Intimate Town / Intiimne linn (est.) 

English subtitles
It's "Radio Liberty".

You're listening to works by 

Sergei Dovlatov from Leningrad.

You can also find them 

in the magazine "Time and Us", issues 24 and 25.

August 24, 1990. New York.

Sergei Dovlatov, one of the most

popular Russian writers

dies in the ambulance 

due to a heart attack.

"I'm convinced there are only

three cities worth living in ?

Leningrad, Tallinn

and New York"

Sergei Dovlatov lived in Tallinn

for three years,

full of hopes and disappointments,

ups and downs.

Based on the notes from Tallinn and Leningrad 

the novel "The Compromise" was born ?

being a reflection of one era.

One of the brightest recollections is

having received the Order of Lenin.

What has this five-year cycle added to 

your life? - We got a new apartment.

All the tasks of the IX five-year plan

I completed with honour

And now I'm working in the X five-year plan...

<i>Tallinn is described as 

artificial, doll-like, butaforical.

<i>I have lived there and I know 

that everything is genuine, which means

<i>that the essence of Tallinn 

is slightly artificial...

<i>Estonian culture is referred to as external.

<i>Thank you for even that much.

<i>In my opinion the external culture 

is being cursed because

<i>the guests of the capital of Estonia 

are clearly short of it.

<i>There are cute children in Estonia.

<i>There are no homeless dogs in Estonia.

<i>One may see dockers in Estonia, 

Who drink cherry liqueur or brandy from drams...

INTIMATE TOWN

Dovlatov's book The Compromise was written

following his emigration to the US.

He describes the period of 1972-1976

during which he was a journalist.

The book was published in the US in the 80s,

the prototypes still living in the USSR.

For most of the characters

their real names have been used.

Most of them were real prototypes 

of his co-workers still living today.

All people interested in 

literature can read about them.

I'd like to find the prototypes and see

if they are real or he has used just the names,

how much of it is true or if there is no 

truth at all, such a research...

It's important to know the context,

but we'll certainly find something.

<i>Why was I heading especially 

for Tallinn?

<i>Why not for Moscow?

<i>Why not for Kiev, 

where I had influential friends?

<i>There were no reasonable motives. 

A car heading there got in my way.

He asked for a meeting.

He called and said: "Let's meet!"

"I'm thinking about 

coming to work in Tallinn.

I'm in debt and other sins,

can I come to Tallinn somehow?"

We arrived in Tallinn in the morning. 

I still remember his words...

We were on the way to the railway station,

he was looking to the right -

he had been in Tallinn before - 

he looked towards the upper city, saying:

"Tallinn isn't a real city. 

It's a set of the movie studio in Yalta."

He asked: "How can I get 

a job at the newspaper?"

I worked for a short time at "Evening 

Tallinn" during my student years.

The newspaper "Evening Paper" 

had been popular in Tallinn

for 28 years. 

Now the paper had a brother.

We are witnessing the birth

of a new paper "Evening Tallinn"

"Let's go to see the assistant editor.

I'll introduce you, talk things over, 

I guess he'll employ you."

A minute later he's coming out,

no smile but a kind of lost

impression on his face.

I asked him what happened.

But he says that he wasn't accepted.

I ask the assistant editor 

what's the matter.

"We agreed.

The matter had to be resolved."

He replies:

"What kind of a person have you brought here?"

"What do you mean by "person I have brought"?"

"I asked him for his 

last place of service with you.

His answer was: "I never was a servant 

and am not going to become one."

"If you do not want to serve

then move along!"

"Evening Tallinn" written in 

Russian is useful for everyone.

Including those who were left without

a newspaper written in Estonian.

Unfortunately they still 

had to buy it the old way.

<i>Dima Sher, who had once 

written a dispatch saying

<i>"The artificial kidney is common in our 

daily lives" was known as the "Wooden Pen".

For me the first book by 

Dovlatov was The Zone.

It was in 1989.

I read it in Vienna

because they didn't publish 

his works on Soviet territory.

He mentioned my surname, 

but used another given name.

The topic about which 

he mentioned me once

had nothing to do with me at all

as I've never been connected with theatre.

He wrote that Vadim Sher had 

told him about the play

about which he later wrote an article.

<i>In the evening I went to the theatre.

<i>They were doing a production called 

For Whom the Bell Tolls, based on Hemingway.

<i>The performance was awful -

<i>a combination of The Magnificent 

Seven and The Young Guard.

<i>In the second act Robert Jordan 

shaved himself with a dagger.

<i>He was wearing Polish jeans. 

Just like me.

<i>At the end of the performance

such terrible gunfire began

<i>that I walked out without 

waiting for the ovations.

<i>Our city is so good-natured -

<i>every theatrical performance 

ends in wild applause...

There were different reactions -

some were glad to recognize themselves

others were not, 

because Sergei didn't flatter.

The impressions were different

although we used to get together,

analyzing and discussing prototypes, 

trying to guess who was who.

Repetsky was another story 

in connection with Dovlatov

because of the fiction 

about going to see Leida Peips -

as Vitaly Repetsky appeared

there instead of Dovlatov.

<i>Estonian SSR. Paide Region. 

To Linda Peips. Telegram.

<i>Dear Linda Peips!

<i>My comrades and I thank you 

from the bottom of our hearts

<i>for the success of your work.

<i>Self-sacrificing labour for one's native 

land gives the notion of...

To get 5300 kilos of milk

per each cow in general...

The Central Committee of the Party ordered 

to write a letter to Leonid Brezhnev.

The reply to the Estonian

milkmaid called Leida Peips

arrived a little earlier than the 

letter to Brezhnev had been completed.

So the letter written by Vitaly Repetsky 

together with his co-workers

had to be corrected according to the 

reply that had already been received.

"Our Leida" - they call her in Estonia.

<i>The end went like this: "Another 

happy event has occurred in my life.

<i>The Communists of our farm 

elected me their "member"!"

<i>Here the style was already limping visibly, 

but I had no strength to revise it."

Sergei added some 

very piquant details to that story

that didn't really take place.

It is almost impossible to produce 

a document of this kind in a sober state,

so the letter of Leida Peips 

to Leonid Brezhnev was fuelled

by the alcoholic 

amortizations of their mind.

Shablinsky is Misha Roginsky, 

who was his good friend.

Sergei liked drinking and 

Misha was of the same kind.

They were together a lot 

because of that.

Misha was very proud of his 

victories and achievements.

Sometimes he was a duke, baron 

and whoever;

no need to say that he would 

capture the hearts of all the ladies.

<i>Each of us attended to his business. 

We didn't earn bad salaries.

<i>From his out-of-town assignments 

Shablinsky would bring back dried fish,

<i>duck eggs, and even live piglets.

I didn't bring any

live piglets of course.

During openings of 

factories or railway lines

there were huge banquets,

that usually ended with 

a banquet in the sauna

where only the board is present.

Of course there was a lot of food

And I took some leftovers with me.

You are being offered: take it!

It usually took him 

only a few minutes to write an article.

Then he went home,

and sat down to work.

Many people think that it 

was very easy for him to write.

But he paid attention to every 

syllable, every sound,

vowel or consonant -

he considered everything.

<i>The Fifth Compromise. 

"Soviet Estonia." November 1975.

<i>A man has been born.

<i>The annual holiday 

of Liberation Day is widely

<i>observed in the republic.

<i>Factories and mills, collective farms,

machine-and-tractor stations -

<i>all report of great work results.

<i>And still another milestone has been 

reached in the last few days.

<i>The population of the capital of

Estonia has reached 400 000.

<i>In Tallinn Hospital No. 4, a baby 

has been born to Maya and Grigori Kuzin -

<i>their long-awaited firstborn.

<i>His fate is to be the 

400 000th inhabitant of the city.

<i>"He'll be an athlete," says 

Chief Doctor Mihkel Teppe, smiling.

<i>The happy father awkwardly tries 

to hide his calloused hands.

<i>"We'll call our son Lembit," he says. 

"Let him grow like the folk-hero of that name!"

When the 400 000th Tallinn citizen

was expected, journalists were on guard.

None of the newborns

fit the high standard.

The baby had to be born to 

a mixed Russian-Estonian family.

The baby had to be healthy.

Unfortunately none of the babies 

turned out to fit these criteria

Then the suitable baby arrived.

<i>"Listen," I said, 

"call your son Lembit."

<i>"Why Lembit?" 

Kuzin was surprised.

<i>"We wanted Volodya. 

What on earth is that - Lembit?"

<i>"Lembit is a name."

"What is Volodya - not a name?"

<i>"Lembit is from folklore."

<i>"What's that - folklore?"

"The art of people."

<i>"What does the art of the 

people have to do with it?

<i>My own private son 

I want to call Volodya.

<i>What he'll be called later

is another problem.

<i>For example, I was named Grisha,

and what happened?

<i>What did I grow up to be? A guzzler.

<i>That's what They should have called me 

in the first place...Bottoms up."

I'm honoured to announce that

the 400 000th citizen of Tallinn

will be named Kalev  

according to his parents' wishes.

Then my colleague, Bush, 

interviewed a captain

of a merchant ship 

from West Germany.

That wasn't the way 

he met Bush, of course.

Bush was a very 

original personality,

extremely handsome.

the ladies would faint

just from seeing him.

He spoke no foreign languages,

but still he was 

devilishly handsome,

and he was always very well dressed

and paid great attention to that.

But during his work with newspapers 

awful things happened to him.

Some of his troubles 

are described by Dovlatov here.

<i>Tallinn harbour is 20 minutes

walk from the centre.

<i>Bush went to complete his task by taxi.

<i>He called into the editorial office 

of the harbour newspaper.

<i>The 40th birthday of Lyova Baranov

Was being celebrated there.

<i>Bush was given a liqueur glass.

<i>Bush drank with pleasure and said:

"I can't. I'm on duty."

<i>He drank a bit more

and phoned the dispatcher.

<i>The dispatcher recommended 

the West German freighter "Edelweiss".

<i>Bush drank another glass 

and went to the fourth wharf.

The truth is Bush didn't meet him. 

He came to the local international

club for sailors

got very drunk, and wrote 

about meeting that captain.

They didn't even 

let Bush on board.

But he wrote that story

in which the captain was appraising 

how Soviet people are anyway.

<i>The captain wiped his blistered 

hands clean into tows.

<i>His beard gleamed of black oil.

<i>The clay pipe pressed 

the angular chin downwards.

<i>He winked at me and said:

<i>"Remember, young man!

Freedom is like air.

<i>You breathe freedom

And don't realize that...

<i>Soviet people don't

understand that.

<i>They are born free as birds.

<i>Only a fish thrown to shore

understands me...

<i>That is the reason I'll return!

<i>I'll return in order to taste

the rye bread once again!

<i>The smelling bread of freedom, 

equality, brotherhood!"

<i>"Quite good," the editor said,

"lively and convincing."

<i>"There's only one thing troubling me... 

Did he really say such things?"

<i>Bush was surprised:

"What else could he have said?"

Actually the captain had almost

been in the SS during the war.

But the reason was not that.

KGB tried to make

him a Soviet spy.

Then suddenly - everybody knew

about his anti-Soviet views,

so it would have made 

him an even more valuable agent -

he makes a statement claiming 

to be in love with the Soviet Union.

They could have eaten Bush alive,

but somehow he survived.

That's daily work: an ex-milkmaid 

Margarita Rinaldo is preparing

the soil for the next sowing...

<i>Mitya Klenski also plays a part, 

he's easy to recognize.

<i>His passion for anodized

<i>tie-clips and heavy,

fake amber cigarette holders

<i>has brought him widespread fame.

The 1970s.

He returns from Leningrad. 

The newspaper controlled by the party.

I think he could

have been grateful

for being employed 

when Andropov already...

He, a dissident,

was employed by the party newspaper.

He writes about the wrong things, 

unacceptable for the paper that he let out.

He tricked the editor

in a ruining and ungrateful manner...

Certainly he has the right to do that.

I could have never 

done so.

I agree that if 

someone was kind to you,

that doesn't mean you shouldn't 

tell the truth about that person.

Perhaps he knew the editor

better than I do

and the editor just

kept him working there.

I can't say I'm insulted,

But I have to say honestly

That I feel such alienation,

like a partition wall...

I agree with the preface of the book

I obtained the book especially

before your shooting of the film.

The people are those who they were, 

and at the same time they are not.

I recognize several people

in myself at the same time.

The impression having read the material 

and based on the discussion earlier...

my opinion is that to use 

real surnames in fiction

together with events 

described in detail

and the names of institutions and 

newspaper offices is immoral.

During my work in different 

editorial offices of Moscow

I was always asked with nasty smirks: 

"Hey, did you really have the clap?"

Maybe I'm oversensitive

in this respect

the moral today

has been devaluated,

but for me that's 

still unacceptable.

My name belongs to myself.

<i>From the television studio

I drove to Marina's.

<i>For a whole year, there had been

intellectual intimacy

<i>with a sense of animosity 

and depravity between us.

<i>Marina worked in the secretarial

department of our newspaper.

<i>Before and after work her behaviour 

was governed by the scepticism

<i>and the rather crude directness of 

a thirty-year-old single woman.

My mother listened to The Compromise

on the radio first.

Sergei was reading it on 

"Voice of America" late at night.

My mother wasn't asleep and shouted 

from time to time in an awful voice:

"Tanja, come - it's Sergei!"

I rushed to her room

and through the awful jamming

I heard that velvet voice

mentioning familiar names 

and our editorial offices.

I didn't find myself 

among them that time.

At first I rejoiced 

as I thought

he was merciful to those he loved

and thus they were left out.

Later on, when I found a segment 

about myself I was quite shocked.

There were such obscenities...

Maybe you'll describe... 

- No way!

I have made notes somewhere

I can't find the place right now.

Of course not my name

and the party department...

It is difficult to relate to it.

Some of my colleagues may see

the story differently,

but those I talked about it

we are a little 

angry at him

Sergei since that time.

Once we had a long talk sitting

on a bench by the Tammsaare monument.

Sergei was very angry at me,

I was scolding him.

I said: "Why do you torture 

yourself so much, Sergei,

It will kill you!" 

He wanted to be a writer.

He worked in the editorial office

for only a piece of bread.

He wasn't published.

I told him -

How did I dare to say that,

now I'm embarrassed -

"Sergei, it will kill you,

maybe it is not for you.

Maybe you'll find something else.

Why do you waste your life.

Maybe it is all useless

and that's it."

Sergei got very serious,

merciless

and explained that only 

readers can decide

if someone is a writer or not,

but not those who allow 

books to be published or not.

He was in Tallinn not only 

because he had found a job,

but also because it was a chance

for his book to be published.

There was more democracy in

Tallinn at that time.

The art exhibitions of such 

artists that were forbidden

in Moscow or Leningrad 

were allowed.

Aksel Tamm who was the chief editor of

the "Estonian Books" publishing house

almost published the book.

We visited Aksel Tamm with 

him several times,

I waited on the street

while he was talking with Tamm.

Once he came out and said:

"the book is ready,

but I can't give it to you.

It is in such a form

that it isn't a ready book yet."

Later on the book was destroyed.

Sergei was such a person...

It has been described

in his books

That he was a total 

romantic with women.

A sinner, a repenting sinner 

and a romantic.

One of his surprises.

It's 5 o'clock in the morning. 

The phone is ringing.

He is somewhere,

certainly not at home.

"You're an uneducated girl 

who hasn't read Faulkner,

but if I'm stuck with you in an elevator, 

I'm stuck there with happiness."

Then he hangs up.

That was Sergei.

We didn't consider 

him to be a genius,

There was a guy...

I can't recall the reason 

why I took a picture of him

Editorial office, as a background.

Our newspaper was located there

on the 7th floor

I'd been working there

for over 40 years.

I have always thought 

after I was given

the opportunity

to talk about him.

It's strange 

for me to talk about him.

He was just a correspondent in 

the information department.

Later on they started 

to call him a great writer.

But he was just a simple 

correspondent.

I see people connecting 

themselves with him,

both those who were close to him

and those who were not.

Everyone thinks he was

their friend

that they spent time with him,

talking about how things 

were and were not.

I don't know.

I had a car, a Zaporozhets,

a Soviet tank.

He used to get into that tank

with his huge shoulders,

sat on the passenger seat

and we took off.

Sometimes we knew 

the destination,

but most of the time 

we didn't.

While sitting in the car

I asked Sergei where to go.

He asked me to drive "somewhere".

<i>The Fourth Compromise. 

"Evening Tallinn." October 1974.

<i>The Estonian ABC.

<i>On a rainy day by the edge of the woods

we came upon a huge beast walking.

<i>"Hello, hello!" we said to him.

The beast replied politely, "Tere!"

<i>And as he spoke a beam of light

came out and lit the clouds...

<i>An instructor from the Central 

Committee, Vanya Trull called up.

<i>"Who wrote this chauvinistic fable?"

"Why chauvinistic?"

<i>"Then it was you who wrote it?"

"Me. What's the matter?"

<i>"A beast figures in it."

"So?"

<i>"That Estonian appears to be a beast?

<i>Am I, an instructor of

the Central Committee, a beast?"

I was an instructor at the 

radio and television station

for the Central Committee

of Estonian Communist Party

My boss asked me 

to see him and said:

"We have a book by Dovlatov...

It is about to be published, but 

the censors won't let it be released.

Somebody called Kotelnikov..."

I have no idea who Kotelnikov is.

But they were suspicions...

Most likely it 

was a provocation.

Just a person turned out,

a friend,

Dovlatov gives a good friend

something to read which is

followed by a search at this friend's place.

It could have been so and probably was.

I don't know the exact case.

<i>There's no reason to go to 

Town Hall Square to get some cheese,

<i>so you go to your grocery.

<i>Exactly, that grocery 

no. 67 situated

<i>in the basement of your block.

<i>Meat, fish, vegetables,

bread, confectionery goods,

<i>dry goods, wine, cigarettes - 

you can find everything in the

<i>small grocery in the corner of 

Rabchinsky and Salme Streets.

He was in favour 

among the local alcoholics.

They always asked him

to tell them stories.

He amused them sometimes with the stories.

And block no 41.

There was a store in the cellar.

I lived my whole life here.

When Sasha, our daughter, 

had read by the time she was 16

all that was intensively published

after his death

she said: "He wrote about 

everyone except you, mother.

There's only one story

In the notes and that's all.

Why hasn't he written

anything about you?"

I said: "Please read 

what he wrote there.

Thank God he didn't 

mention anything about me.

I'm very pleased with that."

Our common friend Zhenya Rein 

made a compliment to me

by saying: "He didn't dare 

to write about you.

You didn't fit that lifestyle

which he described."

I understand it is a compliment

but it comforts me.

It was the first version 

of Compromise, from the Soviet period.

They are not much different,

several names he added while

rewriting the book in the US.

I guess Estonia 

remained so distant to him

that he somehow mixed everything up

and gave the surnames

to the wrong people 

instead of the right ones.

When the stories were completed

and I had read them through,

Before he left he gave me 

everything he had written.

It seemed nobody would 

ever publish it,

so the real episodes with real

people didn't irritate anybody.

But when it was started to be read,

moreover, published, my friend

and colleague, Tiina Karu,

just crossed the street when 

she saw me to avoid us meeting.

<i>The hardest distance.

<i>Tiina Karu comes from 

a close-knit family,

<i>graduated school with 

a golden medal, served as a

<i>Secretary of the Komsomol Committee, 

was always keen on sports.

<i>After finishing school, 

Tiina entered the

<i>Department of Chemistry 

of Tartu University,

<i>took part in the activities 

of the Student Scientific Society,

<i>and gladly carried out her 

duties as a Komsomol.

<i>Stubborn determination, consistency 

And rigour, an ascetic way of living -

<i>these are the factors 

which have determined

<i>the course of Tina's life story

and the path of her chosen goal.

She was my friend, 

we were colleagues.

Her husband who 

returned from Moscow

blamed her for being frigid 

compared to Russian ladies.

Tiina approached me,

if there is a defect,

one has to get rid of it.

She started strongly to demand...

I said: "Tiina, you are crazy,

Where on earth could I...

I'll talk to Dovlatov 

if he agrees to help..."

I discussed it with Sergei.

He said: "Tamara, are you crazy? 

We'll find someone right away."

And we did. Malkiel's name

is mentioned in the story,

he even confused 

10 roubles with one rouble.

<i>"Now I would like to test

it's practical application.

<i>Are you an amoral man?" 

she asked.

<i>I sat and thought.

<i>Shablinsky, of course, 

is an ace, but crude.

<i>Rosenshtein is building his dacha 

and has no strength left.

<i>Gulyayev - is blond. 

Mitya Klensky has the clap.

<i>Oska Chernov? 

Maybe he's suitable.

<i>Shy, ardent, and dark.

<i>True, a little stingy, 

but that's all right.

<i>For one time it won't matter.

The end of that story was

remarkable and interesting.

Jossif fell in love with her

but Tiina just used him.

She achieved her goal

and throw him aside.

She didn't need him anymore.

It was very difficult for Jossif.

He was absolutely

a man of literature.

His destiny was tragic.

He lived as if looking at

himself aside all the time.

After waking up he started 

to make a new story immediately.

At breakfast 

I never knew

who I would be in the story 

he was working on.

I could be a beautiful

Russian woman, a Dekabrist.

Next morning he had 

other content, another story,

I was a fat daughter 

of a general while he was

a poor miserable writer.

He earned his money as a journalist, 

but journalism was a stranger to him.

Sometimes he just made

the whole story up.

The column "Guests of Tallinn" 

was 90% fiction.

And what was he doing?

Just making up stories.

My childhood friend

whom Sergei cared very much about

had a Doberman called Aldona.

In "Guests of Tallinn" he wrote 

about Aldona, an engineer from Riga.

<i>"Guests of Tallinn".

<i>Aldona Guseva is a student 

at the Riga College of Agriculture.

<i>My brother Dainis lives in Klooga.

<i>I observed the timetable at the Baltic

<i>Railway Station and found at least 

3 railway stations under that name.

<i>Can you help me find the right one?

<i>I'm often in Tallinn. 

We are old friends.

<i>At nights I will certainly 

go to Toompea.

<i>You may find what I'm going to say 

to be funny,

<i>but I think it's impossible 

to insult someone

<i>or to lie to someone while

taking a walk in Tallinn.

<i>I have a feeling the city 

is looking at you

<i>as if it can see through you

About 90% of the guests 

of Tallinn are fictitious.

Just today I looked through 

this story from The Compromise

where a girl, a visitor to 

Tallinn comes to see Klensky.

Misha Klensky was a young man,

a beginner in journalism,

an absolute darling - 

neither drank nor smoked.

During the perestroika period he was

criticized on the Interfront radio.

Those Communists despised him and

used to read some excerpts of

Dovlatov from The Compromise,

As if saying - this is your

beloved democrat Klenski

and what your beloved

Dovlatov wrote about him.

Sergei was quite happy 

in Tallinn most of the time.

Three months after 

his arrival

we went to the "Estonian Books" 

publishing house.

Elvira Mikhailova, a friend of 

mine and my classmate's wife,

was a Russian editor there.

We just

called on her.

She said: "No problems, 

bring the book, let's publish it."

Sergei immediately started to

correct it and retype his stories

for publishing.

The correction of the book that 

was never published in Tallinn.

There are two stories,

which still remain unpublished.

Where's the contents?

"An Empty Room" and "Aunt Dasha".

I must tell you the story,

as Kotelnikov will give you

his version tomorrow.

Volodya Kotelnikov 

is my long-time friend.

He studied in Tartu as well,

He studied law,

but he is from Tallinn.

I have known him

most of my life.

He wrote too, but he showed 

None of his works to others.

He also worked as a journalist, 

as a forest manager in Archangel,

before that he was a lighthouse guard,

a common type of that period.

He also worked in a boiler house

and wrote in the drawer, so to say.

His wife's uncle was an important man 

in the committee of cinematography.

When Sergei heard about it

his stories were shown to the uncle.

Maybe he'd like something

that could be used in the cinema.

So he compiled The Zone 

and some other stories

and gave it to Kotelnikov, 

who passed it to the uncle.

He read them through, found them

interesting but unsuitable.

Volodya said that the 

stories can be taken back.

I got sick and had to

go to the hospital.

I was bringing some washing 

to my mother

and the trolley stopped 

by Kotelnikov's house.

I decided to visit him.

He brought the file from the bedroom 

and asked me to take it back.

I said I would take it next time

as I had two heavy bags.

So this file remained 

in the living room.

The next day I went to the hospital.

Three days later Kotelnikov

came to see me there

and told me that 

an incident had happened.

"My place was searched

the next day."

He made copies of Solzhenitsyn -

photos were made and then printed.

If this file had not 

been in that room...

the other rooms were not searched.

Thus I was

involved in the matter.

That's how it all got started.

It was December 1974 when the KGB gave 

that case to the Central Committee

having decided that Dovlatov 

had nothing to do with it.

The Central Committee

gave orders to "Soviet Estonia"

chief editor Turonok and 

"Eesti Raamat".

<i>The mysterious Kotelnikov.

<i>We met at one writers' gathering. 

Then we had a few talks

<i>in the corridor of one 

newspaper's editorial office.

<i>He was in a Suvorov Military School, 

a stoker, who writes something...

<i>Surname Kotelnikov.

<i>Now I think I about it I didn't 

like him from the start.

<i>As if there was something 

suspicious about him.

<i>But of course it's nothing.

We got along well.

<i>The thing that made me

a little mistrustful was

<i>the fact that his life was too

luxurious for a worker or a writer.

I couldn't read Dovlatov, 

because he defamed me.

I was in love with him

I could expect anything

but not that from him.

His manuscript was found 

in my apartment during a search.

The night before this search I 

tried to give it to his wife.

She didn't take it.

They made the search early morning

And took the manuscript.

I suffered much more

But his book was cancelled.

The book had already been printed.

He had asked me, my wife and 

Tamara to celebrate in the restaurant.

Then suddenly there's that search...

Everyone was against me,

thinking that I was working for the KGB

including Sergei.

As I have graduated from

Suvorov Military School

there is no 

greater insult

than the fact that the person 

cannot work for the Security.

It was very 

insulting to me.

Leaving the USSR, 

he called us.

I wasn't home

and he apologized to Zina.

It had been due to feeling hurt.

I was also in such 

big trouble sometimes

and started to suspect my friends.

It was an awful and dirty time.

Reading what he wrote 

about me the first time

I was very shocked 

and very disappointed.

But later, having read everything 

and it was covered with mist,

and the past stopped being

so detailed, I realized

he couldn't write it 

another way in that situation.

He loved and hated

us at the same time,

studying us like rats in the lab.

That's the fate of the writers.

Luckily not.

I'm happy not to be 

one of his characters.

Why "luckily"?

Because being a part of fiction 

isn't what people like the most.

Many of those who became a part of it

don't like that...

A writer always creates something

he doesn't make a portrait.

He writes down his impressions, 

sometimes confusing events.

Dovlatov wasn't 

any exception.

I think it is not correct 

to mention some people

by their real names.

I disagree with that.

In the 19th century they didn't do it.

For example "Mr. K" was used.

Someone might get upset

reading his own name...

Was the book the reason 

why he left Tallinn?

Yes, of course.

His emigration was 

connected with that.

He didn't want to leave.

People should emigrate 

from their country

if remaining there becomes

a threat to their life.

They either die 

of hunger or are killed.

Dovlatov emigrated 

in that kind of situation.

It became dangerous for his life 

to be in the Soviet Union.

He liked to say:

"'Sometimes you see a dissident: 

such a morbid one, telling stories.

But when you go out with him

he's trying to sell you porn pictures."

That was his attitude towards them.

He was just whetting his tongue

like we all do.

He said awful things while drinking, 

calling the Politburo "shit".

But all of us were saying that, 

criticizing life in general

without being dissidents.

Dissidents are political persons,

and in my experience 

in most cases

they are unpleasant people.

I recall how people 

were getting drunk.

In Moscow they drank in a happy way.

Same people in Leningrad drank

very morbidly, with exaggerations.

In Tallinn we had 

the Moscow style of drinking.

It was safe to go out in the city. 

We used to take walks at night.

Sometimes we used the militia's 

car to move around town at night.

No one was afraid of militiamen.

On the contrary, they might sell 

you vodka during the night.

In that period there was life 

at night, people were walking.

It was difficult to get in as

there weren't many restaurants

but people went there,

there were queues.

You had to give some money to

the doorman in order to get in.

Everything was all right.

The "Mündi" bar was very popular,

"Gloria", "Astoria", and the 24th floor

of Viru hotel were popular.

Variety shows in Hotel "Tallinn"

later on in "Viru",

but "Viru" was worse.

People said Tallinn 

was West Europe.

That's nonsense. The spirit of 

privacy attracted people.

In a restaurant the chances of getting 

involved in a brawl or of facing

an impolite waitress were very small.

Incidents occurred,

but not like in other places.

The impression of Tallinn was

as if nobody needed you,

nobody preached how 

you should live your life

In Russia you could always come across 

a person who was not indifferent.

Ask me any kind of question,

you seem to have a plan.

I can talk about anything

there's no difference to me.

Ask me what interests you.

Let me help you.

Ask as if we knew 

each other for a long time

knowing everything already, 

just discussing this topic.

You want to know concrete things.

Just an ordinary discussion.

The novella in which he mentioned you... 

What did you feel while reading it?

I felt nothing. 

I'll tell you why.

There's an opinion that the

characters of Dovlatov's stories

are real people.

That has nothing to do 

with reality...

We lived in the city and hardly 

ever thought about anything.

Those who came here thought it was

like living abroad. That's not true.

Tallinn wasn't a foreign place.

How could that be? 

Just a common Soviet city.

But Tallinn had 

an impressive appearance.

Common Soviet people contrasted

with that city, the archaic

appearance of the city was

uncommon for the Russian sense of a city.

Heroes became distinct, 

as if they were figures in relief.

It's like the base coating of a painting

with an exotic background.

If you place a match here,

it looks like a match

because it does not belong there,

being forced away from it.

According to Shklovsky,

Russians lived in Tallinn like

a lake between its shores.

It was a lake between Estonian shores.

They lived a self-absorbed life,

had their own relationships

They didn't communicate that much 

with Estonians, so the lake remained

secured inside its shores.

It took more and more efforts 

to make a career as a journalist.

To stop means to capitulate.

It seems I wasn't born for that.

I wasn't the only victim.

The races were forbidden 

as something bourgeois;

the building of the Journalists Union 

stopped selling vodka in its bar,

the ham disappeared from the shops - 

but that's another topic.

It was the end 

of Estonian liberalism.

The best part of the population: 

two young scientists went underground...

I was fired.

It was suggested for me to leave 

my workplace "at my own request",

working as a freelance correspondent. 

I rejected that idea.

It was time to leave for Leningrad.

- In the second part of "The Invisible 

Newspaper" you write about the US,

and ex-Soviet citizens 

- Correct.

The second part describes 

the events in the US.

There are secondary 

characters - Americans,

but everything in this part of 

the book takes place in New York.

There's one character, 

a Latin American called Rafael.

I consider that 

to be a creative progress.

- How many traits have you copied

from the genuine existing

people you have used

as prototypes?

- It's a serious question,

I can't give a short answer.

All the characters 

as I understand it

are based on real people,

but at the same time 

no character

has a direct connection

with a real person.

It was and still is this way.

None of the characters

have any prototypes,

but they all remind 

us of someone.

- This is the end of our first program 

dedicated to the book of Sergei Dovlatov.

...to be continued in the next 

program of "By The Bookshelf".

Remember that we broadcast this

program live on "Radio Free Europe"

on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays ...

Sergei Dovlatov reads 

excerpts from his story.

