EcTb Takue Belly, 1O KOTOPBIX CAM HMKOIIA He
JIOJTyMaeIIbCsl, HO OMHAXKIbI, TT0 YMCTO
CJIYYafHOCTU CTOJIKHYBIIMCDH C YeM-TO TaKUM

YyIAHbIM, IIOHMMaellb, 1 3TO KaK O03apeHnue, 4YTO He

TaKOe OHO YK ¥ UyIHOE, a 06bIYHOE U Taske CaMOo
co6oit pasymeroiieecst. VI BOT ToMy mpuMep.

BemepuHapHuvie 8pauu
BepHut npogeccuu Mol c8s1mo
B dywe y kax0020 u3 Hac

30 aBrycrTa, TEIIbIN AeHb, ABOD
CeprueBOIIOCAICKOM BeTCTaHIIMM Ha CeBepPHO

OKpauHe ropojia. Bpaun-BeTeprHapbl OTMEYaOT B
9TOT AeHb CBOJ MpodeCcCHOHaIbHBIN ITpa3aHUK. U

OHM BC€ TaKMe KpaCuBbIie CeroaHsa, paayrTCsa

COJIHILY, TOTOBSITCSI YCJIBIIIATh MTPUSITHBIE cJioBa. U

B ITOKA OHM 3[J0POBAIOTCSI, OOHMMAIOTCS,
dortorpadupyiorcs, GOHOM 3BYUUT My3bIKa.

U Houbto, U OHEM

Mobt ¢ mo6oii c8oto cynby Hecém
U eti mot 6epHbl

Bemepauu Heo0BAMHOU CpaHsl

W BOT B 3TOT MOMEHT OTKpbIBAETCA TaKoe

MajieHbKOe OKOIIIKO, MaJieHbKast GopTouka, TaKoii

JIETKMIT HAMEK Ha LieJIblil [I7IaCT BeTepUHapHOMI
MY3BbIKM — MUDP BeTEepMHAPHOIO IIaHCOHA,
pomaHca, oIIChl 1, KOHEYHO, TMMHOB.

U eti Mot 6epHbl
Bemepauu Heo0B1MHOL CMpaHsl.

MpbICIb O MY3bIKE IOJId aiiboIUTOB caMa B roJIOBY HA

C TOTO HU C Cero He MPUIET, HO KOT/IA CJIbIIIUIID
€€, TO HUKAKUX BOMPOCOB.

BemepuHapHble 8pauu

A ecu 80pyz mom uac Hacmavem
BHe3anto, mMoxcem, ubsi-mo 60Jib
JIna nac 6onsluoli 6edoro cmaxem
U Mol ¢ 6edoro scmynum 8 601

U 6ydem 6 HEM HeodepicuMbl

Bcé nomomy umo Mol 8epHal

Bcé nomomy umo Mbl 8epHal
Ceoeli npogeccuu 106uUMOLi

There are things that you would never expect to
exist. But once — and it happens by pure
coincidence — you discover something that
looks weird at first, but then suddenly it makes
sense, and you start to think that it is not weird
at all, but rather ordinary. Here is an example.

The veterinarians
We are truly faithful to our trade
Each of us keeps it in our souls

August 30th, a warm day at the Sergiyev Posad
veterinary station backyard at the northern
outskirts of the city. Veterinarians celebrate
their day today. Everyone looks lovely, enjoying
the sun, getting ready to hear nice words. And as
they say hello to each other, hug and take
pictures, the background music is playing.

By day and by night

You and I are on duty

We stay loyal to it

The veterinarians of a huge country

This is the moment as if a small window gets
opened, giving a hint of a whole layer of
veterinary music — the world of veterinary
urban romance, pop and, of course, hymns.

We stay loyal to it
The veterinarians of a huge country

It would hardly occur to anyone to think of such
a specific genre of music, but once you hear it, it
doesn’t sound strange.

The veterinarians —

And when the time comes
When someone's pain

Is becoming our pain as well
We will fight it

And nothing could stop us
It’s because we are true

It’s because we are true

To our beloved trade



U, KoHeYHO, TaKoii rpodeccrnoHanbHOM My3biki — And, of course, such professional music — not

He B CMbIC/Ie TpodeccoHaabHO HaMCaHHO! U
3aIlMCaHHOM, C 3TUM KakK pa3 TyT BCE M10-IPYyromy,
TOTOMY UTO JieJlaeTCsl OHa He I XUT-[apagoB U
He JIJI1 paJiiOCTaHIIUiA, a 1J1s1 cebs1 — Tak BOT
TaKO1 1I€X0BOI MY3bIKM B MUpPe, KOHEUHO, U He
TOJIBKO JIJISI BEeTepUHAPOB, a JJIs1 CAMbIX Pa3HBIX
npodeccuii.

[TpocTo TaK CJIOXKWIOCh, UTO B TOT JIeHb
TPUJLIATOTO aBryCTa IIPO3ByYasa MMeHHO 3Ta
TeCHSI, BKIIOUWICS AUKTOMOH, U TTOTSIHY/IaCh
HUTOYKA.

U eii movt 6eprvl —
Bemepauu Heo0B1MHOL CMpaHsl.

U nioka TsiHeTCs OHa, I1oC/IylliaeéM HEMHOTIO

nopocsT u3 cena KoHcraHTuHOBO no, CepryueBbiM

ITocagomMm.

['MMH BeTepuHapOB, KOTOPbI MbI TOJBKO UTO

CJIBIIIAMN, POAUICS B CTEI. ABTOP MY3bIKM U CJIOB
— Huxkonaii I'aBpuieHKO, TJIaBHbIM BeTepyMHAPHbIN

Bpau ceJIbX03KooIepaTuBa «3apsi» B JIOKTeBCKOM
parioHe AnTaiickoro Kpas. YTo 3TO 3a MeCTO
Takoe?

IOr Anras. JleTom >kapKo, 3MMO XOJI0AHO. [0
bapnayna moutu 400 KMJ0MeTpPOB Ha CeBeP, [0
MOCKBBI €III€ TPU C IOJIOBMHON ThICSIUM

KMJIOMEeTpPOB Ha 3allaf. A ecnu exaTh Ha BOCTOK, TO

HeJlayieKo OyeT MecTo, rae cxonasaTcst Kurait u
MoHronus.

I'maBHBIN 3A€1IHNUIA TOPO, Ha3bIiBaeTCsl [OpHSIK,
BOKPYT JOOBIBAIOINNE TPEAIIPUSITHUS, PYTHUKMN.
EcThb Taxkoit coBeTCKMIt 3HAUOK B 4eCTh rOpoia, OH
OUYeHb ITOXOX Ha repb — B €ro MpaBoii KOJIOHKE
Ha3BaHMSI 37IEMEHTOB, KOTOpbIe TaM AOObIBAIOT:
CBMHEII, Meib, IIMHK, cepebpo. BoT Tak oM nayT
cBepxy BHM3. O TOM, Kak ObIIMTCS B [OpHSIKe U
OKPEeCTHOCTSIX, OCTAETCS TOJIBKO NOTaAbIBAThCS.

professionally written and recorded, it’s not the
case here, since it is done not for the charts, not
for radio stations, but by and for the people
themselves — this kind of corporate music exists
not only for the veterinarians, but for people of
all sorts of trades.

It’s exactly what happened on that day in August
when this particular song has been played, and
the recorder has been turned on, and the thread
has lead to somewhere.

We stay loyal to it
The veterinarians of a huge country

And as the thread is leading us, let’s listen to
piglets from the village of Konstantinovo near
Sergiyev Posad.

The veterinary hymn that we’ve just heard was
born in the steppe. It was written by Nikolai
Gavrilenko, chief veterinarian of the Zarya
agricultural cooperative in Loktevsky district of
Altai Territories. What kind of place is it?

Southern Altai. The weather gets hot in summer
and cold in winter. It is almost 400 kilometers to
the north to Barnaul, and yet another three and
a half thousand kilometers to the west to
Moscow. Moving to the east there a place where
the Chinese and Mongolian borders meet.

The main local city is Gornyak (Miner), it is
surrounded by mining companies and pits. Once,
there was a decorative badge issued in the USSR
in honor of the city. It is made in the shape of a
coat of arms. To its right side there are names of
the raw elements that are mined there: lead,
copper, zing, silver. The names go from top to
down. One can only guess of what it takes to
breathe in the surrounding area.



O reorpacdun BeTeprMHapHOTO 6PATCTBA, BCETO

BeTepMHAPHOTrO OPaTCTBa, TOBOPUT BOT 3Ta €T

— KOHKPEeTHbIV TMMH HaluCcaaIu y Ka3axCKoil
TpaHUIIbI, CIIeIN, B TOW BepCuy, KOTOPYIO Mbl
C/IBIIIAMN, B arpapHOM YHUBepcuTeTe Ha [IoHy, a
CIYIIAIOT IO BCe CTpaHe. JTO, TOX0Xe, camast
TIOIYJISIpHAs MIeCHS BO BCEM PYCCKOSI3bIYHOM
BeTepuMHapHOM Mupe. M Takoii oHa cTasna 6e3
PacKpyTKU M0 TeIeBUAEHNIO, 6e3 ITPOAI0CEPOB, C
O HUM MPOCTENIINM CUHTE3aTOPHBIM
COTIPOBOKAEHMEM.

bynb 3moposa!

B Mupe BeTepmHapHO My3bIKA €CTb U IpyTUE
xuTbl. HeckonbKo jeT Ha3ag @enepaibHbIN LEHTP

BeTepuHaApUM 00bSIBUI KOHKYPC TMMHOB. 3asIBKM B

MHTEepHeTe GbIIM TOI1a BbICTAB/IEHBI IO
HOMepaMMu, U CKa3aTh, KTO ¥ OTKY/1a IIPUCHLIAI
IIeCHM, Ka3a/I0Ch, HEBO3MOKHO. Ho ec/iu ckauaTh

T (baf;l]lbl Ha KOMIIbIOTEP, TO B X MeTaJdaHHbIX —

9TO TAKOJ MaCIOPT, 3aIIMUTHIN B (aiiyi, — MOKHO
ObUIO HAMTU CIebl MMEH.

Cnacas »u3Hu Kaxcovlli 0eHb
ITywiucmotx maneHskux opy3eti
Cmomps 6 enasa um uyms Oviuid
U paspwisaemcs dywa
Bemepunap, eemepuHap
Tanaum mebe om boza dan

Ha nomoub mol udéuwis Kk 0py3wesim
Ha 3710 HeHacmasaM U eempam

B aTom caiine 66110 HamMcaHO «30JIbHUKOB —
VBaTCKuUi1 paiioH». YBaTCKUIA paliOH 3TO MeXIYy
Tromenbto u CypryToMm, a cam MiBaH 30/IbHUKOB
OKa3aJICsl JOBOJIbHO M3BECTHBIM B 3TOI 4aCTU
TioMeHCKOJ 06/1aCTV TTEBLIOM ¥ KOMITO3UTOPOM.

Be30omHbix OeOHbIX U OObHBIX
U ouenb-oueHb dopozux
JKueomHuix MHO20 Ha 3eMJie
Ho mut 00un — xeana mebe

A small detail gives us an idea of the veterinary
fraternity. This particular anthem was written in
Gornyak near the Kazakh border. It was sang and
recorded at the Agricultural University on the
banks of the river Don in southern Russia. It is
listened by people throughout the country. It
seems to be the most popular song in the entire
Russian-speaking veterinary world, and became
that popular without any TV promotion or
producers, only accompanied by a very
unpretentious synthesizer track.

God bless!

Some other hits of veterinary music world could
also be found. A few years ago, the Federal
Veterinary Centre announced a song contest to
establish a hymn for the Russian veterinary
community. On its website each submission was
given a number — no names or locations
provided, making the poll anonymous. But if you
download those files to a computer, in its
metadata — which loosely speaking is a file’s
embedded passport — you could find traces of
the authors’ names.

Every day saving lives

Of our furry little friends

Looking into their eyes, keeping your breath
As the soul gets torn

Veterinarian, Veterinarian

Your talent is the God’s gift

You hurry up to help your friends

Against the bad weather and the wind

This file metadata contained the following text
‘Zolnikov — Uvat district.” The Uvat district is
located between Tyumen and Surgut in Siberia.
Ivan Zolnikov turned out to be quite a famous
singer and composer from this part of the
Tyumen region.

Homeless, poor and sick

And so much beloved

There are so many animals on this planet
But you are the only one

We praise you



Cygas o BceMy, oH paboraet B MUC, HO Bpems OT
BpeMeHM JTa€T KOHLIEPThI M YPOKM B HEOOTbIINX

ceneHusx. Korga-To caMoii momy/sipHOi OblIa ero

IIeCHS O JAJIbHOOOMINNKAX, ceifuac BCE 6oiblie
JIYXOBHbIE TEMBI.

BemepuHap, semepuHap
Tananm mebe om boza dan

Ha nomouwb mol udéwis k 0py3vim
Haszno HeHacmwsam u eempam

Ha ¢oHe packaTUCTbIX CMHTE3aTOPHBIX OPaBYPHBIX

PUTMOB 3Ta 3asiBKa BbIJIE/ISIETCS, U BbIJEJISIeTCS
JIOBOJIbHO 3aMeTHO. YCTaHOBUTD MPOUCXOXKAEHYE
He yJaaoch.

Mbt — apmust CKpomHOU HayKu

B peuax 3a6b18aiom o HAC
JKueomHuim HYXCHbI HAWU PYKU
B n1106yt0 nozody u uac

Cepduam HyxeH ym O671a20pOOHbLI
(Hepaszbopuueo)

B ymenvix pyKax Hazomose
Bcezda ucyenstowuii winpuu

A BOT 30€eCh OUeHb KOJIOPUTHBIN BOKAI:

Ipodpeccueti csoeti 2opdsimcs
BemepuHapHsle spauu

K numomyam oHém u Houvlo Muamcs
Ymo6 om Hedy208 ux Jiedums

A BOT 3TO ITOXO3Ke Ha 3aK/II0YNUTEbHbIE TUTPBI K
KaKOMY-TO J0OpoMYy JieTHEMY (GWIBMY C
BBITOPEBIIMMM LIBETaMM, C IIeperagaMu 3ByKa ¢
HEPOBHOI IposKalleil KaMepoii:

Mobt He dasanu kassmey ['unnokpama

Ho 6pamves MeHbWUX NPU3BAHDL JIeUUMb
Kak Atibonum Ham 3aseuwjan kozda-mo
3eepeli 1obums u 6e3 6o1e3Hell Humso

U He donycmum mol 60n1€3HAM 8€Ka
Uyme, xosiepe epaHu nepetimu

3doposuwe ecex 80 61azo uenosexa

U cunuti kpecm Ham ¢ 20pdocmoto Hecmu

It looks like he is currently working at the
Ministry for Civil Defense and Emergencies but
occasionally he still performs and teaches music
in small villages in the area. His most popular
song used to be about long-distance truckers,
but now he is more into Christian music.

Veterinarian, Veterinarian

Your talent is a God’s gift

You hurry to help your friends
Against the bad weather and the wind

A huge contrast to the rolling synth bravura, this
submission stands out quite noticeably. It is not
possible to track its origins:

We are the army of modest science
People often forget about us
Animals need our hands

In any weather and hour

Hearts need a noble mind
(unintelligible)

In skillful hands

A healing syringe, anytime

This voice do has a character:

Proud of their trade

Veterinary doctors

Rush to the pets, day and night
To cure their illnesses

This one sounds like a final credits to some kind
of a good summer film with burnt colours,
trembling sound and shaky camera:

We did not make the Hippocratic Oath

But we have a calling to heal our little brothers

As Aybolit (a Russian tale hero doctor) bequeathed
us once

To love animals and live without diseases

And we will not allow the diseases of the century
Like plague or cholera to cross the boundary

The good health of everyone benefits the mankind
We are proud to carry the blue cross



3Byku yacTHOI nTuiiedepmsl B Cemxose —
MOCEJIKe Ha 1ro-soctoke Cepruena [locaga

A ecnu cayuumcs Kozoa

Xoms manas ecé e 6eda
ITyckaii 3Hoti, doxdu, xo100a
Bemspau 6ydem psidom ecezda

BepHémcs B neHb 30 aBrycra. 3Ty 3anmuch Ha CBOM

tesniedoH caenan dororpad raseTsl «Briepén»
Cepreit CemenbKoB. OH ¢oTorpadupoBan

MNpa3gHMK OJId ra3eTbl, HO €ro 3aleInjin 1M 3BYyKI.

U nycmo cebe 6onmatom nodu pasovie

A MblL ¢ moboti 6vika x8amaem 3a poz

Bedb mbl ¢ moboti He KMmo-HUOYOdb — 8pauu
gemepuHapHole

W nam u3 ecex npopeccuti nuuib a3ma dopoeza

Kcratu, doto Ceprest ¢ TOro JHS, KakK ¥ CCbLIKM Ha

KOHKYPC MeceH, Bbl HaiiIéTe Ha caliTe oontz.ru.

W, KOHeYHO, He TaK BCE MPEKpPaCcHO U MUJIO B
SKU3HU, ¥ BETepUHAPbI, KaK 1 JItoOble ApyTue
Bpauy — ¥ IO TIOHSITHBIM IIpUYMHAM — MOTYT
CMEHUTh MacKy 106poro Ait6oynTa Ha YTO-TO
6os1ee IMHMYHOE. A MHAUe KaK COXPAaHUTh
TICUXUUYecKoe paBHOBecue?

C mpyroii CTOPOHBI, TIECHU BETEPUHAPOB — OUYEHb
JIErKasi MuilleHb. Hag HMMM JIETKO MPUKAIbIBATbHCS,
JIETKO ITOCMEeNBAThCS HAZl BCEMU 3TUMU pubMamMu

K CJIOBAM IO «UCHEISIOMi mmput». U,
TIPU3HATHCS, TIepBast peakius Bceraa takas. Ho
TOJIbKO €CJIY He TIOHMMaelllb, KTO Y JJIsl KOTO
3aMMChIBAJT 3T TIECHMA.

Bedb mbl ¢ mo6oli He Kmo-HUb6Yydb — epauu
gemepuHapHole
U nam u3 ecex npogeccuii nuuib sma dopoaa.

Sounds of a private chicken farm in Semkhoz —
a village to the south west of Sergiyev Posad.

And if it happens

A small yet certain trouble

Regardless the heat, rain, or cold

A veterinarian will be there at any time

Let's go back to the day of August the 30th. This
sound was recorded by Sergei Semen’kov, the
photographer for the Vperyod newspaper in
Sergiyev Posad. He went to the veterinary
station to make some photos during the day but
he was so much impressed by the sounds as well.

And let the people talk

As you and I grab the bull by the horn

After all, we are not just anybody — we are the
veterinarians

We treasure this trade more than any other

By the way, Sergei's photos from that day, along
with the link to the song contest could be found
at oontz.ru.

In real life things are not always so cute and
funny as this, and veterinarians, like any other
— and for obvious reasons — can swap the mask
of a good doctor to something more cynical. At
the end of the day, they have to maintain their
mental balance somehow.

On the other hand, the songs of veterinarians
are a very easy target. It is so easy to make fun of
it, laughing at the ‘healing syringe’ and rhymes.
To be honest, this is the typical initial reaction.
But this is up until you understand who has
recorded those songs and why.

After all, we are not just anyone — we are the
veterinarians
We treasure this trade more than any other.



