How our roads crossed…
In May 2003, I attended an oil conference in Moscow, and happened to meet Misha and Olga, who played outside the market at Izmailovo. They sang what to me sounded like newer folk songs, and I got especially fascinated by one called “Buxovo angela” (“Stoned angel”, may be), written by someone called Umka.  By the way, Misha (Baritskij?) was a jovial guy and let me use his guitar and try it out as street musician. Some people even threw money; may be they felt sorry for me.  I left with nice memories, a hand written text of the song “Buxovo angela”, and home page address to Umka. 

Back to Norway, I translated the song text and mailed it to Umka. I thought that she might appreciate, but certainly not understand the Norwegian text. But Umka understood it very well.
During the same fall, I had a scheduled meeting in St. Petersburg. Umka rearranged her schedule to give two concerts there at the same time, and also found time to sit down and sing through the translations. What about that! ... It struck me that most of the people attending were the concerts were young, and that many appeared to know her songs very well. To an old Scandinavian-social-democratic-moralist, that gives reason to optimism for the young Russia.    

That is how it started. We have stayed in touch and I have translated more (16 at the moment). I like the simple melodies and appreciate the striking and meaningful texts. And off course, it is nice when the author is alive and able to give comments and feed-back. For some reasons, authors seem to be either dead or indifferent… 
Harald Asheim 
