored in the real facts of 
everyday life. It does not simply provide 
enjoyment, but also encourages people to 
fight consistently for a socialist rebuilding of 
society, asserts its confidence in eventual 
victory, and invigorates. Getting its teeth into 
life, it educates its audience to become class 
warriors and builders. If it is not always 
successful in this, if it occasionally takes the 
wrong tone, focusses on the wrong 
insignificant detail, this is not because the 
method is wrong, but simply because the 
work itself is still new, it does not have ready 
answers.  
Do our large revolutionary theatres not make 
blunders? Do the occasional crassness, 
decadence or inaccurate assessment of the 
facts not slip through the net? This does not 
prevent them from following the right path, 
however.  
Why is it, then, that Blue Blouse is 
reproached for every tiny blunder it makes, 
why do its critics hiss spitefully at every 
mistake it makes? Could it simply be 
because in short forms the material is always 
presented succinctly and in black and white 
terms, and every mistake it makes is more 
noticeable to its audience?  
But this interpretation merely points to 
extreme short-sightedness, to an 
unwillingness to get to the core of the matter, 
to a judgement based only on superficial 
details.  
At the theatrical congress organised by the 
Agitprop branch of the Central Committee, 
our comrades from the localities established 
that living newspapers are far from dead, that 
they have not outlived their usefulness, that 
“they are capable of rousing up a working 
audience using local themes”. 
The resolutions adopted by this congress 
defined the path that the development of club 
theatre should take.

There it says: “it is necessary to adopt a 
hard line against uncritical imitation (my 
emphasis, Ya. G.) of old forms of theatre, 
against the trend to vulgar narrow-minded 
ideology and against trends which deny the 
necessity to master critically and rework 
the approaches, forms and techniques of 
old theatrical art”.  
Blue Blouse is completely able for these 
tasks. More than able. It began this work in 
clubs, giving a voice to the young 
generation of revolutionaries and their 
grassroots desire for a corresponding new 
revolution in theatre.  
Since the very beginning of its existence, 
Blue Blouse took a very defined position 
with regard to form. Its artistic position was 
based not on imitation of pre-revolutionary 
forms, but on mastering them in a critical 
way, on rebuilding them in accordance with 
the demands of the time, and the creation of 
new forms which correspond to the outlook 
of the working class. It has always been 
technical- constructive, embracing 
constructivism as a method of exposing an 
issue, of tearing off the aesthetic robes of 
the past, as a way of portraying life in a 
realistic way.  
The resolution of the theatrical convention 
says that ‘club theatre, being linked to 
particular factories, to the trade unions and 
to the whole world of workers, has the 
opportunity to get close to the masses (my 
emphasis, Ya. G.), to take their cultural 
level and needs into account in a more 
flexible way, and in this way to have a 
deeper influence on the politics and culture 
of the masses’.  
Blue Blouse, that trailblazer of 
revolutionary work in club theatres, grew 
from the masses and has always been close 
to them. This explains its enormous 
popularity.
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Its enormous significance also lies in the fact 
that it took into account the cultural level of 
its audience and managed not to pander to 
these aesthetic tastes which had developed 
under the significant influence of the culture 
of the past. It has campaigned to re-educate 
tastes and has managed to interest its audience 
by using new forms of performance. Under 
the influence of Blue Blouse, living 
newspapers have become not only builders of 
politically engaging performances, but also 
campaigners for new artistic forms, for a new 
taste. 
The swing of the pendulum in favour of full- 
length plays and the drawing of a veil over the 
role of Living Newspapers is irrational. 
Both are necessary. 
The full-length stage play has its advantages 
as well as shortcomings. It is built on 
generalisations. It captures certain general 
moments of life. It can explore types of 
interactions, show a landlord who has 
overstepped the mark, a bureaucrat, or a 
central character. After watching the play, the 
audience member leaves thinking ‘hmm, yes, 
we have people like that too...’ and remembers 
the relevant people. 
His thoughts are directed on negative or 
positive phenomena in general terms. 
А living newspaper is specific because of the 
local character of its material. We have some 
general concerns which are found all over the 
Soviet Union. These are in the material 
produced by the Blue Blouse head office and 
sent out to the localities. These are always 
specific and bring up the vital issues 
concerning that particular month or season. 
But productions by local troupes are even 
more specific. Basing their performances on 
samples published by Moscow, the local 
troupes base their work on life in their 
particular workplace. It is not a generic 
bureaucrat or generic central character who is 
portrayed, but local people whom everyone 
knows: Ivan Ivanovich or Ivan Petrovich. And 
when an audience member leaves the 
performance, he is not only thinking that 
people like that exist, he has also seen how to 
fight against them, how they are being 
unmasked by the community of workers. 

He is learning how to apply artistic methods to 
the construction of everyday life. 
Living newspapers have the same function as 
wall newspapers. They stir up public opinion, 
expose imperfections and castigate them 
mercilessly. 
The need for this work in the localities is 
enormous. 
But there is not much experience at grassroots 
level. It needs to be built up, systematised and 
synthesised constantly. Local troupes need to 
share their experiences, and it is imperative 
that qualified people work through their 
approaches analytically and systematise the 
methods. 
The theatre convention brought up the issue of 
moving professional theatre closer to club 
theatre. 
Club theatre certainly needs to learn 
techniques, expertise, the construction of plays 
and the art of acting from professional theatre. 
Professional theatre should aspire to adopt the 
particularities of club theatre and ensure their 
delivery is high quality. 
The Cultural Department of the All-Union 
Central Council of Trade Unions instructs 
playwrights to write plays especially for clubs, 
and organises a professional model club 
theatre, which should act as a laboratory and 
instructive centre for the clubs. 
Why is it possible and necessary to do this for 
full-length stage plays but it cannot be done 
for living newspapers? 
The Moscow editors of Blue Blouse, drawing 
on the expertise of literature specialists and 
professional troupes, act as just this kind of 
instructive centre for living newspapers. 
People say that Blue Blouse developed its own 
model, its own mould, which everyone has 
now had enough of. And clubs which imitate 
Blue Blouse just turn into exact copies of if, 
and lose their initiative. 
To a certain degree this opinion is correct. But 
this issue here is primarily about how Blue 
Blouseniks in the localities think of the 
Moscow Blue Blouse.
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When a club puts on Rusalka, exactly ‘like in 
the Bolshoi Theatre’, that is very bad. If a club 
puts on Storm copying the Theatre of the 
Moscow City Council of Trade Unions 
exactly, that is a bit better because Storm is 
more necessary than Rusalka, but it is still 
bad. It is bad because these kinds of imitations 
are worthless. However, no-one says that the 
theatres who provide the examples and 
templates are responsible for this imitation. 
Indeed, the problem does not lie with the 
theatre which is imitated but rather with those 
who imitate. 
I wrote about this in my article a year ago 
(Blue Blouse No. 51): ‘This system requires a 
conscious approach. It demands that the 
principles of a method be adopted, rather than 
mindlessly imitated or copied’. 
The deployment of the initiative in the 
localities depends on how qualified the 
directors are and on the conscious approach to 
the task taken by the whole living newspaper 
group, and on the availability of literary 
efforts in the localities. 
This is now the third year that Blue Blouseniks 
have been talking about retraining directors, 
about setting up a regularly operating centre 
run by the trade unions and by the party, and 
about close contact between this centre and 
local troupes. 
But... the cart has still not moved. 
In the localities, district and regional clusters 
of living newspaper troupes are being formed. 
They look for closer ties with Moscow, and 
travel there to learn the work of Blue Blouse, 
but this is not organised or done 
systematically.

Blue Blouse tries very hard to maintain 
regular contact with local troupes. It does not 
go further than letters and visits from our 
comrades, and it cannot go further. There is 
no money. Staff in cultural sections do not 
understand the importance of this work. 
Also unavoidable is the partial separation of 
the magazine from the masses. In this regard, 
last year was far from successful.  
All our energy must be channelled into 
ensuring that the attention of working people 
be drawn to Blue Blouse.  
At the theatrical congress, they discussed the 
variety show in terms of an orphan branch of 
art. It has lost its parents and has not yet 
found a responsible guardian.  
Blue Blouse knows its parents and guardians. 
It demands attention and support from them. 
But they do not want to acknowledge it. And 
if the variety show is a orphan, then Blue 
Blouse is an abandoned child.  
Blue Blouse demands the recognition of its 
right to a place among the builders of club 
theatre, a place that it has in fact already 
occupied for a long time, we demand support 
and direction.  
Living newspaper actors, insist on your right 
to an organisation, on your right to have your 
own centre and your own magazine.  
Club theatre is built ‘from above’. Blue 
Blouse, the living newspaper, has been built 
‘from below’.  
It is time to put an end to the short- 
sightedness which has until now held sway 
towards the living newspaper movement.  
The short sighted should be armed with 
spectacles.  

27 September 1927 
Moscow
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With all the hullabaloo about Blue Blouse in our 
periodical press over the past two-three years, it is 
laughable and occasionally sad to read all these 
analyses, questions, and prophecies about the death 
of Blouse as an independent art form, changes in 
ways of defining Blouse’s place in art etc., etc. 
Would it not be better for these critics, young and 
old, to give credence to our audiences to determine 
the extent to which Blouse satisfies the masses, and 
what kind of Blouse satisfies them? Then it would 
be easier to criticise and to give advice. 
One thing cannot be denied: a badly produced Blue 
Blouse performance does not satisfy the masses’ 
artistic demands. It is possible to watch a badly 
produced play, variety show or comedy, but it is 
absolutely uninspiring to watch the work of a badly 
thrown together Blue Blouse troupe, who do not 
know the approach properly, as they tunelessly sing 
to the tune of Korobushka, Kirpichiki and other 
such nonsense songs that people are sick to the 
teeth of. And, to add insult to injury particularly if 
the songs are sung at a slow, sleep-inducing tempo. 
There cannot be any advocates of theatre which 
uses the same meaningless movements again and 
again, always uncoordinated, the same poses and 
formations, which does not know its lines, puts 
items in the wrong order, and is completely ignorant 
in the art of staging. 
For example: imagine a young lad in a badly- fitting 
cassock, with nothing covering his head, no make 
up, and no beard or moustache. He is holding an 
enormous cross, which he wields in such a way as 
to deliberately offend as much as possible the 
feelings of a believer or simply of a person who has 
not completely turned his back on the past. He is 
playing the part of a priest. 
This ‘simplified version’ of a priest, in addition to 
hopping around, drunk and merrily waving the 
cross, immediately undermines all of Blue Blouse’s 
authority and the audience member leaves spitting 
with disgust, ready to shout tomorrow “Down with 
Blouse! Your drama is not revolutionary, (they are 
afraid the priest is going to dance again), but an old, 
narrow-minded one…” 
Another example: the international situation is 

being portrayed, in which Chamberlain sings motifs 
from Carmen: “Toreador, on guard!”... “I’m 
Chamberlain”. And then the chorus suddenly joins 
in: “Let’s drink to Sasha. Dear Sasha Kerensky”. 
And the chorus finishes, portraying English high 
society singing a toast: “to our lovely women, our 
beautiful women”.  
Of course, any portrayal of the situation in England 
and of bourgeois governments’ attitudes to us which 
perverts reality beyond recognition and any material 
which is not Blue Blouse material –, and material 
that is not taken from Blue Blouse undermines 
Blouse’s authority before the masses. The reason for 
this is an absence of the necessary on the ground 
training and leadership.  
Now let us discuss those troupes, still not very 
many of them, who have completely mastered their 
art and painstakingly process the material (sample 
material from the Moscow magazine, and not 
counterfeit, of course). When you see the 
significance they have taken on among the masses, 
it is a completely different situation. The authority 
of a Blouse like this is so great that all the masses 
are on Blue Blouse’s side and we can’t wait for a 
new issue to come out, and every issue is staged 
from 10 to 20 times until all the workplaces have 
seen it. Few, including good drama troupes and 
drama productions, even those featuring stars from 
the capital, can create the kind of impression, the 
kind of truly beautiful, living entertaining spectacle 
that educates, is truly relaxing and intelligently 
amusing. 
And when a Blouse troupe like this works, then the 
club bar is empty. On that day, instead of the usual 
15-20 kegs of beer, they have trouble selling 3-4 
kegs to the 500 people present. And what silence 
and attentiveness from the audience. As for who the 
audience is: at the first performances of an issue the 
percentage of adults reaches 90- 95. There are many 
grey beards and bald heads scattered among the 
rows. This is compelling evidence that Blue Blouse 
is the only art form which/must, once it has 
developed, occupy one of the most important places 
in the future of theatre. 
This is what life dictates.

WHAT LIFE DICTATES  
TOWARDS THE FIFTH YEAR OF OUR EXISTENCE 

(published retaining comrade Vechorskii’s stylistic features) 

P. You. Vechorskii 
Blue Blouse instructor, Nizhnyaya Talda, Urals
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Yes, yes, dear critics, this is how it is, and how it 
will be. And whether Blouse is a lesser or greater art 
form is still a thorny question. Our opinion is that at 
present it is no longer lesser, but intermediary, as it 
were, but promises to turn into the greatest form in 
a few years and that is a fact. 
There are also people who claim that it is merely 
vaudeville with singing, operetta, variety, circus and 
slapstick. 
Everyone evaluates the type of Blouse which they 
have had the opportunity to see. It has happened 
that a critic ended up seeing a bad, amateur Blouse 
production a few times, without an experienced 
director. 
This critic saw workers complaining and spitting 
with disgust as they left the theatre. This then gives 
the excuse to publish a scathing article saying that 
Blouse has outlived its usefulness, that it is dying, 
that it is even scorned by mass audiences. 
What, then, is new in our art? Everything. If we 
sometimes use old music, old approaches to staging 
and sometimes movement and dance, if you look 
and listen carefully you will see and hear how 
cleverly and sometimes brilliantly this is used in a 
completely new interpretation. How often it 
happens that old music is completely unexpectedly 
enriched by new content; music that was rich in its 
power and beautiful to listen to, but with sickly 
sweet and empty content. 
Further. Where in old art were such strongly 
functional exercises in the form of ceremonial 
marches used, some of which became truly classic 
for our art? Where in old art were physical culture, 
mechanisation of gestures, movement of the body, 
or word dynamics used? Where in other forms did 
such vitality and precision in word and movement 
exist? 
It’s no wonder old men say: “You see a Blue Blouse 
performance and feel young again: you want to live, 
to celebrate, and to work and work actively and 
harmoniously”. Where was and is all of this, except 
for in the art of Blouse? 
Now a few words about music. Opera (more than 
drama) is nothing without a love intrigue. Love, it 
can be said, has completely bewitched opera. The 
content of operas is nauseating. Everything in opera 
rests on voices, and most importantly on music. Up 
until recently, and even today, you can hear a 
worker’s opinion on an opera he has seen: ‘It’s fine, 
except the music gets in the way’. And they are 
right. The content is incomprehensible and removed 
from him, and also the music prevented him from

absorbing the meaning of what was being sung on 
stage, and he leaves the theatre annoyed at the 
music. Because of this, an opinion formed that 
workers do not understand good music and they 
prefer the familiar Korobushka or Bright Shines the 
Moon. But with the development of Blue Blouse 
which, beginning with simple folk songs and 
moving on gradually to the most serious music, it 
turned out that workers do understand excellently 
the most complex pieces of music and are able to 
evaluate them correctly. 
Variety shows of the past were obsessed with crass, 
suggestive and usually cynical satirical songs, 
jokes, and sketches, and again they were usually on 
the theme of ‘love’, only in an intentionally 
perverse form, often in forms and expressions that 
aroused sexual energy. 
But Blue Blouse gives centre stage to the value and 
representation of labour in all its guises and forms, 
to a sense of the collective, of class (and not 
individual feelings). Work in the factory, everyday 
life: this is where the main themes of Blouse come 
from. 
And how is the material developed? What 
enormous work is invested in this expression of 
creative energy? How much grassroots material on 
the latest news and on local themes do almost all 
troupes produce? Because no other art form 
encourages initiative or uncovers independent 
creative talent, as Blouse successfully accomplishes 
via its endless number of troupes.  
It is no wonder, therefore, that all other forms of 
theatrical art have pounced on us, and that their 
critics approach this short theatrical form so 
spitefully. The centuries-old oak has felt that the 
young sapling, as it grows, is fatally undermining 
its life. 
This is why the critics are so harsh, this is why 
there is such strong propaganda for a change in 
form, for a move to vaudeville, for the elimination 
of collective read-throughs, for the adoption of 
physical culture approaches, and, in brief, 
everything that so successfully sets Blue Blouse 
apart from all other forms. This accounts for the 
authorities’ completely dismissive attitude towards 
Blue Blouse, based on the opinions of specialists 
who for a century had built and continue to build 
theatre which will benefit a large petty bourgeoisie 
and for whom Blue Blouse is undoubtedly the most 
invidious of opponents, the most invidious enemy. 
Our foundations have been shaken, a horrified 
philistine cries, why has Blouse come into my 
bedroom? Into my kitchen. Into my private life. 
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It agitates my family, it has opened my wife’s eyes, 
my son’s, my daughter’s, by introducing them to 
social life? And the cry goes out: “Down with 
politically engaged art. Down with propaganda. 
We’ve had enough. Get rid of Blouse, or if this is 
not possible, then remake it, change the form. 
Instead of its directness, give it a hidden meaning. 
Enough, the material and the execution should be 
presented in the old way (no ‘barking’, no raising of 
hands, no acrobatics)”. 
And the stronger Blue Blouse gets, the more furious 
the attacks get, the harsher the criticism becomes 
from representatives of the so-called ‘great forms’. 
And, of course, this is completely understandable. A 
good strong Blue Blouse group from among the 
ranks of workers in a club is incomparably closer, 
more understandable and more beautiful in form 
than the best school drama troupe, be it old or new. 
My team and I have just visited series of factories 
(Tagil, Kushva, Lyalya, Nadezhdinsk) and we saw 
the awful conditions in which Blue Blouseniks 
work. No money is spent even on directors, and 
Blue Blouseniks pour all their energy into trying in 
vain to overcome the difficulties in producing Blue 
Blouse. Touching scenes can be observed when an 
issue of the newspaper is even a little successful. 
There is such joy and obvious enthusiasm when 
they tell absolutely everyone how happy they are 
that the audience liked today’s performance. 
Their eyes sparkle and their smiles glow with this 
ecstasy, as if they had performed a serious 
revolutionary duty on behalf of the working class. 
The moment has come to recognise this mood in 
thousands of working Blouseniks, a moment which 
is neither risible nor fleeting. 
It is with sorrow that we must note the most 
dismissive and inattentive attitude on the part of 
trade union management to Blue Blouseniks. 
Though they spend large amounts of money on the 
upkeep of the clubs, they are afraid to waste an 
extra kopeck on Blouse production values, they are 
afraid to spare an extra ten roubles on a director or a 
musician. Even better: they forbade delegates to 
attend the convention of Blue Blouseniks in 
Moscow last year, even if they paid for the trip 
themselves (on the grounds that the Moscow Blue 
Blouse should not be telling us what to do), which 
was done with some sort of completely 
incomprehensible aim of killing initiative, of 
forbidding even the sharing of knowledge with 
other factories and in this way of thwarting our
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wish to improve and perfect our work.  
The time has come for a radical reconsideration of 
the issue of artistic activity in the clubs , and to 
raise Blue Blouse troupes up from their semi-
underground position at last, to give them plenty of 
room for initiative and independent activity, and to 
equip them with leaders. The time has come to set 
up a Blue Blouse workers’ school under the 
auspices of Moscow Blouse, funded by the unions 
and political education departments, and the money 
spent on this will be rewarded a hundredfold by the 
work of Blue Blouseniks, just like money spent on 
Blue Blouse where there are good troupes with good 
directors is obviously very well spent.  
Let us move on to our concrete proposals, and we 
hope that the Blue Blouse head office will not be 
offended that we dare to say something straight out, 
in Blue Blouse fashion.  
1. First of all, shake off all fear before those who set 
the tone in art, and firmly stick to the course that 
you have chosen. From the very beginning it has 
been the correct course. Remember that behind you 
stand millions of trade union members, and before 
you there are many millions of rural working 
people.  
2. Bodies such as the All-Union Central Council of 
Trade Unions and the Main Political-Education 
Committee should start studying the forms of our 
art in earnest, an art which serves the widest 
masses, and using Proletkult to spread the word 
about this new dramatic form, should put the new 
purely workers’ art of Blue Blouse in an even better 
position, creating the necessary conditions for this. 
3. Set up a central Blue Blouse theatre (with an 
experimental set-up) and associated with this a 
central institute for training directors, musicians, 
writers, as well as branches in large provincial 
centres. There can be no doubt that a Blue Blouse 
theatre will very popular among the widest masses 
and will soon win for itself a great authority, if it 
takes Blue Blouse’s true course and does not divert 
from its tried and tested form and constantly 
enriches and improves it.  
What we mean is, don’t bother your heads looking 
for new paths. The path has been found and long 
since determined; and know that by transitioning 
virtually completely to vaudeville, though with 
some singing, you are turning your backs on your 
Blue Blouseniks and causing untold trials to their 
ardent supporters B. Yuzhanin, Mayakovsky, 
Tret’yakov, Argo and our other authors. Because
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every Blue Blousenik speaks and thinks about you 
with awe and love. 
There are meetings, presentations, conferences, 
gatherings, campaigns and all sorts of things on 
topical themes. But Blue Blouse seems to have 
become indifferent to these current topics. Has it 
become tired? Is it already rendering itself useless?/ 
Has it outlived its day? Indeed even a campaign 
such as the ten-year anniversary of the October
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Blue Blouseniks and thousands of workers’ clubs 
impatiently expect from them. You know that just as 
drama, choir, musical and variety groups in our 
clubs exist for the main part to provide intelligent 
entertainment for the masses, so the club group  
Blue Blouse exists to provide timely reflection of all 
the most important political and social events. And 
then it is this group which ends up with no material 
and is bitterly forced to give its Blue

pages of other publications. Gosizdat, Proletkult, 
MODPIK and others vie with each other to send out 
hundreds and thousands of comedies, dramas, 
vaudevilles on unrelated themes. If Blue Blouse 
were to do the same, that is to say not to do what it 
was set up to do, then Blue Blouse groups would be 
left with no material and would be obliged to die 
off. Take the current situation. Currently factory 
committees are being re-elected, club managers are 
being re-elected, the tenth anniversary of October is 
being celebrated, co-operatives are being 
celebrated, co-operatives are being strengthened, 
and there is a campaign to extend savings banks. 
We await each issue of Blue Blouse with no less 
interest than we await our wages, if not sometimes 
more. We think, we’ll get the magazine and we’ll 
start portraying the campaigns and the issues, but 
then all we get is The Queen who has ‘made a 
mistake’. It’s not the Queen who has made a 
mistake, but the editors in Moscow, who have not 
bothered to find out what tens of thousands of 

Lives. Listen to what people are talking about in 
work rooms, bars, clubs, or at the market, and you 
will see the real life that the working masses lead. 
And depict that. And set aside these vaudevilles, 
(Chekhov style) and operettas. We don’t need them. 
Publish them in Club theatre, and give us back our 
bright, clear, plain-speaking Blue Blouse. The 
masses which we cater for demand this 
categorically and emphatically. Life demands this. 
We do not write this as part of a discussion, we 
don’t have time to argue, we demand only one 
thing: answer this: will you cover all the most 
important issues in our society in a Blue Blouse 
manner, planned in such a way that political events 
which happen in September are covered in the 
October issue of your magazine, October events in 
November and so on, and will you also provide, in 
good time, material that is relevant to upcoming 
campaigns, to industrial festivals, to professional 
and political conferences, to social issues related to 
religious holidays, drunkenness, old customs etc. 

October Revolution, which you 
would think would be 
worthwhile and would provide 
rich material, is almost 
completely overlooked in your 
magazine. Do you think that 
over the past ten years you have 
provided enough articles with 
interesting content for 
portraying October and 
therefore you rested on your 
laurels and settled for 
vaudevilles and operettas on 
inconsequential themes (and 
most importantly, of a play-like 
character)? We say that this is 
not enough. Too little, even. 
And the themes are disjointed. 
Your vaudevilles and operettas 
are good, there’s no doubt about 
that. But whom do you nourish 
with them? Our dramatic 
groups, choir groups and 
variety groups fill enough of the

Blouse magazine over to 
drama, choir and variety 
groups, and end up with no 
material itself. They are forced 
to write something about both 
the international situation and 
interior life themselves, 
because the Moscow editors 
do not want to help, do not 
want to work exclusively for 
their own groups. This sort of 
situation is not tolerable any 
longer and we demand: Blue 
Blouse magazine only for us, 
as it used to be. Indeed the 
editors used to manage to give 
us almost everything that was 
needed to depict a particular 
campaign or festival, so why 
have they now given up on 
that? Can you not find 
themes? You are mistaken. 
Come down to the factories, to 
the co-op shops, into workers’Assault Team - A variety-show parody
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etc., or are you going to abandon this completely 
and stick to providing material of play-like 
character, dealing with irrelevant topics, for other 
artistic groups, who are sufficiently catered for by 
publications of other cultural bodies? If the latter, 
then take the title Blue Blouse off the magazine, and 
write a straightforward collection of plays for clubs. 
What we desperately need is politically engaging 
art, and not classic vaudeville. We need: oratorios, 
sketches, operettas with a social dimension at their 
core, with strong content that does not contain too 
many words, humour, satire constructed in a Blue 
Blouse way (with ‘barking’ and ‘raising hands’ and 
pyramids). We do not intend to move away from 
this yet and we will not move away, because this is 
what the masses demand, this is why they love their 
Blouse, and not for light-hearted vaudeville. Give 
us both comic monologues and Chastushki. If you 
move away from this, it means that you have a poor 
knowledge of life in our factories and plants and 
villages. This is what various Perm opponents use 
when they assert that Moscow Blue Blouse does not 
serve the wide masses, that it is degenerating into 
vaudeville theatre and losing its identity, moving 
away from living newspapers in the contents of its 
articles, and what do you know, in this they are 
correct, but they are incorrect when they value their 
own publication, Living Theatre Newspaper, and 
their home-grown authors more than Moscow. 
We look forward to your answer, but please have a 
good think about it before you answer. It is not 
enemies who write to you, but sincere and true 
friends who want Blue Blouse to be just as beloved 
by the workers as it was in the recent past. 
At present we are forced to rely on our own poor 
quality material, seeing as you do not give us Blue 
Blouse material. Your material is undoubtedly 
contemporary, good and valuable, but it is not what 
we need. 
4. Continue to provide Blue Blouse material to Blue 
Blouse troupes, and we think that oratory should be 
the main form, based on its colossal success. For 
example: Young Communist International, May-day 
meeting, Lenin, Young communist fleet, 
Industrialisation of the Country and others. 
Sketches and political commentaries such as The 
President in Military Uniform, Revolution in the 
Harem, Trade Union Card, The Chinese Incident: 
dramatised sketches such as: Street Children, 
Alcohol is a Drug, International Organisation to 
Help Revolutionary Fighters. Industrial and 
professional pieces, Chatushki on social and
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industrial themes, large-scale countryside sketches 
with singing, dancing and Khorovods. 
Ceremonial marches, with the relevant sheet music 
provided. (For example, ‘No matter where you go, 
Kim is always there’) 
These forms are the basis of Blue Blouse’s art. 
Dramatisations, sketches, comic monologues, 
operettas and vaudevilles, informal forms, should 
be provided in a Blue Blouse way, with a clear 
exposition and a direct and emphatic conclusion 
(ending). 
As regards vaudeville and operetta, present them in 
such a way that it is possible to use Blue Blouse 
approaches: collective actions, music, dance, 
physical culture formations. 
5. Planning must be introduced into the contents of 
each issue of the magazine i.e. provide a complete 
living newspaper from beginning to end. Even if it 
means less material in each collection, the quality 
should be better and should reflect all upcoming 
campaigns, festivals and significant issues in union 
and industrial life. 
So, for example: 1) a ceremonial opening piece (a 
march on the topic of the day), 2) oratorio, 3) a 
dramatized sketch with music and singing, 4) two 
humorous sketches (themes: life in the factories, 
social issues, the workers’ school movement, the 
international situation etc.), 5) one skit or 
vaudeville 6) one large scale countryside piece (like 
a sketch, with singing, Khorovods and dancing), 7) 
a comic monologue (this form is far from obsolete 
and the audience receives it with great interest), 8) a 
conclusion.  
The sheet music section should be expanded, 
particularly for long oratorios, dramatic sketches, 
skits and ceremonial marches. The troupes will 
write material about local life and news themselves. 
This sort of material will best satisfy most troupes.  
Material in verse is easier to learn and more 
effective to perform than prose. The emphasis on 
speeches and sketches should be preserved. As little 
vaudeville as possible in prose. 
We were very disappointed when we heard that 
Blue Blouse magazine is to be merged with Club 
Theatre magazine. Our clearly stated wish and 
opinion is to keep our own independent magazine, 
because Blouse has established itself as a particular 
and independent aspect of the new art, with its own 
special direction.
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The time has come to face the attack on our 
theatrical fortress; in the face of political and 
professional organisations, we must use all our 
strength to fight for the acknowledgment of our art 
form as an independent new art form, which has the 
same merits as any other revolutionary form. We 
are not even asking for it to be given privileges, we 
just want Blue Blouse to be given the same 
recognition in workers’ art as other theatrical forms. 
We would like a dedicated section in the magazine 
for publishing letters from the localities, even at the 
expense of some artistic material. The editors from 
head office should establish links with the localities 
by means of surveys and correspondence (luckily 
all our troupes are registered). In this way, this 
section of the magazine will always be full of 
interesting content and will generate a lively 
exchange of opinions. Face to face instruction 
should not only take the form of whole troupes 
making trips, which is not always possible, but by 
members from head office and managers making 
trips to the localities. For example: trips to the 
Urals, Donbass and other places, to places where 
there are more or less strong Blouse troupes. 
Then the editors would always up to date with how 
our troupes work and with how they live and 
breathe. I’m not talking about the benefit of these 
visits to the localities themselves. Of course, these 
visits should be approved and supported by the 
trade unions, beginning with the cultural section of 
the All- Union Central Council of Trade Unions, 
which should approve of and give financial support 
to our head office editors in their work in promoting 
such an important aspect of club activity in the arts. 
This is what Blue Blouse is, and there is an 
enormous craving towards such art, mainly among 
workers, and when it is done properly, a lot more 
than to other forms. 
When all-union congresses of Blue Blouseniks are 
being organised it is essential to ensure that 
organisations which lead the masses (trade unions 
in particular) participate and help as much as 
possible. They should give specific directives about 
sending representatives and they should facilitate 
interested Blue Blouse clubs and organisations to

have the full possibility of sending representatives 
from among their working Blue Blouseniks, using 
the meeting as an excursion to familiarise 
themselves with the cultural centre of our union. As 
part of this, we should aim for a reduction in the 
price of return tickets to Moscow to 75%, as is done 
for third level students.  
This is all that we Blue Blouseniks from the Urals 
wanted to say to you. The points raised should be 
included in the agenda of the fourth all-union 
congress. As regards the ‘position’ of the Perm 
opposition and their publication Living Theatre 
Newspaper, there is nothing to be said on that 
matter. It’s just little Mos’ka the dog barking at the 
elephant. Perm and its home-grown disaster-
authors, who are weaker than many Blue Blouseniks 
from various Ural troupes, are barking at Moscow 
and at B. Yuzhanin, Mayakovsky, Tret’yakov, Argo 
and others. Do not think that they have any 
authority among our strong troupes in the Urals. 
Living Theatre Newspaper has no weight in our 
work. 
Their material may well be suitable for weak 
troupes who are only beginning their work, but 
there is nothing to be said for the artistic element. It 
is completely lacking. And strong troupes 
(Nizhnyaya Salda, Alapaevsk, Nadezhdinsk and 
others) write material themselves which in its 
content and form is incomparably superior to that 
published Living Theatre Newspaper. Yuzhanin 
killed them with one phrase: “People of Perm, that 
was weak. Sit down”. Truly well said. This made a 
spellbinding impression on Blue Blouseniks. 
This is everything that we, Blue Blouseniks from 
the Nizhnyaya Salda region, want to say to the all-
union congress of Blue Blouseniks on the fourth 
anniversary of Blue Blouse. We look forward to 
exchanging opinions both with our head office (the 
editors of Blue Blouse) and with groups from all 
over the Union. 

With Blue Blouse greetings from the Urals  
Blue Blouse instructor from Nizhnyaya Salda  

P. Yu. Vechorskii.  

The publication of Mr Vechorskii’s letter marks the launch of a new section in the magazine, in which the 
regions can exchange their views and experiences of developing ‘short forms’ in club performance. The 
editors do not share all the opinions of the spirited author by any means (and first of all his narrow view 
of Blue Blouse work in the clubs, for some reason limited only by oratorio forms and by the design of the 
living newspaper), but on the whole, consider Mr Vechorskii’s written presentation to be reasonable, 
healthy criticism, to which both head office and the regions must pay attention. We must add that the 
opinions expressed in this letter are fairly typical of the correspondence we receive from the regions.

FROM THE EDITORS
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TO THE GLUKHOV BLUE BLOUSE 
COLLECTIVE of the Workers Party Club  
The Agitprop Department of the Glukhov County 
Committee of the Ukrainian Lenin Communist 
Youth League thanks the Collective for the 
presentation by Living Newspaper No.7 to celebrate 
International Youth Day. 
The Agitprop Department notes the boldness and 
initiative of the Bluebouseniks in the construct of 
the the Living Newspaper, both in its content and in 
the directorial quality. 
The Agitprop Department considers that in the last 
year, the Blue Blouse collective has entirely 
justified its existence.  
   Vaniakin - On behalf of the 
Agitprop department of the local committee of the 
Ukrainian Lenin Communist Youth League 
 
Dankovo (Ryazan Province). Blue Blouse was 
organised in July 1925 (registration no. 102). From 
the start, the organisation has regularly issued 
monthly magazines. In total we have published 26 
issues. We show each issue at meetings, 
conferences, congresses etc. The Living Newspaper 
has toured in the countryside and neighbouring 
towns (13 tours). 
People approve of Blue Blouse and attend willingly. 
The lack of funding is however a big obstacle. It 
limits our use of appliqué materials. Currently we 
are working hard to be ready for the 10th 
anniversary of the October Revolution. 
   Director S. Glavshikov 
 
Merv (Turkmenian SSR). Until mid-1926, our town 
had no real idea of Blouse. Although there was a 
Blue Blouse, it had nothing in common with the real 
Blouse, as the term is currently understood. It used 
to be a sort of drama circle, and not a good one, at 
that... Comrade Yu. M. Leichtman took over 
direction of the collective in August 1926. 
He introduced elements of physical culture to the 
work of the collective. He improved the quality of 
the music. As far as we can, according to 
circumstances, we use appliqué techniques. 
Recently we celebrated our first anniversary (18th 
August).

We were awarded a certificate by the District 
Trade Union Office and the club management. 
People are amicable. We work well. So far we 
have published 13 issues. We have performed 
approximately 75 shows, to approximately 40,000 
spectators. We are greatly respected. Favourites 
were performed 10 - 15 - 17 times, and include: 
‘Red Army’, ‘Aliments’ and others. 
Currently we are preparing an issue for the tenth 
anniversary of the October Revolution. We are 
enthusiastically supported by the club 
management and various organisations. We are 
making a collection for the aviette [light aircraft] 
“The Blueblousenik”. 
 Medvedev, Member of Collective No. 70 
 
Taganrog. During the summer, the ‘8th of March 
Club’ of the ‘Red Beam’ Blue Blouse Collective 
no.334 staged 16 productions. They performed for 
club and union excursions, and one performance 
took place in a village. On International Youth 
Day the collective participated in a town-wide 
Living Newspaper festival, and our production 
managed to achieve primary position, staged on a 
vehicle representing the Communist Youth 
Internationale. 
We follow pure Blue Blouse working principles. 
We are establishing links with other town Living 
Newspapers, and we hope to create a bureau of 
town Living Newspapers under the auspices of the 
Union of Trade Unions. We are preparing a grand 
soirėe with a demonstration of our best numbers, 
in order to raise funds for the construction of the 
‘Blueblousenik’ aviette (to be named after the 
Blueblouseniks of the USSR). 
   Director Nikolayev 
 
Kurgan (Urals). The ‘Rivet’ Blue Blouse 
Collective, established in April this year as a part 
of the Professional Technical School club, and 
initially guided by the All- Union Lenin 
Communist Youth League cell is rapidly engaging 
town workers clubs. 
In July, the Rivet merged with the Krasin Soviet 
trade workers club and since then the work of the 
collective has become increasingly productive.

WHERE?.. WHAT?.. HOW?..



 

!63

BLUE BLOUSE

The management board of the collective consists of: 
chairman - Korzhev, artistic directors - Lebedev and 
Pugachev. Rivet performances are free of charge. 
 
Bezhetsk. Under the guidance of the Department 
for Communist Youth and the patronage of the 
Department for Political Education, the work of 
local Blueblousniks has been developing 
successfully. 
Among the workers there is a clear interest in the 
methodology of the Living Newspapers.  
The next step is to organise school collectives under 
the slogan: “We will renew our drama workshops 
through Living Newspapers”.  
    Rumyantsev 
 
Kuznetsk (Saratov Province). Our Living 
Newspaper collective was established in 1924. The 
aim of the Living Newspapers was to campaign for 
a new way of living, a new way of structuring 
country life. 
The collective has performed throughout the region, 
wherever there were musical instruments available 
in the People’s Houses, as well as in the workers’ 
districts, e.g. timber plants and broadcloth factories. 
The collective received a huge number of 
comments from the people. In the first days, the 
collective followed the Blue Blouse repertoire, but 
we gradually adapted the material according to the 
local environment. We introduced topical material 
into the pageants, tales, chastushki and monologues. 
The collective performed in all the workers clubs in 
the town.The workers were often fascinated by the 
Living Newspaper. They gladly suggested topics 
from their seats. 
There are 22 members of the collective. The 
performers are enthusiastic. In 1927 our “Club 
Call” Living Newspaper celebrated its 3rd 
anniversary. 
The Newspaper is structured like this: a march/
parade, political review, new way of life, local 
review, satire, chastushki and post box. We respond. 
We end the show with lighting effects.  
 Club Call Living Newspaper Collective 
 
Kiev. Our Living Newspaper was established 1 1/2 
months ago from unemployed people who had 
never before participated in any (art) workshops.

At first it was very difficult for the director to work 
with this collective (there were 60 members of the 
collective from the beginning), but gradually many 
dropped out and some were “dropped” for being 
rowdy. We did not have our own premises and spent 
a considerable time (almost a year) wandering from 
club to club. In bad weather, many of those who 
lived far away were unable to attend rehearsals. Our 
aim is to cover the latest news from here and abroad 
and to highlight issues around the fight against 
unemployment, therefore we were unable to use 
other authors’ material. Our own articles were not 
received particularly well by our audience. Now all 
our shortcomings have been eliminated. Our 
Agitbase commissions articles from skilled Blue 
Blouse authors and others. Recently we staged a 
private performance. The Living Newspaper 
production (directed by comrade Urinov) was 
deemed satisfactory.  
    Agitbase Siren  
 Living Newspaper participant, Berman 
 
Evdanovo Station (Voronezh Province). Since 
1925 Blue Blouse has been part of the Workers' 
Club of the Central Union of Evdanovo Enterprises. 
There are 13 blueblouseniks in the collective. 22 
shows have been produced. We are guided by the 
Blue Blouse journal. We put on stage productions on 
local themes.  
  Pershina, local Head librarian 
 
Baku. In late September we celebrated the 
anniversary of Blue Blouse at the Labour Exchange. 
We gave 46 performances during the course of the 
year. There are 14 members in the collective. There 
is great enthusiasm. In October the Labour 
Exchange will move to a new premises, where there 
will be a hall allocated for us.  
     I. Zak 
 
Vitebsk. Our mass productions have been 
tremendously received not just by our own Red 
Army regiment, but also by members of the “N” 
garrison who attended a production of the “Lenin 
Rifleman” Living Newspaper in the Red Army 
House in Vitebsk. We have 16 core members. Our 
director is comrade Evdokimov.  
The Red Army soldiers are particularly enthusiastic 
about material we have devised ourselves. There has 
recently been a surge of people wanting to work 
with the Living Newspaper.
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Town, Voronezh Province).  
No. 409. "Living Newspaper". Dir. Shestopalov ("Red 
Ceramic" Group, Slaviansk).  
No. 410. "Tram". Dir. Petrovskii (local committee of the 
tram depot of the Provincial section of the Union of 
manual and office workers of the commune economy, 
Stalingrad).

No. 411. "Projector". (Specialist Courses in the Thomas 
Edison 9th School, Moscow).  
No. 412. "Blue Blouse". Dir. Purik ("War against 
Palaces", broadcloth Factory, Penzen Province). No.413. 
"Shuttle". Dir. Malishevskii, Dunin, Ivannikov (Jute 
Factory, Odessa).  
No. 414. "Storm". Instructor Rastsvetov (Chernomor 
District Committee, Novorossiisk Province).  
No. 415. "Outburst". Instructor Rastsvetov (Chernomor 
Technical School , Novorossiisk Province).  
No. 416. "SibFarfor Blue Blouse". Dir. Shvets, Kuss 
(SibFarfor porcelain factory, Irkutsk Region, Irkutsk 
Province).  
No. 417. "Blue Blouse". Directors: Aleksandrov, 
Shakatov, Bandarev, Marchenko, Demina (Don. Railway, 
Ilovay Station).  
No. 418. "Bogdanov Blue Blouse". Dir. Adukevich, 
Vladimirov, Arzhakov, Danilov (Builders' Union, Kurza, 
Nizhnii-Novgorod Province).  
No. 419. "Blue Blouse". Dir. Gorskii (Cine-Club of the 
October Railway, Ostashkov District, Tver Province).  
No. 420. "Blue Blouse". Dir. Soldachenko. (Club of the 
Union of Textile workers, Gladyshev broadcloth Factory, 
Guryev, Ulyanov Province).  
No. 421. "Blue Blouse". Dir. Petrov, Volodin (Comrade 
Stalin Club, "5th October" Factory, Strunino Station, 
Vladimir Province).  
No. 422. "The Trade Unionist-Loud Hailer" Dir. 
Smolnikov (District Committee of Traders, Lower Salda 
Factory, Lower Salda, Tagil District, Urals Region).  
No. 423. "Komsomoliya" Dir. Dvorkin, Yudkevich, 
Yudashkin (United Club, Glukhov, Ukraine).  
No. 424. "Blue Blouse - Pen and Book". Dir. Troitskii, 
Lisenko (Railway School No. 82, Odessa). 

Note: 
The Gomel Railway workers' Collective "Blue 
Blouse" (all- Union no.182) have new members of the 
editorial committee. The following comrades have 
become members: Sosimovich, Ladutko and Larchenko.  

THE FOLLOWING LIVING NEWSPAPER CIRCLES HAVE REGISTERED:

Consequently, the number of members of the ‘Lenin 
Rifleman’ has grown to 46. They are composed of 
two groups: the ‘principals’ and the ‘apprentices’. 
The principals perform in all the shows. The 
apprentices are familiarising themselves with the 
methods and forms of work of the Newspaper and 
during their lessons they are working on the same 
material as the principals, learning from their 
experience.

Poltava. The ‘Torch of Youth’ Living Newspaper 
(the Youth section of the October Revolution Railway 
Club) performances have had tremendous success 
with the number ‘Our Response to Chamberlain’. 
This show, written by the collective members using 
Blue Blouse material (in particular ‘Red Army’ and 
‘International Youth Day’), is the first time in this 
town anyone has used the ‘Appliqué Transformation’ 
technique.



 

Blue Blouse has been invited to tour Czechoslovakia, Austria and Switzerland.

At the beginning of October, on the invitation of Workers International Relief (Mezhrabpom) 14 
members of the main group of  Blue Blouse left for Germany. This trip was organised to coincide with 
the tenth anniversary of the October revolution. It was not a commercial tour, but rather was conceived 
in the spirit of comradeship as an opportunity for the working masses of Germany to become 
acquainted with Soviet revolutionary art.  
The first Blue Blouse show was staged in Breslau. It was hugely successful. When the curtain was 
lowered the audience broke into song with ‘The Internationale’, which was an unexpected surprise for 
the Blueblouseniks. (On subsequent trips this became the norm.) Apart from floral presentations from 
communist organisations, the Blue Blouse troupe received flowers from a group of social-democrats 
with a note “to the bearers of Soviet culture and art”.  
Five Breslau newspapers responded to the arrival of the Blue Blouse. The Workers Newspaper 
published a warm welcome and presented the Blue Blouse troupe with a banner bearing a five-pointed 
star and an emblem in the shape of a hammer and sickle. The democratic media gave good reviews. 
Even the Fascist press wrote guardedly, but not negatively, about the Blue Blouse performances.  
The premiere in Berlin (in Piscator’s theatre) attracted not only workers, but also curious members of 
the bourgeoisie. The show resulted in a pro-Soviet Union demonstration.  
The popular left-wing director Piscator was elected honorary member of the Blue Blouse movement. 
He now sports a Blue Blouse badge.  
All the capital’s media reacted to the arrival of the Blue Blouse. 
Comrade Krestinsky attended two of the shows at the Soviet Club.  
To date the Blue Blouse has visited the following destinations: Dresden, Chemnitz, Leipzig, Halle, 
Erfurt, Wittenberg, Kiel, Lübeck, Hamburg, Bremen and other towns, all with great success. The 
workers of Germany have welcomed the Blue Blouse with exceptional warmth.  

BLUE BLOUSE IN GERMANY

Moscow Blueblouseniks with Breslau communists
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