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TpynHo apiy,

CO3HaBaThb — HEBO3MOXHO,
Kyna,

B MUT CJIEYIOLINUH,
CO3HaHbE 3a0POCUT.

JIdry, TUXOHBKO,

Ha MEJIKOBOJIbE,

BOASTHOU BUXPb

3aKPYXKUT:

MHE Xe JIeTye.

OTtTOro Ha 1mjeye
MPUBAIAIACH MTEYab,
KaMHU YelIyT OOJIbHBIE MECTa,
BOJOPOCIHU LIEKOYYT:
CTOITBI,

ycTa...

Tanaro, ocTopoxxHO

Ha JIATYIIaYbKX JIaNKax;
TaKue JUHUU TOHKUE —
Pa3IIsaeTh — HEBO3MOXHO.

Yoerato — «ITokal!»

Hagcerna 1u — He 3Hato.
OOHaxXych JTU BHOBb

nepen BceMu Bamu.

OxJtaxxaaeT MeHs

OecKoHeuHbIi Barir B3rysi,

Kak 0ynTo, B CyTh Bbl He rsnuTe,
JIVIIIb IO MIOBEPXHOCTU CKOJIB3UTE,
U TIOCTOSTHHO TOBOPUTE,

0 ci1aboyMbe Baiiiem TUXOM.
3aueM MHe niepen Bamu

BCE TIePhsT BEIPBIBATH

u3, 6e3 Toro, yoororo Hapsiaa?
Teneps, g ye3xato HaBceraa.
ITpoiaitte u npocrture, [ocroxa.



Toilsome I breathe

Awakening is intolerable

Where will I instantly be

When consciousness drags over
On soundings I recline

Aquatic whirlwind turns:

Positive self-image line

And now I do not feel so gross
Against my shoulder

Grief has leant

And stones have teased my sores.
While waterweeds tickle more and more:
Mouth and feet.

Carefully fortune I read
Scrutinizing beautiful frogspawns
These lines are so thin and so neat
It’s impossible to discern.

I am running away. “Goodbye!”

Whether once for all — I don’t know.

Who knows, if I ever undress before you all
Once again.

I am cooled with Your endless glance,
Seems You never look into the core

As You simply glide at surface,

Speaking of Your calm imbecility.

Why do I have to wrest my feathers before your eyes,
Doesn’t my attire look poor enough?

At present, I am leaving forever.
Gentlemen, forgive and goodbye.



bery —

o Gepery, necyaHoMy,

U Ha XOOy —

OyKeThl coOMpalo, C1aBHbIE,
KOJIeYKaMu —

KOJIbLIYIO OCHOBAaHMSI.

4 npoxonanachk B riiuHe Tog.
Hampacho...

[TbITasich, BbUIETIUTD,

TBOA 7100 yCTaJIbIA,

U 17123, TBOUX, JIYKaBbIX —
no6osiaach CUJIbI.

A Hoc, TBOIA,

YIMUBJISLT MEHS,

KOpPOTKOM, 3MUMHEN HOYBIO,

BO JIXXKU, CKYJIBITTYPHOIA,
MOCTOSIHHO YIJIUHSISICh 6€3 TPUYKH.
Tenepsb xe 1 — ¢ MJIaAbIM, HATUM,
U JIAIIb ¢ 0€3yMreM CPpaBHUMO,
TO COCTOSIHUE HEeJIENOro oOMeHa
(anblIMBBIX YYBCTB:

cepaliaMU — paHEHbIMU,

J1a KPbUIbSIMUA — OOPYOJEHHBIMU.

Hy u uynax, TbI,

BEYHO YY/IMIIIb,

[JIQINIITh, IOXMaTHIIIb,

KYJIpH MO,

PYYKH LIEJTyelllb,

CIIMHY THEIIIb,

HY Y 3aHYIUTUBBIN ThI, MaJIBIIII.
Mos MelaHcKast IyloHKa —
He TTOHUMaeT XXU3HU TOHKOI,
npeHeoperaeT J000BbIO OHA,
JIBVDKET €10 JIMIIIh ITyCTOTa.



Along the sand coast I flee
Collecting glorious bunches of flowers in motion,
While gently girdling into rings the bottoms.

In clay I have dawdled for a year, it is useless.
Attempting to sculpture your tired forehead
But I was frightened of your wily eye’s robustness.

On that stumpy winter night

Your nose astonished me at growth

By sculptured lie it used to sprout incessantly
Without any cause.

And here I am with young and naked,

Compared to madness

The state of awkward metathesis and phony feelings:
Wounded hearts and cut-off wings.

You are such a weirdo

You act flaky all the time

You stroke and make my hair shaggy.

You kiss my hands and crouch your back

What a prose you are, kid!

My bourgeois soul doesn’t get this way of living.
It is actuated with futility and disregards love.



A nmamsaTu cBoel 3aIepHY IITOPHI,
U MOCTapaloCh HE 1IYMETh,
repeaBUrasichb B MpoOILLIOM.
KaMuH — IbIMUT...

A — ary cebe, eMy, NpUNKChIBas CJE3bl,
U, JieXKa Ha TIepUHE TOJICTOM,

CMOTPI0, 3aTPaBJIEeHHO, Ha JBEPb:

3a Heil — lieroyvKa JieT,

MPOXUTHIX OTKPOBEHHO IMPOCTO.

S onyurych Ha TOJI, IPOXKa BCEM TEJIOM,
U MOTOJI3Y Ha XXUBOTE K MOJIOCKE CBETA,
rae bynyiiee — cHoBa obperaet

B Toll KHure [Tamsitu —

ctpanuny [Ipoiwioro.

HesicHast cunb HebOecHas,
o01aKa ¢ 3aBUTKaMU O€IbIMMU,
CKOJIB3SIT JIEHUBO, TOHUMBI BETPOM ILIYCTPbIM.

OH BBIIYBAET UM CUTHAJIBI.

3BYKU — MEHSIOTCH,

B TaKT, OYEPTaHUS —

00JIaKOB — KypYaBbIX,

neperekas, Tak €CTECTBEHHO:

U3 XepeOeHKa — B MOCTOBYIO IJIalIKYIO.

I[nsaauius Tel B HEOO,

IJIa3 HE OTphIBasi,

OT TaHLIa,

YIUBUTEIbHON FTAPMOHUU HEOECHOIA.



I will pull down the curtains of my memory
And I'll try to keep quiet, as I’'m moving in the past.
The chimney smokes...

I lie to myself, ascribing him my tears
And I lay in thick feather-bed

Gazing with hunted look at the door:
Behind it is the chain of years,

Which have been lived out frankly simple.

I’ll drop down on the flour with my body shaking

And I will crawl on my belly towards the streak of
light

Where in the book of memory

The future gains a page of the Past.

Divine bleary blue

Clouds with white curls lazily glide

As they are blown by the nimble wind.

He blows out signals and sounds for them

And the shape of curly clouds changes right to the
beat

Of curly clouds’ shape.

Overflowing naturally from foal

Into a smooth street way.

You glance at heavenward
Not taking your eyes off
The amazing divine harmony’s dance .



CiaBHasg uctopusi —

3a0aBHO YCKOJIb3aeT.

Crnankas cumdoHus —

TTOCTETICHHO CJTyX yCTpalliaer.
HenoBko ¢ mpu3pakamu XUTb:

C OTHO TapeJIK! JIJAKOMCTBO JIEJTUTh.

$1 He MOTY C IIBETKOM pOMAIIIKH,
TIPUCECTh CTIOKOWHO U 00IyMaTh:
COpBATh JIN JIETIECTKU CETOIHS,
CTPSIXHYTH JI Pa3oM Bce,

uu 0e3BOJIbHO, apoMar BIIbIXasl,
HaJPBIBHO TJIAIUTh CTeOEIIEK.

I1naThe TBOE, MBIITHOE —
IIEJIECTUT OOMaHaMU.

OOpbIBKU (ppa3, HEUCKPEHHUX —
Tl 3aM3bIBacIIb CBEXUE PAHbI.

OO6nmBaellb, cepie ropsiiee,

TIOTOKOM CJIe3 HEMCKPEHHE-KPOBaBHIX

Ha yIUBJICHWE CUJIBHEH, YeM TIpexKIe —
TUTeTEITb MHTPHTH,

3aMaHWBasT HOBBIX JKePTB, HEUCKYIIICHHBIX,
B TYHHEJI OIMHOYECTBA.

(0, boxe!), kak BHe3ammHO
KPIOUKOM JIIOOBU TeOsI MOIEIIU.

W BorT, 1eXuUIlIb TYT: OPIOXOM BBEPX,
B [UTa3aX — HU KarlIi >KaJOCTH:

Thl — CTaJb,

a Ha ry0ax, JIMIIb TOPbKUIA clie]
YyXKOU mevanu.
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Decent story slips funnily away.

Bit by bit sweet symphony frightens the hearing.
It is uncomfortable with ghosts to live:
Delicacies of the table from same one plate share

With a daisy flower in my hand

I can not quietly sit down and think over
Should I tear off those petals today?

Should I shake all of them down?

Maybe to breathe an odour in,

As I caress the stem, having a fit of hysterics.

Gorgeous dress of yours
Rustles lies.

Pieces of insincere phrases,
You lick fresh wounds.

Flaming heart you pour

with insincere and bloody floods
You spin intrigues

amazingly stronger than earlier —
Ensnaring new and innocent victims
To the tunnels of loneliness.

O dear! O God!
All of a sudden you are the one,
Who got caught on the hook of love.

And there you lie with belly up

Not even a bit of sorrow appears in your eyes
You are the steel

Just a bitter trace of stranger’s grief

Your lips should keep.
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VYoexuie moe, Tl Tae?
He B Toit iu 06epTke,
Ha Mpa3gHUYHOM cToJie?
Ha toMm i1 o6pbiBe

B CTapoil KHUTre?

3a 1aBHOCTBIO JIET,

S TIBITAIOCh BCTTOMHUTD,
pelIuTb HaBCeT/a;

0e3 O0MOEXKM C BO3ayxa,
TIe,

MOIt OrOHb?

MHe TaK X0JI0gHO,

U riopa Obl HOTU COTPETb.

4 nbiTatoch XOAUTH OBICTPO,
YCTPEMUB T'OJIOBY BHU3,

a 4epBb, UTO OPOJUT IO 3EMJIE —
3aCTaBUJI IOCMOTPETh HABEPX.

WU, Bapyr, Tak cKkopo, 6e3 MoTeps,
s TIOHsIJIa, KyAa CTPEMUTBCS,

HO MYTb HEe OJU3KUIA,

JAJIEKO He OJIU3KUIA.

OOypeBaemasi CTpacTsIMU,
ximonaeT [peTa mo rpsi3u,

B Ocajie 9yBCTB,

3aTacHHBIX IIIe-TO B yCTaX,

U TIOTpeOeHHBIX, YBBI, HABCET/a.
A 110 TIJ1aHeTe OpOJUT JIETeH/a,
He ITOHUMAasI JKU3HU OCCIIEHHOM.
Hapurt, He 3Has IpUBaJia B ITyTH,
PaHUT ¥ 3HAET,

YTO KIaTh BIICPEIU.
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Asylum of mine, where are you?

Aren’t you there in the wraps at the festive table?
Or at that precipice in the old book?

Due to the remoteness of years,

I try to recall and decide in the end:

Where is my fire, when air bombing is oft?

I am so icily cold and should warm up my feet.
I turn my head down,

as I try to walk to that rapid beat.

And worm that prowls about the earth,

Has forced me to look up.

And all of a sudden, so quickly, suffering no losses
I realized where to strive for
Although the road is not close, far from near.

Greta slops along the mud,

Seized with passion.

She is in siege of feelings,

Which are hidden somewhere among mouths.
Alack they are buried forever.

And legend wanders around the planet,
Unknowing the priceless life.

Grants, having no halt on a way

Hurts, knowing what to expect in advance.
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OCTPOKOHEYHOE CTPOCHBE —
DiideseBo TBOPEHUE.

I1poHeccs BOJIM3U MEHST BETEPOK,
HAIIICTITHIBAs, IBYX OC3IMKMX ITApOYeK BOCTOPT.
Kakoe-to cmsiTeHue

JIBUXKET MHOM.

IIaxcoH, yro Hag CeHoit —
OXJIaXIaeT MTHOBEHHO.
IToptpeTsl BOKpyr —

HOCSITCSI BCKaYbh.

Kammrans! 1onaroTcs ropsane.
®paHku, A0JUIAPHI,

Oepy s B MOJASIHBE...

TBOMX GBI MHE TOJIKOB,

Oit — nu,

TBOMX ObI MHE JIOPOT,
o — Ju,
pacToONTaHHbIX CAIloOT,
o — Ju,

U YYTOYKY 3aCJIyT,

O — JIu.

W noMeHSTh ObI )KeHCKUIT —
Ha I0JI MY>XCKOW.

3a0bITh OBI cpazy Oejbl,

M CTaTh COBCEM JPYTOM.

51 6 He cTana GeraTh IO KPYTY,
TOPMO3UTh Ha XOIy PYKaMHU.
S1 6 He Buaea rops apyra,

" cecTphl ponHoit, [Tewann.
Ho TBOMX rogkoB MHE He HAlo,
¥ TBOUX JOPOT MHE HE CUECTh.
MEHS Y CaMOii, TAK MHOTO
pacTONTaHHbBIX 3aCJIyT,

M IITOITAHBIX CarloT.
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Peaked construction —

Eiffel’s creation.

Alongside passed a breeze,

Whispering delight of two faceless couples.
Some perturbation stirs me.

Chanson over the Seine damps instantly
Portraits gallop around

Hot chestnuts crack.

As alms I accept Francs, dollars...

If I’d be your age

If only...

If I had your pathways

If only...

And downtrodden boots

If only...

And a bit of merits,

If only...

To bargain female sex for male

Forget at once the troubles and become other

I wouldn’t be running in circles scared

Stopping myself in motion by hands.

Brother Grief and Sister Sorrow

Would have never been present,

But I don’t want to be your age

And your pathways are countless for me

I have gone through so many stages

And so many downtrodden merits and worn down
boots

Myself, I have seen.
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ITepe3BoH KOJIOKOJIOB:
ynap B ynap,

TOH B TOH,

op B Op.

TpoH, KaK TPOH,
KOPOHOBaHHbBIX 0C0O0:
IIpHeM, TIPHUEM.

Tonbko BOBOEM.

Kesn — Tsoxen,
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH LIJIEM —
CJIMIIKOM TOJIH

JIJISI MOJIOJIBIX TOJIOB.
bonee cmen —

MoHnapx — nopJel.

OH — BJIacTeIMH
MOJICOTHU OBEll.

BonkoB — npeaBoauTesib
IIlakan — otew.

KuBOK roysioBbl —

HE TTOKJIOH.

CBOEBOJILHOCTD KOJIOKOJIOB —
ITyCTO Tepe3BOH:

yap — He B yzap,

TOH — HE B TOH,

op — He B op,

TPOH, KaK He TPOH.

bexuT nopoxxka, B HUKy/a,

a C HEW ChIHUIIKA, XOTh Ky/1a.
bocoii, Haroii, BOT Beab Oena,
HUYTO HE CJIBIIINAT — MJIYXOTa.
PeByT KOJ1IECA Ipy30BUKA,

W HET MevyajibHee KOHIIA.
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Change-ringing:
Bang to bang

In tune with a tune
Roar to roar

Throne as a throne

The crowned heads admission.

Just the two of us.

Rod is heavy and responsibility’s helmet is too full
for immature heads.

Monarch-scoundrel is more courageous,

He is the lord of fifty sheep.

The leader of wolves is Jackal-father

And nod of the head makes no bow.

Ringing with a high hand makes it vain:
Bang NOT to bang

In tune with no tune

Roar NOT to roar

And throne as NOT a throne.

The path runs into nowhere.

And there is a hummer son by her side.
Barefooted, naked, what a pity!

Hears nothing deafness.

Truck wheels roar

And there’s no end, that’s more sorrowful.
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AWYHYI0 CKOPIYITY TOJIKY,

TaK HEMCTOBO.

Ipsi3HbBIE BOABI, UTO TEPIIKUE —
npopBajiu c1aboCTh MJIOTUHBDI.
Heg3sroasl, rpycTh HEMOCUIbHAS.
BoobGpaxeHue KkpacHO-cuHee —
0cJ1a0151eT UMMYHMTET,

ceifyac 6eCCUIbHBIM.

W na, u HeT.

W3-3a npa3nHOro oulyllieHUs BpeMeH!
MpY TOJYEHUU, TOTYEHUH,
MOTPYKEHUE B CKOPJIYITY, KUTIEJIbHO-0€eJ1y10,
oOHapyXeHue MPUIMHbI OpeMeH!,
TpareAMMHOCTb MEHSIET

TPaeKTOPUIO IBUXKEHMSI,

3aHHUMas HEUTPaAIbHYIO TTO3ULIUIO,

0 OTHOLIEHUIO K 00Jiee CMEJIbIM.

AKIIEHT Ha CMeJIOCTh

JIETKWM 1IUK,

KOJI APOBa,

Jepaai,

Ha JIETy XBaTai,

Yero He J0CTaBallo,

aKIIEHT Ha CMEJIOCTh

BCEM BHYILIAN,

U HAYETO HE IIPOITYCKaM.

Benb B 3TOM — Bce BTOPOCTEIEHHO,
a IJTaBHOE€ — MTHOBEHHO,

JIOXKUTCSI MPaBAO HAaM Ha CMEJIOCTb.
AKIIEHT CIBUTAeTCsI — Ha JIETKUI,
LUK — HEYMEJIBIN,

KakK BCEraa — CIyBaeTcsl.
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Boisterous eggshell I crush

Greywater is so acerbic,

Breaking through the dam’s infirmity.
Rigours and sadness beyond any strengths
Ideation of red and blue colors

Weakens immunity that’s now so powerless
Yea and nay

Alone with leisured inner sense

When crushing and crushing in process
Immersing in eggshell of ebulaited white shade
Revealing the cause of encumbrance
Tragicalness swaps the motion path

Sitting on a fence in relation to those

Who are actually more audacious.

Emphasis on courage

Makes it a gentle style.

Split logs and venture.

Grasp in the air

Things that you have never had

Infix in mind emphasis on courage to everyone
And don’t miss out anything yourself.
Indeed, therein all of it is secondarily
And above all — instantly.

Truth covers our courage

And there stress becomes so feathery
Unskillful swank blows off as ever.
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Hukakoit U3loOMUHKM, B paOCTU TPUAYMAHHOMN.
CroBHO yaiika Ha 3a00pe ayeTcs.
B BosiHYy, 32 prIOOIT — BOPOH BOH3AETCH.

CT0J1 TUChMEHHBIN —
3aiiMEeT BHE3AITHO BCE YTJIbI.
Kpamyunce, TocTh He3BaHBIN,
He IM0OOUTCS TPyIia BUIA.

Tak, B kune oymar,
BCEBO3MOXKHBIX ITUCEM,
MHE yJIbIOaeTCs

00pa3 TBOM, MbLIbHBIM,
a THOM, TOpOaThIii,
KPOIOTIUBO TPYAUTCSI.

U B pamoctu npuaymMaHHOM —
HaxOJUT CUYACThE 3PEJIoe.
HUKEM He HalileHHOe,

HUKEM He CITETOe.

CKpUIIST CyCTaBBI.

JIAryiiKuy BHOBb,

MOIOT Ha 03epe TYMAHHOM.
3aciylmaBlIKCh, 3aCHY — HE CIUIIb,
TO JIUIITH HAYaJIO BCEX, KTO MIIIET,
TOU CKa3KH, THAE BCEMY KOHEII.

A TbI B HEli Oyzielllb BEUHO.

Tol haHTa3ep 1 CKa30YHUK BCEJIEHHOM.
Tsopwu,

He Be/Iaii MpenoYTeHbI.

Tem Bcem —

He BUJICH CBET B KOHIIE TYHHEJIS.
Tebe xx — Bce mpocTo:

HEeT XUTPOCIUIETEHUA.
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There is no snap in excogitated joy.

As a gull pouts on the fence.

After fish the raven glides into a water-weave.

Suddenly the bureau shall edge out every corner.

As intruder prowls, he shouldn’t be scared of corpse.

Among the papers, various letters, your dusty figure
smiles at me,

While a humpbacked dwarf works.

Within imagined joy,

By means of the dwarf was mature happiness
discovered,

It has nowhere been found and sung.

The Joints creak.

Frogs once again sing on the foggy lake
Granting a hearing — you are awake

And this is just the beginning

of those who are seeking.

In a fairy-tale, where everything ends.

You’ll stay there forever.

You are the dreamer and

you are the universe’s storyteller.

Create!

Care less for precedence.

They will see no light at the end of the tunnel.
Everything is too simple for you: there are no huddles.
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Koca pacmienach He TOJTHOCTBIO:
Kak 00JI0OTHas 3Mesl —

CKOJIB3UT TI0 CITMHE IO TTosIca.
Jlackas, Tipu3bIBaeT

3a0BITh O CKPOMHOCTH HaJIMEHHOIA.
3amep3aloT pOIHUYKU IOHBIE,

peKu OypHBIE B BOIOBOPOTE CMYTJIOM,
ITBITAIOTCS TOITUTH BEHKH MOIPYKEK.
U Ha Bone pydbaxu — Gesnble,
HAITOMMHAIOT OaIlICHKH

MOHACTBIPS IEPEBEHCKOTO, IPEBHETO.
BocoHorue neBUIIBI CIIEIbIE,

C TOMHBIMHM KPUKAMU HECTICIITHBIMM,
PeOKUMU,

3a3bIBAIOT JIIOOOBb —

TPEIIHYIO,

pacIIeTaloT KOChI

TTOJTHOCTHIO,

CTHIIJTUBO MIPUKPBIBAIOT TPYIHN
OCTpBIE.

JI1060Bb OTUASTHHBIX —
Hazgexaa Bcex OTuasiBIIMXCS.
JIBa Kynaka B BO3IyXe,
MTOIIEYH 3BOHKOCTb,

U IJ1a3, 3aTUTaKaHHBIX,

BCE, K YeMY OTHAXKIbI
npukacanuch OT4asiHHbIE —
TYT Xe HEBOJIBHO,
mpuoKamo OTYasiBIINXCS.
LI1K 3TOT, HEU3MEHHBbIH,
WHOTIA CMYIIAJ UX.

OmHako, BHOBb CXKMMAIOTCSI HEUassHHO,
TE TIaJIbLIBI —

B KyJIaK1 OTYasTHHBIC.
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Braid got almost unbraided.

As shovel-nosed snake, skims down the back

Caressing, urges to leave the arrogant modesty
behind.

Youthful wellsprings freeze.

Rapid rivers try to sink playmate’s anadems

In a dusky whirlpool.

And afloat white shirts remind of

Abbey’s ancient village cupolas.

Ripe barefooted ladies

Tout for sinful love with rare, tardy and languid
shouts.

Shamefacedly covering pointed breasts, braids
untwine.

The love of the desperate —

The hope of every forlorn.

Two fists in the air,

Sonority of snaps,

And tearful eyes —

Anything once touched by forlorn,
Unmeant in no time

Approached the hopeless.

That steady cycle

Sometimes confused them.

However once again those fingers form
The desperate fists.



CBeTiast KOMHaTa,

CBETJIBIN CTOJI,

CBETJIBIN Yai,

cepeOpsIHBIN TPUOOP.

A crexy,

Kak 3a CBETJIbIM OKHOM
OOTOHSIIOT BOPOOBM APYT Apyra,
KyMnawTCsl B IEPBBIX JTyKax.
JIucTbd menecTsr.

JIBOpHUKHU pe3Bble —

Ipsi3b YEJIOBEYECKYIO

JIPY>KHO CKPEOYT.

CBeTJI0e COJTHIIE — CETOJHS KECTOKOe —
HEMHOTI'O CWJI MMPUAAET.

A cbena He TOT Kycouek Mmupora,
YTO CBETJIBIM YTPOM

MHe cynb0a gaBaia.

VnaBka — He 1aBKa,

B Tonne, uzHbiBaloleit,
He TeprsIei JTOKT,
3JI0BOHHA J1aBKa,

B CKYKe JIoMarolias,

BCE MPOXOsIIee.

VnaBka — CKOJIb3Ka,

OJMHOKA,

C MPETEeH3UEH.

He Bce npumepsiioT

KOJIbE AParoleHHOE.

ITpoHBIPIMBO MPBITHET Ha 11IEI0 OHAa,
3aCTBHIHET HABEKU

BUHOTIpaaHas J03a.

24
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Room is full of light

The desk is luminous

And the tea is light

Flatware is made of silver

Behind the clear window

I follow the sparrows

As they race each other

And bathe in early puddles.

Leaves rustle.

Frisky yard-keepers all together
Sweep the earthborn dirt

The Sun is bright but cruel today
Somewhat invigorating.

I have eaten the wrong piece of pie
As opposed to that, which fortune has given me
On bright, early morning,

Slipknot makes no hustle.

in distressed crowd,

that endures no elbows,

Hustle stinks, breaking in boredom

Anything, that goes by.

Upstart slipknot is slippery and lonesome.

Not everyone dares to try on the precious necklace.
Crafty will it jump on to the neck

Becoming stockstill for ages as vine.



IpoxouyT TpamBau:

HECYTCS CKBO3b €JIU.

To — Bce MoM KeJlaHHbIE

MEUTbI-TTOTEXU.

VXonsT peJibChl Jaieko,

Tyaa, Iie B cKajax 3X0 pa3aaeTcs,

KO MHE BEpHETCS BCEM — YeM XOYeTCs,
Kak B TOM LIKATYJIKe U3 CIOHOBOM KOCTU —
€CTb CBOM MOTHB.

A BTOT TPOXOT, BATOHOB KPACHO-KEJIThIX —
OH TaK HYXXeH:

MepeKpbIBaeT enoT APY>KHbII,
KOTOPBIiA, MEAJIEHHO OKYTaB,

He3eMHOI BUOpanuein —

KUCKaTb MEIIIAET,

MBITAsICh COUTH

CO CKaJl peBHUBBIX —

Ha peJIbChl y3KUe,

IJie CKOpo OyzeT Mpoe3xaTh

MOI1 OeleHbIil TpaMBaii,

C TSKEJIOBECHBIMM MEYTaMU U TTIOTEXaMU.

Pazolutachk MOTHUST Ha 3aMKe:

y3Ke He CKpOEellb OMAaCHBIX MO0/,

ThI TOYMIIIL KOITH O KOPY JepeBa,

a CyXOCTb BO PTY — 3aMEHsIET 00e .
Onyckaelilb ToJIOBY HU3KO,

YILIbIBasl B HEJIETKYIO APEMY,

r1e, KOHEYHO, He XXKapKo, He XOJOIHO.
JIuuib 601bIIOE TTPOCTPAHCTBO JaBHO
MPUXOMIIO, 3BAJIO OTYASTHHO.
TosbKO MO3IHO pelliaTh CaMoii,
MMOIO3PUTETBHO TJISIs MO HOTH,

re olnbKa — Kasajaach MOJBUTOM,

a yJaap — COBCEM HEBECOM.
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Trams rumble

As they sweep through fir trees.

These are my lost wishes — larks.

Railing lead far off to the place,

Where echo sounds.

It should revert as anything I want

Same as ivory casket’s motive.

This rumble of red and yellow cars

Is so necessary.

It Overlaps harmonious whispering

Which slowly with ethereal vibration wraps.
Prevents the hunt, attempting to knock down
off the jealous cliffs to narrow railing,
Where my crazy tramcar soon would be
With loads of heavy larks and wishes.

Zipper lock has opened:

So far dangerous conquests could not be hidden.
You sharpen claws against the bark

And dryness of the mouth surrogates dinner.
You stoop your head

As you sail into tough slumber,

Where it is sure neither hot nor cold.

Huge space came long time ago,

And desperately called.

It’s too late to decide on my own,
Suspiciously looking down at feet,

Where mistake used to seem as feat

And stroke used to seem quite weightless.
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OHa HacTOJIbKO OTKPOBEHHA

U TPYABIO MPEJIOH,

U SITOAULIEH OeJTON. ..

BHoBb Hallaparnasa Ha cepale —
WHULIMATIBI UMEHU,

MPOBEPEHHBIX — HE BPEMEHEM.
IlepesoMUB COTOMUHKY HaaBOE,

B O0OKaJ1 HeOpEeKHO 3aMyCKaer,

U SITOBUTYIO CJTIOHY ITYCKAaeT,

He 3aMeyas TIaBHOCTU TBOUX IBMXKEHMIA.
Ee amypbI B TeHb IepeBbeB MaHSIT,
TaMm, IJ1e CYMEpKU —

JIapsIT ouepTaHUSIMU

OJIHOM JIUILb € TIOHSITHBIX CO3IaHUI

ThI ThIUEIITH TAJTBLIEM

B TPY/Ib KypUaBylo,

0 CMEJIOCTH CBOEH TIaculb —
HE Pa3MBbIIILISIS.

boibiimM reosaem
JIaIOHb TIPOH3a€elllb;

Tbl KPOBM XKIEllb —
THWJIb BBITEKAET rojiyoast.

B ri1aza 10CTOMHCTBY —
Thl U30eraelib 3peTh,

U HEe MOHSITH Tehe
3a0aBHBIX CTPOYEK JIECTH.

Thl cvsly IPUMEHU — HEHYXHYIO:
M3 KEHIIUHBI, TAKOU OJ1a’KeHHO,
ThI CAEIa1 — Yy4esio MOCMEPTHOE.
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She is so frank

With her rotten breasts,

With her white breech

Once again she scribbled name initials on her heart
Those, that have never been time-proven.
Breaking a straw in two, dips it in a wineglass

Not noticing the evenness of your movements

She slavers poisonous.

Cupids lure her in tree shades

Where the twilights give outline

to all those creatures, that only she can understand

You poke your finger at your fuzzy chest
Not pondering over, you talk about your courage.

You thrust a huge nail through the palm:
And wait for blood, but rot of blue color flows out.

You avoid looking into dignity’s eyes
And amusing lines of flattery are incomprehensible to
you.

Needless force you have used:
Out of a blessed woman, a posthumous dummy you have
created.
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JeMoHCcTpalus 4yBCTB —
He TaK yX HOBa,

HO KaK e MPUSITHA 4acTOoTa.
VBBI, HAM TIPUSTHO,

TOYTH BCErna,
MOIIUITBIBAHNE HEXXHOE

y XUBOTA.

W xBaTuT Kapath IeHb 32 TO,
YTO BpeMsI OEXUT —

HE MOMEIIb, YTO K YEMY.
Pasnysaii, kocrep,

YYBCTB CBOUX,
JIEMOHCTPUPYHA —

KaK XOYelllb,

IJIe MOXeEIIIb,

BCer/a,

rae ectb — «Jlar.

Hcnonusito Bostio TBOIO, TocrionuH.
Jpoxy BceM TeJoM.

3a TeM Oyrpom,

s1 BUXY TeHU,

3BOH TIOJIKOB,

LITPUXYIO HAOPOCOK

TYTIBIM YTJIEM.

3auem

OTXOIUT Ha 33JHUI TJIaH
MO€ CTpeMJIeHUE

IUTBITh K HebecaMm.

PonsieT HeOO 3Be3/1bI B HOYD.
3a 37106011 peuun

XPYCTST CKEJIETHI.
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Feelings exposure is not nearly new
And how pleasant is frequency.

Alack! More often than not

Enjoying tender tingles about the belly.
Enough of punishing the day for the time
That flies by — you’ll never understand
What is what?

Fan the fire of your feelings
Demonstrate them as you wish
Demonstrate them where you can
Anywhere, when “Yes” is present.

I execute your will, dear Master.

I shiver from head to foot.

I see shadows and hear clank of horseshoes

Behind that hillock I hatch a sketch with blunt
charcoal.

Why does my aspiration in the middle distance go?

And even into heaven floats.

At night sky drops the stars.

Behind malicious speech

Skeletons crunch.
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COpoch KOXY ThI, YBSIIIYIO
1 JICTIECTKU HeCTagKue —
ropyat BO PTY.

Hepnanexe kojonel.

ThI 3HACTIb TICCHIO TPYCTHYIO.
Omna Bcerna B TeOe.

YeprnHU IJIOTOK CTYAEHOI,
ITOCKPEKEIIN 3y0amu,
YTKHUCH JIMLIOM B TTOAYIIIKY,
3a0y/b Thl IECHIO TPYCTHYIO.
ITpunia mopa MEHSITbCS

B HOTaX — KYCKU YBSIIIICHA.
Barnsiau,

THI BHOBB IIPEKpacHa.

OTIUIBIBAaET APOXO/ B TIOJTHOYbD.
BrixongaT nBoe emy Ha Hoc,
OMUPASICh HA TIOPYYHU.

TyMaH cKpbIBaeT

JIUIL HEUCKPEHHOCTb.
[Tpuinock UM XUTb,
Jiepxkach Ipyr Apyra.

Ho HacTymaet BpeMs UCTUHBL:
JTaeT UM LIAHC cyab0a:

HalTH ceos.

ITpoiing Taiiry, mecku,

U TPOTIMKOB JIOXK/IU.

Hy, uto, npy3bs,

JaJUM UM BPEMSI 10 3UMBI?
Tak nait Ham bor,

YBUJETD UX XUBBIX.
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Slough the faded skin and sugarless petals
Are bitter in the mouth.

Not far off is the well.

You know the drear song.

It’s all the time within you.

Draw some gelid water

Grit with your teeth

Bury your face in the pillow

Forget that drear song.

It’s time to change

There are pieces of faded at your feet.
Cast a glance at me

again you are beautiful.

The Steamboat leaves at midnight.

Two figures come on to the prow

And hold on to the rails.

Fog conceals insincerity on their faces.

They had to live as to stick one to another.

And there the time of verity comes:

Fate gives them a chance to find themselves

Get through taiga, sands and tropical rain.

So, friends, shall we give them time till winter then?
God bless! To see them both alive again.
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S mpuHOIIY CBOM M3BUHEHUS
JIOMaM yIJ1acThIM,

KOTOPBIX 51 HE 3aMeTuJIa.
I1nenka ToHkas

CKpbIBaja UX Kpacy He100pylo.
Jlo aToro,

Bce ObL10 6€3 001/,

PaMbl pocKollIHbIE,

HEMHOTO MePEeKOIIEHHbIE,
MOIbe3/Abl KpUyallue,

B IpsI3U yTonaloliue,

Ha (oHe ra3ypu —

cTaiika JIETHT,

B PO30BOM CBETE,

(GOpPMBI CTAHOBSTCS YeTYE.
MpeicaeHHO Opocato

TOPCTb KPACOK CBOUX.
ITomomwm Her,

CO3/1aHbSIM YIJIACTBIM MOUM.

CKUTaHWsI, CKUTAHUS, CKUTAHUSI.
WckaHus Toro, KTo ObLI MpU3HATENEH,
KTO MOCBSITUJI ce0s1 TeOe,
0€3 JTUIIHUX CJIOB PaCKasTHUSI.
Jlackanus, TacKaHWs, JaCKaHUSI.

W tpener naBuT,

IIPY MTOTILITKE Y3HABAHWSI,

KaK KaMeHb TOUMT HaOeXaBIliast BOJTHA.
Mopckast paKOBHHA TPYCThIO BCKOJIBIXHYJIA
BCE HOTHI Cep/lia TBOETO.

IMpumanus, mpuoaHus, TPUIAHMS.

Toii cTapuHBI, Tie TTPOYNTAB,

THI BEPUIIb B MUPO3IaHNUE.

Bce ¢ To6oii:

M JIACKU W TIPU3HAHUS.



35

I make an apology to the cornered houses,
Which I have not noticed.

Slim pellicle hid their unkind beauty.
Before that, there were no insults.

A bit skewed but luxurious frames

Blatant entrances drown in dirt

Against a background of glaze

Flock flies and in the light of pink

The shapes become more precise

I mentally throw handful of my paints.
There is no help for my cornered creatures.

Wanderings, wanderings, wanderings.

Searching for those, who have been grateful

Those who vowed themselves to you

Speaking no unnesessary words of remorse.

Caressing, caressing, caressing.

Shivers oppress at the moment of recognition.

As constant dropping wears out stone.

Sea-shell has touched every tune of your heart with
sadness

Sagas, sagas, sagas.

Belong to antiquity, where once you have read

You believe in universe.

Everything’s with you

Caressing and sagas.
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JI1060Bb HECIBILIHO MOIKPAJIaCh.

Orpena g1 ee —

yIIa, Kayasch.

ITepeBopaunBasiCh B raMake,

yBUIENA 1 OJTUKN Ha OKHE.

[Tpuniock B3MISSHYTH B TJ1a3a peabHOCTH.
A npsiuy B JadbHUI CBOI KapMaH IJIaTOK,
a B HEM — OTJasHUE.

4 onuHOKa, HO ropja,

He npaBia jau?

JI1060Bb HECTIBILITHO MOAKPAIaCh:

Ternepb — He HAJO MIAJOCTH.

[TpemuyBcTBUE JTIOOBU UCKYILIATh HE HAO,
Oepu, O6eru, He ycTynasl,

BCIIOMUWHAaM ri1a3a, 6J1arocjaoBIisii ycTa,
OCKBEPHM, 3aIIOMHMU €€ HaBcer/a.

Ilesa cknoHuace,

TEeJIO Pa3ayJioch,

TBI OCKUIIIb KCKATh APYTVIO.

PoBHOe npIxanue —

0e3 BOCIIOMUHAHUS,

Opena nmpeackazaHus —

nopoKa Haka3zaHue,

CHOB HEITOHUMaHUE —

TajlaHTa OTIIeBaHueE,

POBHOE ObIXaHUE —

pa3Max Ha co3epliaHue,
MHTeJIJIeKTyalla BOCKJIULIAHUEe —
BcenpoliueHue — He mpocto MaHusl.
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The love had quietly sneaked in.

I zonked and it walked away shaking.
As I tumbled in a hammock,

I noticed splotches on the window.
And there I had to get a sight of reality.
I hide a napkin into distant pocket.
The only thing it holds — despair.

I am so lonely and so proud.

Isn’t it so?

Love had quietly sneaked in.

There is no room for roguery.

Foreknowledge of love should not be baited
Guard, run, hold the fort.

Remember eyes, bless mouths

Bespit, remember it forever.

Neck bended

The body inflated

You are running in search of another.

Smooth breathing

Without remembrance

And the delirium of prediction
The Flaw of punishment
Dreams’ misunderstanding
Ability’s burial service
Smooth breathing
Amplitude of contemplation
Intellectual’s exclamation
Indiscriminate forgiveness
It is not just a simple mania.
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TBoe BIcUeHNE KO MHE —

HEEeCTECTBECHHO.

S mBUTArOCH B TaHIIE OECKOHCYHOM.
JbI1ry 6e337100H0 Yepenoil Ce30HOB.

A — Hacnaxaalch JIUILIb CBOEH CBOOOION.
CamM03a0BEHHO TOJIIOOUTD ce0sl MBITAlOCh.
Thbl Obelllb Opexu Ha Teppace,

M KaKJIbIH 11ar — WJUTI0O3UEel CYUTaelllb.

A 1 — CKOJIbXY IO JIbIUHE OJIeTHOM,
KOTOpas, KaK THI HE XICIIb,

He KOJIETCSI MTHOBEHHO.

bnarocnoBus Te04... I — He oY KO THY.

Horu — 6penyr,

Ha JINLIe — UCTYT,

B Ayllle — MaeTa,

Ha CTeHEe — OHa:

HEeCHOCHas1, 0eJIOKOCTHasl,
besymHOCTL — OCTpOHOCasI.
besbicxonHOCTh B OTHOYACKHE,
YMBIBAeT PyKH, y3J1acThle.

Tel KMBae1Ib 100M HEHACTHBIM,
ncye3aellb B TOIME Oe3paloCTHON,
U3BUHU, HO KaK ObITh MHE PadOCTHOM,
roka rpaji oTouBaeT Bce MajoCTH,
U3MbIBasICh HaJl BCEMU TTOIAPSII.
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Your appetence to me is unnatural.

I move in an endless dance.

And breathe with a list of seasons.

I am delighted with my own freedom.
Selfless I attempt to fall in love with myself.
You crack nuts on a porch

Considering every step as delusion.

And I glide on pale ice floe

That doesn’t instantly prick as you may expect.
and having blessed you

I won’t sink to the sole.

My feet plod along

A fright appeared on my face

Soul is drudging.

And there she is on the wall:

Intolerable, white-boned

The sharp-nosed rage.

In a flash of hopelessness

Washes tie-knotted hands of it.

You nod and disappear in joyless crowd
Excuse me! How am I supposed to be roseate?
While hail scoffs at everyone, striking off every trifle.



OTpopsich He BUaIa TAaKOTO IIesKa.

Bort ata HUTH Genecas,

BOT 3Ta MJIaJlb 3aMep31ias.

[nerercs pUCyHOK 3aMbICTIOBATHII

MHE — TOKa3aJICs, CIUIIKOM MPOCT OH.
OuapoBaTesIbHO CKOJIb3UT B CBOEM Hakale,
Os1yKaaet, BO30yXAaeT, CIUIIKOM TOHOK.
Pazpexsb Thl TKaHb U Oyae1b XKaJTOK.
WHTpuru HeT yxe,

KOCTIOM — HEJIOBOK.

OcnabeBaet rpoaa,

He BUJaTh KOHIIA:
aTakyeT MeuTa
KEJITOPOTOrO IOHIIA.
A eMy HUTIOYEM,

ecJiv TaMm, y Jlapla
BMXPEM KpyKaT BeTpa,
OCBITIasl CTIOJTHA.

OCBUCTBIBAIOT CUJIbI HEOECHBIE
HECHOCHYI0, HECHOCHYIO.
3a0buTu KPUKHYTH: «bpaso!»,
MHe,

He MTPOCTO UM, He MPOCTO.
IIpenyranato Bce st Harepen:
Bo3bMy, U BBITKY TKaHb HA000POT,
3areM, MOKpoIo OeJIbIM

BHOBb,

HayHy YUTaThb CBOM MOHOJIOL.
ITogHuMyT 3aHaBecC, U B TUILUHE,
B30pBETCS 3aJ1, JIUKYS,

CJIaIKO MHE...

40
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I haven’t seen such silks ever.

What a whitish thread!

What a frozen hemstitch!

Interesting pattern braids

It seems too simple to me.
Fascinatingly glissades in tension
Wanders, arouses, way too delicate.

Cut the fabric and you’ll become rueful.
Intrigues are gone.

And costume is awkward.

Storm slackens

The end is unseen.

Dream attacks greenhorn.
He doesn’t care a cuss,

If there by box winds whirl,
Wholly heaping.

Hosts of heaven hiss the accursed and intolerable.
They forgot to shout: “Bravo!”

It’s not that easy for me, nor for them.
Beforehand I guess

I will take and weave fabric back to front.

After that I'll cover it with white again

And I will start my monologue.

In silence curtains will be lifted

And storm of applause will stuff the hall
Triumphing, 1 feel delightful.
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HcTopus aToii He3eMHOI J1I0OBU,
CJTyYUJIach 3a IBE THICSIYU JIET

10 TIPOKJIATON BOWHBI.

JIBe paHEeHHBIX AYIIU UCKATU TTOKOS:
ITpackoBbs na Mapbs

UX 3BaJIi B HapoJe.

U uto GBI ctyynsock ceituac,

Thbl IOUMM,

He OyIb OAHOMOJION X Oabbeil TI00BU.
Taxk, nHU nmpoberanu,

MeJIbKAIy HEJeNu,

B ILJIECKE BO[I,

YTOHYEHHOM JIEHU,

B cOOpE LIBETOB, SITO[l, U XMEJIs,
YEpHbIE KOChI, KaK 3MEU CIJIETAINUCH,
B CypOBBIE 3UMBI T€J1a NPUOIVKATUCE.
JIBe paHEeHHBIX AU UCKAU MTOKOS,
O[] IECHb COJIOBbSI HABEK YCIOKOSICh.

[Tpo3paunsbie pyku,

OoJIBIIINE T71a3a,

TOHKWE UKPBI —

BOJTHYIOT 3aJI. JIBVOKeHUST BEIHYKIIEHBI TTOMYNHSATH —
BUOpaIK Tena,

CKPUIIKY TUTaYb.

Kpyxuiiibcst BUxpem 0€3 orjisiaku
HOTaM TBOMM OOJIbHO:
BBIHAIIIMBA T4,

TJ1avelilb,

JIAKYEITh,

Jlaelb 3HATh HaM.

[Tanbup! paccTanuce,

BLEMWJINCH OOTBHO.

My3blKH — HET

Bcem — «BombHO!»
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The story of that unearthly love occurred

Somewhat two thousand years prior to accursed war.
Two wounded souls were looking for comfort

Their names were Praskovia and Mary in public.

And whatever happens right now

You have to understand

There is no chance for their feminine love to begin.
That’s how those days used to go by

Weeks gleam in the splash of the water of exquisite laziness.
While gathering flowers, picking berries and hop,

Black braids interlace as snakes with one another.
Their bodies came closer, as rough winter approached.
Two wounded souls were looking for repose

Forever and ever settling down along with nightingale’s song.

Transparent hands

Big eyes

Thin calves

Excite the hall.

Movements force to obey

Body vibrations and violin’s cry.
Hastily You spin dancing

Your feet sore as they bring in pas
You cry and You triumph,

Letting us know.

Fingers have torn away, as they gasp painfully.
There is no music, everyone at ease!
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3Byku [lloneHa cTpysTCs MJIaBHO.
Thbl B HETEPIIEHU U XU3HU PABHOMA.
Kaxaplil akkopi YHOCUT BCe AaJiblile.
BeTtpa nopbIB MOATOJKHET TeOS —
BOT U B3pBbIB:

He cTuxaetT «JIf».

Kak pydeek yMbIBaeT oHa,

Bce 3akoynku 60JbHOTO «S».

[Ha, Tbl mpollaeliib, cJIe3bl POHSIS,
BHYTPEHHE CXXaJICs, HO paclBETaelllb.
Pyku mynbcupytoT Hal posiieMm:
IIToneHa yx HET — JIEKapCTBO OCTAIOCh.

CTpaHHUK IMOHYPO B TOPY MIET,
He pa3dupasi HaCKaJIbHbIX MOPO.
bpems Hecer,

pPa3pbIBaeT XJIbICTHI,

HO HE XBaTaeT eMy 100POTHI.

A niouemy Obl TeOE He MOITH,
BCJIel 3a XopaMK AHTesia TbMbl?
Paspyiast 3akoHbI MIJIBI —

CBET 3acuseT MPOTUB OOPHOBI.
Cepiie COYUTCS aloio KPOBbIO,
U HE BUIATh TeOe OOJIbIlIe BOJIU.
PagocTb 3aKkpbiTa,

cYacThe B MyTH,

TyMaH CKpbIBaeT TBOU TPEXMU.

A 3a TYMAHOM UJIE€T BOJIHA.

Tbl ObI XOTEN, UYTOO OMBLJIA OHA
CJIe3bl B TJIa3HUIIAX TTOTUOIIETo 3J1a?
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Chopin’s melody fluently spouts.

You impatiently wait for an equal life.
Each chord carries away so far

And blast will push you

Here is a blowup and “la” won’t quiet down.
It laves as a creek

Each alleyway of sick ego

And there you forgive,

While losing the tears,

You internally squeeze,

But flourish.

Your hands throb above the piano
Chopin is gone and the cure remained.

Wanderer drags himself along to the top

Not taking notice of rocks.

Burden carries, tearing whips apart

But he is hard pressed for goodness.

Why don’t you follow choirs of the angel of Darkness?
Light will shine against the struggle

Breaking the rules of the haze.

Heart bleeds with vermeil blood

You will see no freedom anymore.

Joy is secreted away

And happiness is on the way

The Fog conceals your sins.

And behind the fog is the upcoming wave.

Do you wish it to wash away the tears in the eye-pits of dead evil?
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Insanel, nepws, Byaiu, epyaTku,

BCIO/LY K€JIaHbsl, MUCbMa, 3aTaIKH.
Banbcupyiot Horu,

CXKHUMAET pyKa,

TOHKUI OOPBIBOK Oymaru.

KpoBaBbie 0siku cBeYell Ha CToJIax —
OpocaloT TeHU B JaJbHUI Kabak.

TaMm, B OKpY>XKEHUU CMpaJa U MbLIH,
JIEBUYIIIKA TPE3UT O 3aMKaX U JIbIHSX.
Cunut, B OKpYXXeHUU 3HATHBIX TOCITOI.
Yynku ee BETXU, TOPYKOM TPYIb €€,

Teno — ycrano, BEKU CIUIAIOTCS,

HO KaK YUCThI TOMBICJIbI IOHBIE.
Banbcupyiot Horu,

CXKHUMAET pyKa,

XPYCTSIIUI 0OPBIBOK YEPBOHIIA.

[neuu pacnpaBuUIUCh, KyApU BOJHYIOTCS,
becuieHHOCTD XenaHUil — B MyKax TapyeTcs.

Ha rpynu TBOEI MOKOSICH —

BCE TOKOSI HE Halmy.

3HaTh — HE XOYelllb Thl, 310/E,
OTITYCTUTb MEHS C MOJIei

3HaTbh — He Befaellb Thl, OapuH,
YTO CYCTaBbl CTBIHYT B Jie],

1 J1I000Bb — HE COrpeBaeT

MOIO KPEIMOCTHYIO IIOTh.

W Ha 3aBTpaliiHeM paccserte,

ThI 3aX0Yelllb BHOBb MOKPHIThH,
STUM CJIAOCTHBIM ITO30POM,
CBITBIM — B PajIoCTh,

benHbiM — B XBOPb.
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Hats, feathers, veils, gloves

Everywhere are wishes, letters, and secrets.
Feet waltz

Hand squeezes a delicate of paper

Bloody splotches of candles at tables

Throw shadows at distant tavern.

There among stench and dust

a girl dreams of castles and melons.

She sits surrounded by noble Messieurs.

Her stockings are decrepit.

Breasts stick out. Her body is tired.

Sleep hangs on her eyelids,

But youthful thoughts are so pure.

Feet waltz

Hand squeezes a piece of crunchy chervonets.
Shoulders are set back, curls tremble.

In the throes inestimable value of wishes is granted.

As I rest on your chest

Quietude I can not find.

I see, miscreant,

You don’t want to leave me off the fields
I see, master,

You don’t know how joints freeze to ice.
Love doesn’t warm my bonded body
And tomorrow at dawn

You’ll want again to cover

With this sweet disgrace

Satisfied to celebrate

And yet so poor to illness.



XJomHyJsa IBEPb — MHE MPUBOJIBHO.
He o0bsicHUILIbL — MHE XK€ MOKOWHO.

CkoBaJia LIeTblo JIeHb 0e33/100Has.
KuzHp — ujer,
BBIOUBAET APOOKIO.

ConHue paciuiaBMJI0 KpbIIIX IOMOB.

TpaMBau — 3BEHSIT,

PEebChl — TYIAT,

«CronoBasi» — MaHWUT,

MOTO/y BEIIAET.

Tbl OOBUHSIELIb — MHE CMENIHO,
ThI 3a0bIBaCIlIb — MHE BCE PABHO.
JIbIMHKY UCKPSTCS B TBOMX IJIa3ax.
Jloxs y3Hato:

Mmne 6e3 [1paBabr — HuUKakK!

Wayt yachr:

CTyuar Moapsij,
OTCUMTHIBAS,

BCe Ha3af.

Craplly — Ha pajocCTh,
MoJsioabIM — Ha rope.
bnaxeHHbI MbICH,
MIPUBOS B TIOPSIIOK,
yTpauuBas SpKOCTb KPaCOK,
Tomyach Ha MecTe,

JyliaT cJajiko,

OeryT Hasza/,

KaK JIPYT Halll IIaTKUIA,

He oTaaBasi — 4To0 LEeHWIIH,
B3aMe€H, HUYTO He TTOMPOCUIN.
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The Door has clapped — I feel free now.
You won’t explain — I feel easy
Good-natured sloth has enchained.

Life goes by, knocking out with dust-shots.
Sun has melted down the roofs of the houses.
Tramway cars clink, metals buzz.
“Stolovaya” beckons and predicts weather.
You accuse — ridiculous to me.

You forget — I don’t care.

Pieces of ice sparkle in your eyes.

I recognize lie.

There is no way for me without the truth.

The clock goes

And knocks at a run,
Counting backwards.

For better to elder

And for worse to the young.
Blessed thoughts

Bringing to order

Losing the brightness of colors
Making no headway

They throttle sweetly

And run back

As weak friend of ours

Not giving a thing,

In return

he wants to be appreciated

he wants nothing to be asked for.
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Henenoctk, Kak oHa mpocTa.
Tel He TTO¥IMEIIIb ee, BCceTraa,
SIS B T1a3a Tebe, oHa —
04apoBaTeJIbHO OOJIbHA.
[MonkymuT, CHOBa He 3aMETHIIIb,
MOTSIHET 3a co0oIi Oena.
CuiibHei Tebs1 —

HUKTO e¢ He 3HaeT.

U tak poaHa Tebe oHa,

BO BCe

CyeT CBOI HOC HEJICIIOCTb,
IepeBOIs TPYIBI ITO3TOB,

WX CTOJIb HEJICTIBII YXY CTHIIb.

IItnuka 3actbuia cpeau Hebec.
He oOparuthbcs 1 eii, HaKOHell,
B J1e0es1 6esoro.

TyT 1 KOHEIl MBITAPCTBAM BCEM,
cpenb Oypb 1 JOXIEIH.

KamueM ynana ntuuka,

3aTeM,

J1edenb 3aCThII, OKMIast KOHEII.

Prich, Kak Obl HEeB3Hauai,

CIJIOTHYB CJIIOHY, M30aBUIACh OT OEJIKU.
Tak Mbl, 0OBIYHO HE CTpallach,
packiianbiBaeM KJIETKHU.

I1penas, obunes, U yous —
JIOXKMMCS CIaTh, 00M1y 3aTauB,

U TIOYTPY, 3aCTHIB B KoM(popTe,
«3eJIEHBIM» JIeJIAeM OTCYET,
npenmnosarasi XUTh Tak — BEYHO,
IPBI3ST 3aMbI3TAaHHYIO KOCTb.
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Absurdity, how simple it is.

You won'’t be able to realize it

It looks you in the eye, forever

Looking so charmingly sick.

It’ll bribe you, you won’t even notice
And misfortune will pull you over.

And no one knows this stronger, than you do.
It is so native to you

Absurdity sticks her nose into everything
Interpreting poet’s oeuvre

So awkward style to hearing.

A Bird was stock-still among heavens.
should it turn into a white swan eventually.
There it is the end of all toils,

Among the windstorms and rains.

The Bird stooped down,

then the swan froze, while awaiting the end.

Trot swallows saliva

As it accidentally

Sloughed off a squirrel.

That’s how we usually lay out the cells.
Having no fear

As we have already betrayed, offended and murdered
We go to bed harboring an insult

And as we freeze in comfort in the morning
Counting out the “greenbacks”,

As we assume to live forever,

While biting a sloppy bone.
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Tpe3BoCTh Cy>XIeHUIN —

MasiK B HOUH,

JIBIM TIpU TTOXKape

U TOJIOC TOCKH.

PabcTBo: B HaType ero —

Tpu TBOPLA

MHYT U BasiioT MOPTPET MyapeLa.
W cKpeHHOCTh MAHUT,

MpaB/a IJacurT,

U TyMaKaMU HapOJ OCKBEPHMUT.
bbb UM HEObLTb —

He BEeUHBIIl BOIPOC.

KTo-TO BOIOET, a KTO-TO MOET.

PriOKa, KaUHYBIIMCD, CIJIOTHYJIA HAXKUBKY.
Kpacotka, pa3zaeBiirch Bo TbMe IOHara,
rpebJia, 4TO €CTh MOYH,

Ha cMeX pblbaKaM.

Mecsi1r 1ackait IEeTKOBUCTYIO Jalb.
JInunmuii KOCHYBILIKCD,

yTHUK — mpourpal.

CMepTh NpuBOAMIA B ABMXKEHUE WI.

B xy6xu pekoro, BTeKkasa XX13Hb.
3Be3bl — rpaloM BaJWIMCh Ha Hac.
[yTka,

a BCe X,

HEeTNPUIISIAHBIN dapc.
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Judgments sobriety —
Lighthouse in the night,
Smoke in fire condition

And voice of Angst.

Slavery is in kind of it

Three demiurges poach

and form sage’s portrait.
Sincerity lures, truth says
People will befoul with socks.
True story or not —

makes no everlasting question.
Some carry on war, others sing.

The little fish lurching swallowed the bait

Pretty girl stripped to the buff in the darkness

She rows with all her might, making fishers laugh.
The moon has cherished the silky distance.

Joker has gambled away, once lilies he touched.
Death used to put in motion the slit.

Into goblets as river life has flowed in.

Stars hailed upon us

Just kidding!

Nevertheless, the farce is charmless.
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Hayxka Bcem:

TPELINTh HE CO3HaBasl.
Co3HaB —

HaBeK M30aBUIILCS OT CTPACTH.
Bzamen —

TOJIYYHILb JIAIIb HATIACTH.
Bcio cyth Hayku —
M3BpaTUIIIb,

¥ HEepeaJIbHOCTh —
U30EKUIb.

He nymas —

THI BHOBb MMapUIlIb,

a TIOTPY3UBIINUCH —

CTYK U TUIIIb.

Bcg dunocodpust — B omHOM:
Wpewms — uan,

3aCTblI — ThI CIUIIIb.

O0perTaro, NCKaXalo,
BepyIO M YIIOBAIo.
Jpy3bst — HE MUJIBI,
Bpard — He CTPAaITHBL.
O3H00 — OBeT,
pasmpakacr.
BHyTprBeHHO KOO —
CTpPaHHYIO TPYCTh,
YHoOIIY ¢ OO0 —
TpSI3b M ICITYT.

JIbeT rpubHOM TOXIb
noyTpy,

TIPUBOIUT B ITOPSIIOK
MBICITh MOIO.

Bepyto u ynosaio,
obpeTato, yIyckaro.
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A lesson to all:

to sin with no recognition.

Once perceived

You’ll get rid of passion forever.

And you’ll get just adversities in return.

The core of science you’ll misinterpret,

And unreality you shall avoid.

Without any thinking you float over again

As you have sunk into, there are just knock and
stillness.

The whole philosophy is one thought:

In case you are walking — keep walking

In case you are frozen — you are asleep.

I gain, distort

I Believe and hope.

Friends are not dear

Enemies are not frightening

Shiver churns and irritates.
Intravenously I break the weird grief
I carry away consternation and filth.
Sun shower rains in the morning
And shapes up my thoughts.

I believe and hope

I gain and let it go.
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KybGapeM no nectHule
Kavyych

o

Kiyoxom, rpyrmmpysch,
CTPaxylocCh,

KOHEYHO Xe,

o

Ho BoT, HakoHell,

duHMLI,

3BEHSIIIIas TUIIIMHA.
CosHaHue, BIPYT OTKJIIOUNIIOCH,
yXe TTOHUMAeT OHa,

BOT, TJIe MEUThI COBIBAIOTCS,
JIOTIAsICh, CJIOBHO II1ap,
CKavyT OHU, OOTOHSIS,
naxe apabckuii TabyH.
0O06JaK0 — paccesioch,
OoOHaxas CyThb.

Co3HaHMe BEPHYJIOCH:

s HAUMHAIO CTPAJIaTh.

HatiopMopT — BOJIbHBII,

C JOJIbKOI YeCHOKa,

B MereJIbHULEe — TOJIHOM,
MPUMOCTUJICS Ha Y1y TaOypeTKH,
CKOJIOUEHHOM — HeyMeJlo.

JIyd conHua — gpkui,

OCBEIIAeT HEOPEXKHYIO YIbIOKY,

Ha JINLIEe TBOEM,

B MOMEHT CO3[laHUsI TOTO,

YTO Ha3bIBAIOT: MMPOMEXKYTKOM BpEMEHHU,
U, OCTAHOBJIEHHOE, JIUIIIb MTHOBEHUEM,
pyKaMM — MOTHBIMU, HECMEJIbIMU,

Ha MepeKOoIIeHHOM XOJICTE.
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I go heels over head downstairs.

As some clew, I group, insure

Sure enough this is me.

But finally here it is,

Finish is clinking silence.

Suddenly the consciousness switched off
Now she understands,

At what place dreams come true
When they burst as bubble

And gallop way ahead of Arabic flock.
Clouds have cleared away
Unsheathing the core

The consciousness is back

And I begin to suffer.

Chainless still-life painting —
The clove in overfull ash tray.
Settled down at the corner of
Artlessly nailed together stool.

A ray of sunlight

Highlights a casual smile on your face
At the very moment of creation of
What has the name of time interspace,
This has been stopped by twinkling
And with awkward sweaty hands

At the distorted canvas.
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B arot noaruii 3umMHuUiA Beyep,
CTOMUT OOKaJl, HAIMOJHEHHBIN CJIe301.
TUXOHBKO TJIEET CUTapeTa rue-To,
MBITAIOCh 51 IPOYECTh OTBETHI,

Ha TOJICTOM CaxapHOM OKHE.
Mopo3, oH caenat CBoe Jeo,
CO3[1aB PUCYHOK Ha CTEKJIE.

W nonro Oyay s yUTaTh:

Bomnpoc — otBer,

HayaTh — U 3HATh.

Bo3M0oXHO, CTpaHHOI MOKAXYCh 41,
Bellb TPEET AyLIy MpeICcKa3aHbe.
U cnaTh CTOKOWHO OTHPaBIsISCh,
YMOM Tep3al0Ch BHOBb U BHOBbD,
BHE3aITHO, OypHO MPOOYXKIASCh,
6exaTb, B HAIECXKIE YIIOPXHYTh.

CTpyHBbI oyl MOE JTOTTHYJIA.
Ha rpanu cuibr —

HEBOJIbHO,

OTJISIIBIBAIOCH CKBO3b CIIE3bl —
JTOBOJIbHAS,

Gery, obpetato —

cBOOOIHAS.

BrloT Ha rT01IIa M Yackl.

He mamm mexsa —

0€e3BOJIbHYIO.

O6paTu Thl B ITULLY —

BOJIBHYIO,

Jlali UTPUBO MBICIIU JINTHCS,

U B BOJIE POTHUKOBOI YMBIThCS,
COCKPECTH CBOU CJI€3bI 3aCOXIIIUE.
41 BbIUEpKUBAIO

BCE OCTaJIbHOE.
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In this long winter evening

Wineglass is full of tears.

Somewhere softly cigarette molders
On the thick, sugary window

I attempt to read over the answers
Frost is done

Once drawing is created

And I shall read for a while
Question-answer, to begin and to know.
I might look weird,

After all the prediction warms up my soul.
Peacefully going to bed

I feel uneasy over and over

All of a sudden I wake up roughly

To run, hoping to fly away

The cords of my soul have popped.
Strengths on the edge — unmeant,

I look back through tears — satisfied.

I run and gain — free.

The square clock dangs.

Don’t have mercy upon me — weak-willed.
Turn me into a free bird,

Let my thoughts flow playfully,

Let me scrape my dried up tears

And let wash myself up in spring water.
I expunge the rest.
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O0ecrnokoeHHbIe MPOBOJIA.
Xo0J10/1 TPEMUT,

coTpsicast cepala.
MepTBBIe CMEIOTCS,
BOISIT XOPOBO/I,

XBOPOCT COOMpPAIOT

Xeub o, HoBwIit TogI.
Hckopku netsr,

KUBBIM BECTOUKM XPAHSIT.
Teruio otnanyT —

ce0e He BO3bMYT.

Primapem oH B >KM3HB IPUIIIE.

CrapocTh — 000CTpMIIa XapaKTepPHOCTD JTMHUA.
JlamoHb — nmpope3aHa HaCKBO3b

HEB3TOIaMU U TTOPaXKEHbBEM,

U 3alUTPUXOBaHa J1000BbIO.

VBBI, HO TJIaBHBII 3HAK — HE COXPAHIIIL:
OTMETHHY Ha «pPBILIAPCTBO»

JIETKO OH OOPOHUII.

KynpsiBast cupeHb OTIMBaeT cepedpoM.
He XxBaTall, XOJIEeHBIMU pYKaM, JUKYIO Kpacy.
DOopMEBI CTpacTH HEYeMHOM —
LIJIENAl0T CUPEHEBBIE BETKMU.

Ipyboe BMelIaTenbCTBO,

U BECb OYTOH pacKpbIBaeT CETHU.

Mox, TOHOB ITyOOKUX,

0003HaYMJT CKIIAIKY.

HexHo BBIYKJIOCTb, Y KUBOTA XpaHs,
BEEPOM €JI0OBBIM OOMAaXHET,

BHOBb HECMEJIO Ha0EXKAaBIIIYIO CJIE3Y.
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Cables disturbed.

Chillness thunders

And shakes hearts.

The Dead laugh and reel

As they go sticking to burn on the New Years Day.
Sparkles fly as they save messages for live.

They give away the warmth

But they will never take it.

He came into this life as knight.

Senility has aggravated the distinctness of lines.
Palm is cut through with misery and beating
But hatched with love.

Alack, main sign has not been kept:

And knighthood’s mark easily was buried.

Curly lilac pours off with silver.

Don’t you grasp wild beauty with sleek hands.

Lilaceous branches slap shapes odd irrepressible
passion.

Just rough interference

And whole bud reveals netting.

Moss of deep shades has designated wrinkle.

Gently saving bulge of a belly

Fans with a fir fan a once again wanly running tear.
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Wner kapaBaH,

BSDXYT MECKU.

BepOtonoB AByropobIX,
CTeraloT KHYTHI.
HaBbloueHbl BEUHBIM OOTaTCTBOM OHMU.
KoBpamu, 30510TOM,
Xouewb — Oepu.

Ha otnanenuu B Tpu nHS —
TOpo/Ji CTOUT,

OXUJAeT JaHU.

IaTpbl paCKUHYIUCD,

a B HUX,

HaJOXHMIL CMEX, NETUILIEK BU3L.
B mpamop OacceiiHa

TOpC MoTrpyKas,

IIEWX TPUHYXKIAET,
JIIOOUTH UCKYIIIAET.

Houb HacTynwia,

(akeJibl TOpsIT,

KapaBaHa — He BUIHO,
MPOKJISITBIN MUPaX.

IITuua TockyeT o Boje —
rIymna.

TynocTb BOJTHYET KOPOBY —

C TIOJTHA.

CoutHLIE BCTaeT 10 3axoaa —
OHa,

WILIET IBOMHOM yaap Apo3a.
PagocTth — He paiocTh,
[levanb — rpycTHa,

Bellb HUKOMY HEM3BECTHA OHa,
CKpbITa MO/ BEYHBIM ITOKPOBOM B HOUH,
00JIb HACTUTAET BHaYaJIe MTyTHU.
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The Caravan goes, sands sink.

Whips quilt double-humped camels.

They are packed with everlasting wealth.

Rugs and gold.

You want it? — So take it!

There is a city three days away,

Waits for a tribute.

Tabernacles are spread,

Embracing laugh of concubines and kids’ yelp.

The Sheik forces to steep torso
Into the marble pool

As he baits to love.

The Night has came

Torches are burning

The caravan is unseen

A Cursed mirage.

The Bird is sick for liberty.

Silly.

Bluntness commoves the cow.

Fully.

Sun arises before sunset.

She looks for a double stroke of thrush.
Joy — not joy.

Grief is sorrowful.

And unknown to everyone,

Hidden beneath the ageless cope of night.
Ache overtakes at the trailhead.
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INepuaTky MaxXHyT JIAHABIIIEM,
Bbl CHOBA KOMAaJMCh B Cajy.
JlepeBo KpoeT TEHbIO

Baiy miexy.

Betep urpaet 100Koif,

TaK XoTeJ1 Obl 1,

1LIAJIOCTh CBOIO BOJIBHYIO,
naputh Bam,

J1I060Bb MOS.

Ho uyBcTBO ciieno, rnpe3peHHo,
HE BUANT OHO, XOTb KPUUH,
MOPIIMHOK Ballux HemoophIX,
U CTapOCTb BIIEPEIH.

MeHs He ITyTraeT HUA CKOJIBKO,
oy, Bateii, TBepaast ctaib.
[nyneu s nmonesose,

s1 TOHeBoJie — Baiir.

[IeakoBHUCTOCTH KOXHU TBOEH JJacKaeT MHE B3IVISI,.
IOHo1eckas yganb oOpeTaeT cTaTh.
Tonbko 1,

He JOTparmBasicb, MOTY TTOHSITb,

B KaKMX MECTax U3BUBAETCS CTPACTb.
MyxuuHa 1 —

DPOXIIEH.

He Hamepen

[JTYITBIM B3IsiAaM BHUMATh 0€3 TOBEPHSI.
Tbl — 11000BbL MOSI HETJIEHHASI,

Tonbko — OpeHHas... bpeHHas...
OTCTYIHUCH, YKOJIUCH,

9TOM >KM3HBIO HEJIETION.

Hascerma mpuBstky K cebe

HUTbIO OECLIEHHOIA.

S BoBeK TeOsT He 3a0ymy

MOJIUTBCS, MOJTUTHCSI, MOJIUTHCSI,

byny...
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The Gloves smell of lilies-of-the-valley
You’ve been digging in yard once again.
Tree covers your cheek with shadow.
Wind plays with your skirt.

How I wish I would give you my pranks,
My love.

But feeling is so blind, so contemptible
It doesn’t see your unkind wrinkles,
And you may even scream.

And old age is ahead.

I am not even scared by the firmness of your soul,
That’s hard as steel

Against my will I am such a fool
Against my will I am Yours.

Your skin’s silkiness caresses my sight.
Young prowess becomes plant.

Just me,

Without touching may understand,

Where passion coils.

I was born a man.

And I don’t intend to heed stupid sights without any trust.
You are my imperishable love,

But frail... so frail.

Stumble and prick with this absurd life.

Tie to yourself with priceless thread forever.
I will never forget you.

I’ll pray, pray and pray.
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Wrpa Teneit —

3aBOpaXkMBaeT B3IJISI.

CyTb B ABYX:

BOT BECh MOU BKJIaJ.
OcraHaBIuBasiCh, cepala,
3aMaHUBAIOT B TEMEHb

He crenia.

OTCTYKMBAIOT HaM MOCAEAHUIN MapIll,
CILTeTasiCh, BHOBb MapaJM3yIOT B3IJISI.
Ho Tb1, MO MUJIBII,

HE CTPAIUCh,

MepeKpecTUcCh, U MPUCMOTPUCH,

KaK B IbIME CyMEPEeK OHH,

TaAHLIYIOT B PUTM,

TOITYACh Ha MOJIBIHU.

Hckyrmmio BUHY CBOlO,

KakK 3HaTh.

Onuuny Iyry BO CHe:

He KpacThb.
ToT, Koro cTpeMuIlbCs 000JTaTh,
BHM3 yHaAeT, POHSIS CTaTh.

Bboab paznoxut tena,

U yHECeT CKBO3b roja.
Ocmenuibes I ObITh TOT/A,
CBOMM BeJIMYKEM ITOJIHA,
OTAaTh, MPOJATh CBOM JieTa,
YTOOBI JIMKYS TTOJYUYUTH CITOJTHA.
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Shadow effervescence spellbinds the sight.

Main point in two: this is my entire contribution.
Hearts lure into darkness leisurely,

As they stop.

They tick away last march for us

As they interlace and once again paralyze the sight.
Don’t be frightened my dear.

Make a sign of the cross

Take a closer view of how in the twilight smoke
They dance to the beat, stamping on wormwoods.

I will wash away my guilt, who knows.

I will make an arc in my dreams: don’t steal.
Those whose reputation you try to slander
Will fall down, dropping the noblesse.

Pain will decompose the bodies

And will carry away through the years.

Full of greatness, will you be as bold

To give and to sell your years,

To get cheerfully what you deserve.



Oy jyra,

MpUIILIa BeCHa,
3acThUIM Oepera,

B OXMIaHbE TeILIa.
JlonatoTcst mouku,
OpOIIAIOT MEHEUKH.
OOGHs11a COCHA OJIbXY,

U MEJIBEIb TPBI3ET KOPY.
Topon creneTcst BHU3Y,
00HaXaeT CyTh CBOIO.
Hwurmouem oH He moiiMer,
KaK JIMKYeT CTapblii JIYT.

Kak monro 6 Mbl He TUPOBAJIN,
TaK M He B3sIT O B TOJIK,
3ayeM, TOCJIe e/Ibl,

MIPUXOINUT HACKIIIEHBE,

U TOJION TIPUONBACT BHOBbD.
Kak xaib, 94T0 B IOJITHE ITUPHI,
MpbI He co3epuaiu JUll CBOUX,
MpHU3HAB TOCTOMHCTBA,

B JIMCTBE MOPIIVH.

Hcmyr Bo BpeMs TeX CBUIAHUH
THETET eTo,

pa3naBiIMBaeT COH,

U POOOCTD TIEPBBIX OKUTAHUI,
BBIXOIIUT 3a TIPEICJIbI CTOH.

OH 3aJITI0M BBITTUBAET I'PYCTh CBOIO,
YTPUPYS BOCTIOMUHAHDS,

K 3BE3[Ie eT0 BJIeUeT MPU3HaHbE,

OH — TIpe3UpaeT IJIOTh CBOIO.
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Meadows have come to life

Spring came

Brinks petrified in wait for warmth.
Sprouts break down

Watering snags.

Pine has hugged alder

And bear is gnawing bark.

A city trails down

Baring its essence.

There is no way for it to understand
How old meadow rejoices.

It doesn’t matter for how long

We feast

It’s hard to grasp why after meal

Glut comes and hunger fastens once again.
How vexing, when during long-lasting feasts
We didn’t gaze into our faces

And within that wrinkled foliage

We have acknowledged merits.

During those dates

Fright preys him

Crushes his dreams

Crushes the shyness of first expectations.
And a moan goes beyond.

He drinks down his grief

He exaggerates memories.

He is attracted to the star by confession.
He disdains his flesh.



Kocag npsab 3a nepiamyTpom yxa,
U 3a0CTPEHHBI KOHYUK SI3bIKA,
OTTAUYMBAET TEKCTHI 3a «CTy4dallleil»,
6e3 repedost HOYb XpaHs,

YTOO B MUT YTEIIUTh MBICJIb I€pa.

Biyxxiaer B 3aKoy/TKax MmpaBibl

BHOBb HATHIKASICh B TEJIO JIKU,
HACYMUBIIUCH, TIEPO YXOIUT

BO OJTM3JIeXAIne ABOPIIHI.

3aTeM, MPeChITUBIINCH KPAacoil TpaHEeHUIA,
OHO MCUYE3HET, HE TTPOCTSICh,

OJTy>X/1aTh, HE MBICJISI, B CKJIAJKaX TIPaBJIbI,
U JIOXb, KOHEYHO, N30eraTh.

-ITocMoTpu B m1a3a, codake CBOeid,
KU3Hb CBOIO Thl YBUIMILb B HEA.
[IlepcTb B3bEPOILIID,

B MyTh, CMEJIEM,

W TOTJA, Thl MOMMEIb, KTO CUJIbHEN.

[Ipomarte, oTmaBaTh, XXIaTh, YINCH,
HECTUCH BCIIE,

y3HaB CUJTYOT.

«Tebe — mioxo»? — rj1a3a 3a1aloT BOIPOC,
BO3MYIIASICh CMOTPSIT:

«Bemp mpoxoauibe MIMO,

BCE, YTO XOUCIITb — BOT!»
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A sideways lock behind the nacre ear
A pencil pointed tongue polishes texts
At the banging typewriter

Like clockwork saving night

To instantly solace the pen’s thought.

Roams in alleyways of truth
As it runs against body of lies
The pen goes frowned to neighboring palaces

Then it disappears without saying goodbye

It palled with beauty of cutting.

To wander without thinking in pleats of truth
And to avoid lying.

Look in the eye of your dog

There you’ll capture your life.

Dishevel the hair and on your way bravely go.
And there you’ll get who is stronger.

Learn to forgive, to grant and to wait.
To rattle along, once shadow-figure is known.
Eyes express the question: “Are you feeling not well?”

“Do you feel bad?” — eyes are asking a question,

As they indignantly gaze:

“After all you walk by, and anything you’d want is right
here”.
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W3naBag 3BykH,
JTaeM 3HaTh:

OTKyJa OepeM Havao,

KOTJa CMOXKEM OTHATh.

WccnenoBas riyOMHY CBOUX KOJIOALEB,
obpeTaeM CMBICIT BO3MOXHOCTEIA:

KOITNTh, 3aKJIaIBIBaTh, JaPUTh, OOSI3bIBATE.
O3HaKOMMB BCEX CO CBOEM KOHLIETILIUEH,
yaajsieMcst TOpao 6e3 SIBHBIX TTOTEPb.

PeGeHoK ObLT poXKAeH KOKOTKOM.
YcTaB siexxaTh — OH TyHYJI OMKOM.
[Mpuiiy B IBUKEHNWE BCE MBIIIIIHI,
HE J1aB ITOKOSI POXKEHUIIE.

M ObL1 TaKOB KpacuB U CMeE,

YTO 3aCTaBJISI CepaLia UCKPUTHCH,
Bcex 0JTarOHPaBHBIX OH JEBUII.

Tem caMbIM, 00JIETYMB KOHEII,

CBOEI M3My4aBIlIeics TUIOTH.

Ham — B pamocTh, a KOMy — BO Ipex.

HescHoit moxonkoit
oOpalaenib Ha ce0sl BHUMaHUE.
Ero pot — HenoymeBaer.
Ponnut Bac BMecTe ciernas Bepa.
PazBoagut — Jjierkas 3ameHa.
3acThIBIIAsI MO30JIb-
HaIroMUHaeT AeJo.

Pa3uHyTbIE pTHI — HE 0OpeTAaloT,

a B OJIMKax MECTHU — 3aMOJIKAIOT.

Hecercs neHb 3a 1HeM 6e3 MepHI,
oboraiaer oH, He IpeMJIeT.
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Sounding,

We let know:

Where from we take the beginning,

When we’ll be able to give back.

Once having explored the depth of our wells,
We find the meaning of possibilities:

To save, to put, to present and to oblige.

Once our conception is introduced to everyone,
We recede proudly without obvious losses.

As cocotte this child has been born.

When he got tired, he blasted with his buns.
Giving no rest to parturient,

He brought each muscle into motion.

There he was so handsome and so courageous,
So that he has forced hearts to sparkle

Of every modest maiden.

At once he simplified the end

Of his exhausted body.

Gladness to us and sin to others.

With help of vague walking you draw attention.
His mouth shows bewilderment.

Implicit faith brings you together.

Gentle replacement pulls apart.

Stark callosity reminds of pursuit

Widely open mouths gain nothing

And among glares of vengeance fall silent.
Immeasurably day after day flies by.

Enriches he and never drowses.
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Myuaelib MeHs, 3a4eM?
Bo MHe HeT HM Karuy IUI0XO0ro.
Tebe xx cui1 xBaTaeT ryOUThb JBOUX:
ce0s U MeHSI.
Koneurs uriel cBou
B MOIO BOCKOBYIO (DUTYPKY.
HcnyraH, pa3Hy3naH, HEJIOBOK CTOUIIb.
He Moxe1irb BCTOMHUTD SIPKO
panocTh BCTpeY, OypIo JTACOK,
a JDKUBOCTb CBOMX — MPUHUMAEIIb 32 CKa3KY.
Iepoii, moit, repoii,
3Bajia Te04 .
CBOU KJIBIKU Thl TOUUII,
3JI0CTh XpaHs.
Why do you torture me?

W3Beprasi KpoBaBblil TOTOK,

OHna — ByJIKaH,

YTO TMOAENATh EMY.

JIuik cnabblit HAMEK B TJIa3ax ero.
B Heii Bce B3pBIBHO, M BCE SICHO.
OrHerpuBa JaBuHa ee,

OKpY>KaeT ropJbIHS €ro.
OcTyrmaeTcsl OH Ha BepIUMHE TPYIU.
JloBUT cTpacTHO OHA,

He J1aB pa3OUThCS.

W Ha noxcrymnax onsiTh,

poOyeT OH

LLITYPMOM B3SITh.
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There is not an atom of bad in me.

You are full of strengths to destroy both of us.
Me and Yourself.

You stick your needles into my wax figurine.
Freightened and unbridled, You awkwardly stand.
You can’t lively remember

The joy of the meetings, the storm of caress.
But the falsehood of yours,

You take for a fairy-tale.

Hero, my hero, I used to call you.

But you were sharping you fangs,

Saving the rage.

Belching bloody flow,

She is volcano,

What can he do?

Just a faint hint in his eyes.
Everything is so explosive in her,
Everything is so clear.

Flamed mane is her avalanche
And pride surrounds him.

He stumbles at the top of the chest.
She catches him fervently,

Not letting him to crush.

And once again near the avenue of approach
He attempts to take by assault.
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Hyiilia MOS UCTIBITBIBAET IPYCTh.
VYenbliib MeHS, TOXAITyiCTa, YCJIbIb.
Bokpyr TeMHO, Tak CKOpOHO,

JIUNIb,

s cep/la CIbIIILY 3BOH,

U MBIIIb JIETy4asl,

OTTaYMBAET 3yOKHU B TULIU KPBIIIL.
[Tanbubl 390HYT, 51 HE BUXY UX.

Hano MHO# runTa ¢ HaAMKUCHIO:
«JleTnllib, JIETUILIb, JIETULLIb>.
HckynuB cBOU IATOCTU B KU3HMU,
TpaHCHOPMUPYIOCH OBICTPO.

He ycnieB ucnsITaTh UCHYT,
pasyiaraioch, Ha BEYHOCTb B BCEJIEHHO.

ToHka,

XpyrnikKa,

0osibHA,

BJItOOJIEHA.

AX, 3TOT roJsoc,

pocTo BoJist boxps.

Ha nokpsITOM JIBIOM 03€pe,
BUOpAIIMK TBOU B MOPO3HOM BO3/YXE.
JlomaoTcs BeHbI B Tee,

CJIOBHO CTPYHBI HAa BUOJIOHYEJIU.
3abepu XK Thl MEHSI HABEK,

B CBOI1 BOJIIIEOHBI OMEPHBINA BEK.
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My soul experiences sadness.

Hear me, please, hear me.

It’s so dark around and so dolefully

I hear heart ringing

And a bat sharpens its teeth in the stillness of the
roofs.

Fingers freeze, I don’t see them.

There is a slab with inscription above me:

“You fly, you fly, you fly”.

I metamorphose quickly,

Once I have atoned my tricks.

I break down to eternity of the Universe

Not having time to experience fright.

Thin,

Fragile,

Sick,

In Love.

And this voice is just a will of Heaven.
There are your vibrations in the icy air,

At a glaciated lake.

And veins burst in the body,

Like cello’s cords.

Take me to your magic opera age for good.



78

OH He xoTel,

a ThI PHLIACIID.

B Tebe Bce kpacku mupa,
XKaJlb, HE MTOHUMAaEUIb.
TeOs1 OKyTBIBAET JIETKU I TOPHOCTAl
MPOAPOLJIO TEJO,

YM HE XaJb,

KaOJIyKOM MPOH3as CTallb,
OH — cMeeTcs,

00TrphI3asi Byasb.

4 Gery Tebe Ha MOMOLIb
CKBO3b TOJIITY,

KpUYY OTYaSIBIIKCh,

YTO OHU JABHO B U3THAHUU.

OOMaKkHYB B YepHUJIBHUILIE TIEPO,
cuaut [1bepo, 0OpaTUB B3IJISII B OKHO.
TopuTt cBeua, ocBelliast BOKpYTL.
Posing kiiaBuiim, TSHYT TPYCTHO.
benoe nuio,

KpOBaBble TOMHBIE TYOBI,

CyTb €r0 — JaJIeKo,

TPYCTb — MOJAaBHO.

Cobupaert riae-To HecIelHO
TEKCT U MY3bIKY BMECTE.
HNHToHauuu 001bHO paHHAT,
OcTaHaBIMBasICh — 3a>KUBJISIOT.
Ham Isepo — npaBo BeueH:
HaJEeJIeH UM KaXIIbIii BCTPEYHBIN.



He didn’t want to, but you are sobbing.
Every color of the world is in you,
Too bad you don’t understand that.
Light ermine wraps you,

Your body chills,

There is no pity for mind

As piercing steel with a high-heel,
He laughs, gnawing the veil.

I run to your aid through the crowd,
Screaming desperately,

That they were exiled long ago.

Dipping a pen into the inkpot,

Pierrot sits, as he gazes at the window.
The candle burns, highlighting around.
The piano’s keys haul sadly.

White face,

Languid bloody lips.

The main point is so far,

And so much the more is sadness.
Somewhere deliberately puts

Text and music together.

Intonations painfully hurt,

Once they stop, they heal.

Our Pierrot is ageless:

Every one on the way is vested with him.
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Tony6u Beneuuu,
MyTHas Boja,

TUTOLIAAb 3BEHSIIIAST —
MPU3PAKOB TOJTHA.
CKBO3b CWIIy3ThI TOMOB
TOH/IOJIbEPHI MPABSIT
JIEJIAI0T OTCYET,

350K0, BJIaXKHO.
OTKpbIBalO I71a3a:
JIOLIAAU B 30J10T€
TOKOM LEPKBEN XPAHSIT.
Tony6u Beneuuu,
POCKOUIb yTOMNAIOIIAS,
XpYHKUE MOCTUKH

K BOJI€ TTPUOJIMKAIOTCS.
4 Hactynato Ha man] He3HaKoMIla —
XPaHIO MOJTYaHUE:

BCE TOJIbKO HAYHETCS.

CtpacTb 00ysi1a cepaua

B HakazaHue TBopua.
JIBUKET OH J1I00010 CUJION,
HO He MPeA0TBPaTUTh KOHIIA.
W packuHyBUIMCH Jieca,
KIIYT Tpareauy TOHIIA.
TBopell BBIHYX/IEH UCKaTb.

Kak 3ameHy nogpickaTh?

Ho uem GoJibliie coxaleHuit,
TeM B ITorubesu Kpaca,

U HayKa BCEM OHa.



The Doves of Venice.

The Water is muddy

The tinkly square is full of ghosts.
Through the shadow-figures of houses
Gondoliers rule and read off.

It is so chilly and moist.

I open up my eyes:

Horses in gold keep peace of the churches.
The Doves of Venice.

The Drowning luxury

Frail bridges haul into water.

I step on a stranger’s raincoat

And keep silent.

Everything just begins.

Passion overcamethe hearts

As the Creator’s punishment.
He moves any force,

But the end is unpreventable.
As forests spread,

They wait for tragedy’s courier.
The Creator has to seek.

How to make a substitution?

The more regrets, the more beauty in perish.

And beauty is the lesson to everything.
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Crenbie 00BSIThS
00J1bHO, OOJIBHO.
CmMelart, omypaurBalorT,
KaK BOJIbHO,
pyosT cruieya,

BCE TOITYA.

A Bcien 3a HUMH,
CBITUIET poca.
Kymasice, kartasich,
B HEU MHOTA,
0CBOOOXKIACIIIbCST
Thl — HaBCeTA.

PoGocTb nBukeHMi, CyeTHOCTD B3IJISIIOB,
pa3Be He JI0Xb MoCceInIach MexK HaMu?
Korma He naguT pyka ¢ HOToif,
11IarOM, I1aroM, I1aroM,

00paTHO HaBCTpeuy,

HO pSIZIOM.

CKBO3b IEJICHY,

3aCTUIABIIYIO HAC.

Bce ToT Xe uepHBbIii,

3USIOLIMM TJ1a3.

PaccrenuBiimch KOBpOM, KeMUyT
PYKM XCKET,

3aTPYAHSIS PEYU.

Cruierasicn,

TeJla 3aMbIKAIOT KOJIBIIO,

U1 HOTH JIPOXKaT,

MOJIBOJIS TIOAJIEIIOB.

IIIarom, marom, 11arom,
HaBcTtpeuy —

HE pSIIOM.

Pyka ¢ Horoii ABUXETCS B TaKT

U HET MyCTOTHI, OKPY>KaBIIEH HaC.
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Blind embraces

It hurts, it hurts.

Make laugh and befool.
At ease!

Shoot from the hip,
Trampling everything.
Following them,

Dew spatters.

As you bathe, rolling in it
You become free forever.

The cowardice of movements, the vanity of sights.
Isn’t it deception settled down between us?

When hand doesn’t get along with leg

At a foot’s pace, at a foot’s pace, at a foot’s pace.
Back and forward, but side by side.

Through pall, that used to cover us.

All the same black and dehiscent eye.

Pearls spread as carpet, burning hands

And hinders harangues.

The interlacing bodies form a circle.

Legs tremble, betraying sneaks.

At a foot’s pace, at foot’s pace, at a foot’s pace.
Towards — not nearby.

Leg with hand moves to the beat

There is no emptiness, that used to begird us.
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Ipeunss — MaHwUT,

Ipens — xoxer.

Alicenopa TYHUKY PBET.
Bxonut B coneHy1o Boy OHa.
JIBUXKETCS — TIJIaBHO,
JBIIIAT — POBHO.

He BunHo pyk.

[InbiBeT HaBCTpeUdy 3Be3MaM.
Mope cTaHOBUTCSI TBEPIBIM CIIepBa,
Bee...

ITonumaenb: Ha cueHe OHa.
Ocnenus nepaamMyTpom 0eapo
HAIpPSDKEHHO,

paccnabieHo,

PYKU OTAETBEHO

TaHIIYIOT HE B TaKT.

Pa3 — caplmuins xpycr,

JIBa — oTpana.

Iy6amu — mienyenib

[y6am — GombHO.
Alicenopa... Alicenopa...

JluBHast poaMHKA Haj ryooii,
CcTpaHHas ObUIb Iepes TOOOoIA.
BBepx nmogHuMaeTcst — JaauT OHa,
BHU3 OITyCKaeTcss — Ir'yOuT OHa.
M nonumaer 6e3 ciioB

cama,

B CyTU MOeii pa3oupasich 0e3 3J1a.
BeipyuaeT, BEpHOCTb XpaHMT,

1 3a 3aCIyTu TeOsT HarpauT.

Bb1 Beb HaBepHOE TOTaIANCh,
Ybsl 9TO POAUHKA?

Mawma — 3HaerT.
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Greece lures

Greece burns.

Isadora tears tunic.

She enters the salty water.

As she glides smoothly, she breathes evenly
Hands are hidden from the view

She swims toward the stars

At first the sea hardens

That’s it.

As she tensely dazzled with nacre her thigh
Relaxed, her hands dance separately

And not to the beat.

At first you hear a rustle

And then you’re filled with joy

You whisper with lips, it hurts

Isadora, Isadora...

A wonderful mole above the lip.

Strange true story in front of you.

As she turns up — she gets along.

As she comes down — she destroys.

And comprehends with none of words spoken
As she investigates me without any harm

Helps out, stays faithful

And will award you for merits.

You must have had guessed, whose mole this is?
Mother knows.
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Yachl yke «IBeHaAIaTh» ObIOT.

Pa3 — B mpounom Bce,

JBa — Oynymnii aKcTas.

Cyxoli OyKeT Ha CTOJie CTOUT,
MUTAIOT €U,

He gait bor MeyTam 3acOXHYTb B Jee,
TOPXECTBO pa3baBIIsIET IPyCTh MOIO,
CHEXXWHKU — HE TaloT,

OOTUHKU — XMYT.

B kakoii u3 jopor MHe noBe3et?
MHoro Jib 3200T...

MaJo J1b XJIOTIOT. .

Hyxu nenyrorcd B HoBblii rof,

BCIO HOUb HAIPOJIET OJJATOBOHUS XKTYT.

VYenex, obnackaHHBI MTHOBEHBEM
B 3aTbLJIOK JBIIITUT YIIOCHUEM.
Wctopus 6epet cBoe,

MOOIIBHI, PACChITIasl B IbUIb.
OmHO 3aBETHOE XeJaHKe

BTOPUT MHE — 3aKJIMHAHUSI.
W3-niox OpoBeii rycThbIX

paccekaer Ipam,

HMCTOPUIO, 3aMBICIIOBATHIN.
OmHaKo, KaJIOCTU CTeHAHUS
HaKa3bIBaeT MUT,

B MOMEHT IPU3HAHUS.

YeM TITOCTHEN 3aHO3bI M M3THAHKE,
BOJIbHEE MUIIETCS OaHaIbHOE.
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The clock strikes midnight.

One and everything is in the past.

Two and it is upcoming trance.

A dried out bouquet is on the table.
Pine trees twinkle.

Heaven forbid dreams to dry up afloat
Festivity dilutes my sorrow
Snowflakes never melt.

Shoes pinch.

What pathway is fortunate for me?
Plenty of concerns...

Lesser cares...

On New Year’s ghosts kiss

And through the whole night they burn incenses.

Success, that has been treated kindly by the moment
Breathes into my back with gusto.

History takes what it should.

Spreading bottoms into dust.

One devout wish revoices spells to me.

From under the thick eyebrows

Ingenious scar cleaves the story.

However, compassion’s wail

punishes the moment during confession.

The more oppresive splinters and exiles,

More free-and-easy common things are written.
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ITpopouaiue royoca
JIPY>KHBIM XOPOM TJ1acsIT:
«Wau, Hailnu Ty 3Be3my.
[ToiiMu Ty TPONMUHKY, KOTOPOI HET,
K TIOJISTHE € MOJCOJHYXOM BEYHO XKEITHIM.
TaM TBI TOT LIBETOK OOHUMU,
Mpucayllaics B YepHble ceMeHa:
B OTHOM M3 HUX TBOS “3Be3ma’».
AX, 3TH Npopoyalliue rojoca
BEUYHO MaHST, HE 3HAIOT Ky/a.

—86- PrI0Ka 11aBasia 1o MOpIo.
PriOka — croHer,
pBIOKE — OOJIBHO.
XKnet crapua: et Hy>KHO BOJIU.
Tpu xeraHusg oHa —
XOYET BBITIOJIHUTH CITOJTHA,
1 HE BeIaeT IIIyIIBIIIKa,
CKOJIb 3JI0BelIasl XKeHa,
XKIeT: 0e3yMUEM TMOJIHA. ..

Cryyat noesaa TyK-TyK.

Iyaar mapoxonabl yx-yx.

Vxonut 11000Bb, aX — IMYCTb,

Bellb BCJIE 3a Hel —

HaBceraa rpycThb,

U 3HATh, HaIlepell, BCIO CYTh,

CJIOBHO HE CJIBIIIATH MOE3/1a CTYK.
MoxHo OpaBUpPOBATh HY Xe — IYCTb,
a J11000Bb — BCEOOBEMIIET,

C HEH B IyTb.



89

The predicting voices as a united choir speak:

“Go find that star,

And understand the path, that doesn’t exist,

That takes you to meadow with an ever-yellow
sunflower.

There you hug that flower and listen to the black
seeds:

Among them there is your «star»”.

Ah, these predicting voices always beckon

Not even knowing where.

The fish has swum in the sea.

The fish moans, the fish is hurt.

Waits for a monk: it needs freedom.

It wants to realize three wishes in full
Silly doesn’t know how grim is the wife,
Who waits in total madness...

Trains pound rat-tat.
Steamboats honk heigh-hoe.
Love leaves, let it be,

On the morrow of love

Is sorrow forever.

To know all the meaning in advance,
Like not to hear a train’s rattle.
One can defy

Let it be

Love is all-embracing

Start on a journey along with it.
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OTpaxeHue B 03epe BEYHOM,

ThXasi OOUTENb B OEJIOM, MOJBEHEYHOM.
Ps16b10 noBesio oTpaxeHue,

HO MOTY y3HaTh

B [JIa3ax CIIaceHUe.

WcnbiThiBaTh €051 — TOBOJIBHO.

41 BaM ckaxy: He TaK yX 3TO 60JIbHO.
Ine Hu npuLLIOCH OBl SKOPb COPOCUTD,
BCeTa MpeciieayeT OTHO:

Hall MUP — HECHOCEH,

HO KaK CKa3ath,

< ToJIararo,

OJIVH LIAHC €CTh:

MoMpoOyI0 BCE XK MOCMOTPETh

Ha OTpaXeHUE B TOM TUXOM O3€PE BEYHOM.

Tsl BUIUILIB BCE, UTO JUISI IPYTUX
OKYTaHO HEBEIOMbIM U TAAHBIM.
TeOst 3aXBaTUT B MJIEH MO CTUX,

Y MHE HE XBaTUT JOJTOThl HOUEH,
YTOOBI MOAMUTHIBATH TBOH CIIyX.

Tak TpeneTHO, TPEBOXHO, CKBO3b JIUCTBY,
CBET MMPOHUKAET B HALIly DIy,
YHoCUT Te0s1 rpOXOoUyLIUii COCTaB
BCE JaJibllie OT MEHS.

Taxk rHeBHO MUIIEIb U BUHUIIIb,
YTO pa3fessieT NIyxoTa.

DroMCTUYHO — PATOCTHBIN, MOCTON!
A npenmnouty —

HE BUIETHCS C TOOOMA.
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A Reflection in a livelong lake

Is calm tabernacle in white and wedding
The reflection lead to ripples,

But I am can recognize salvation in the eyes.
Enough of testing yourself.

1l tell you what: it doesn’t hurt so bad.
Whenever you’ll have to anchor,

One thing will hunt you all the time:
Our world is intolerable.

How shall I say

I guess there is a chance

I’ll try to look into reflection

In that quiet and livelong lake.

You see things,

That are wrapped with unknown and vague.

You should be landed as a prisoner with my poem.
And length of nights won’t be enough

To feed your hearing.

Light comes through our darkness

So flickering, uneasily through foliage.

The rattling train carries you away from me far-off.
You angrily write and accuse,

That it is deafness that breaks us apart.
Selfishly-joyful, wait up!

I prefer not to see you again.
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IlecTukoHeuyHas 3Be31a,
1IecTast o — CUeTy,

C pOXIIEeHUSI JaHA.

Ecnu crouns,

peBS OTBEepTacib,

Ha MyKU ce0sl U MeHS OOpeKaelllb.
3aragaHbl Jaau

U 3aMKU BO3AYILIHBI.

To — nob6pwie ganu
3Be3/1a OCBEILIAET,

U 3aMKOB BO3IYIIHBIX —
BpaTa OTBOPSICT.

Te0s1 B Mmacke 311011
OCJIETIUT, U y3Haelllb,

YTO HET MECTa TEM,

KTO B PEJIUTUU

CBET MCKaXaeT.

[HeB co3HaHbe 3aTMIUT HAJIOJITO,
OCTY>Karo Yai S JTbI0M.

JloxX b Tipoliel,

HEMHOTO CHIPO.

OtneBanu Teds BUepa.

A X cmeroch —

TaK HepeaJbHO.

Bce npyrue nymator —

TaK TagKo.

ToBoplo ¢ ToOoI Bcerna —

TaK TJIaIKO.

4 Xe ¢ TIerKoCThIO TaKO,

KaK HUKOTIA,

XOUy OBITh KPaCHUBOI CETOIHSI.
Byny neTh u mrsicats:

IS TEOST. ..



Hexagram is sixth up to the score

Was given at birth.

If you stand and reject crying

You foredoom yourself and me to sufferings.
Distances set and castles are airy-fairy.
So kind distances a star illuminates
And opens up gates of vaporous castles.
You’ll get blind in that evil mask

And then you’ll find out

That there is no room for those,

Who light of religion distort.

Rage has overshadowed perception.

I cool down my tea with ice.

Rain is gone and now it’s a bit moisty.
Burial service has been read to you yesterday.
I laugh — it’s so unreal.

Everyone else thinks it’s so ugly.

I talk to you so smoothly all the time.
And with that featheriness

More than ever

I wish to be beautiful today.

I am going to sing and dance

Just for you...
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Jlaii >xe HammucaTh —

He CKa3aHHOe,

Jlail e BceX OOHSITb —

He OOHSIHHBIX,

CXXeub BCE MUCbMa —
HEMpOYUTAHHBIE,

BbIYEPKHYTh BCE MBICJIU —
HeoOy3IaHHbIE,

00JIeTETh BCE TYUU IPO3OBbIE,

JlaTh 3aJjaH1e Ha TPOMbIBAaHUE,
BCEX 3alauykKaHHBIX, OTPaBJI€HHbIX,
Jlail BCKOMNAaTh BCIO TTOYBY

ISl Havyaja

KU3HU HE3aMbICJIOBATON U CBOOOAHOI,
CTaHEeT Heyero nmucatb —

BCE CKa3aHo.

OTIpsSIHYJIU MBI B HEPEIIUTEIbHOCTU
OT BCEX, KTO UCKJTIOUNTEJICH, B CBOCI MO3UIIMH.
Hzob6pazuiam Mup,

He 00peTs paCTUTEbHOCTH.

Pazo6iauniu Geblii CHer,

KOTOPBIIA, CTaJl BAPYT YEPHBIM.
«EcTecTBEHHBIMY , HALLIIN JIVIID,

K COXaJICHUIO,

TOT KYCT pSIOMHBI, 3aMOPOXKEHHBIA.

OTIpPSHYT Te,

KTO OBLI CTOJIb HEPELIUTEIEH,

U K pafiocTy OOJIBIION,

JIMIIACh MO3ULIUA.
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Let me write what’s indescribable

Let me hug everyone, who are not embraced.

And the letters, that have never been read

Cross out all the unrestrained thoughts.

Circumnavigate thunderous clouds

Encharge with a task to rinse

Any grimy and poisoned

As a preliminary let me dig up the soil of a simple and
free life.

There will be nothing to write about — all of this has
already been said.

Flabbily we have shrunk away from everyone
Who is exclusive in their position.

We have represented the world

Not gaining any verdue

We revealed the white snow,

That suddenly became black.

And unfortunately have found

Just that frozen bush of mountain ash.
Those will recoil, who are indecisive.

And up to huge joy, will lose the stance.
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OpJibl — MOIIIHBI.

B pazmaxe KpbuibeB —

JIOXAaTCs Ha XEPTBY,

TIPUIABINBAsT BCEM TEJIOM.

CBUCT TUXUIA,

TOHUT OpJia Ha3ajl.

BntoGieH B XepTBy,

HE YyBCTBYET B KOTTSIX TIOJIEPXKKH,
U3MY4eH TOpAbIi TPOhUIb KPOBBIO,
HaJIpbIBEH XPUILIBII CTOH,

HECHOCEH,

u3naneKa — jajeKa,

TaMsITh 3aCTaBJISIET

pBLIATh HAJl TIPOIILTBIM,

" B3JIETA,

OpeJt HaXOIUT Ty CKaJly C Tle4aThio CMEPTH,
TaM, Te yaap BIIOOJEHHBIX OOpeTaeT.

CkpunsT Kaueau

B ITApKe IBIMHOM,

U CBEYM 3a/TyBaIOT

aHTEeJIbl IPU3BIBHO.
OO6prIBKU hpa3 —

€/IBa CJIBIIIIHBI.

ITpu memoTe HOYHOI COBHI,
32 XOJIOZIOM BEYHBIM,
oOHaxkaeTcs Bce,

e TpeXe COYMIOCH,
pa3Hy3IaHHO, BETBU CBECUB,
U IeJ1aJIOCh XapKo,

OT KPacOK BEUHBIX.



Eagles are powerful.

As wings are spread

They fall on the victim

Crushing limb and bone.

Quiet fizz drives the eagle back.
In love with the victim,

It feels no backing in claws.
Proud profile worn-out by blood
Lacerated thick groan
Insufferable.

From a long way off.

Memory forces to sob over past
Taking off, the eagle finds that cliff
That has been sealed with death.
Where stroke finds lovers.

In fumy park the swings creak.
Invocatory angels blow out the candles.
Pieces of phrases are barely heard.

At whisper of night owl

Behind the everlasting coldness

Expose all things, where earlier oozed
Dissolutely, dangling branches

Became so hot of ageless colors.
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Ckocuiu 11a3a:

MpU OMyILIEHHOM 3aHaBece,
HECJIbILIHBIE BO3TJIACHI,

rpyab MpojaaBjieHa,
TpalO3HOCTb IBUXKEHUI —
3aI0JTHSET JUCT Oymaru 0esoi,
CTPOMHOCTB XEHCKOU TEMBI,
SITOIMLL OPHAMEHT OOHAaXKaerT,
BBIHYKI€HHOCTb 103 HECMEJBIX
TaMm, IJie OT pyKU HAIMEHHOI,
TEeHb MPOUJIET,

U MpUIialaeT BCeX UCIUTh
HEMHOTI'O IPYCTH.

IHunbie 1010KK

B CKa30YHOM cany.

I[HuBIE — CHApYXM,

BuyTtpu — sapo.

Kpenkoe, couHoe,

HE BSDKET HUCKOJIBKO.

Tak, B 1eiCTBUTEABHOCTH,
THUJIb OKPYKUT,

pazbenacT CepAleBUHY HYXXHYIO.
He 3a0ynp mpo cKa304HbI caf.
Cobepu Bce s1010KM TPYCTHEIE,
obpaboTaii He criela,
BCJIYLLIMBAKMCS, BCIYLLIABAKCS.



The eyes have skewed

At drawn down curtain

The shouts are noiseless

The chest’s forced in

The grace of movements

Fills in the piece of white paper.
The harmony of female topic
Exposes the ornament of breech
Awkward poses are under protest
And shadow will pass

Where by arrogant hand

Invites everyone to drink a bit of sadness.

Rotten apples in fairy garden.

Rotten on the outside

And the core is inside.

Firm and juicy, not even astringent it is.
In reality, rottenness rounds up
Corroding the necessary core.

Don’t you forget about the fairy garden.
Gather every sad apple

Process them with no hurry

Listen carefully, listen carefully.
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Beku — gpemmior

B CyMpauyHOM THEBeE.

Mo3r — HeycTaHHO

JApUT UACIO.

Bce MmexaHun3Mbl pa3oOpaHbI
K ipurotosieHno Hosoro.
CMa3bIBat0 UIJIBI
MAIITMHHBIM MaCJIOM.

IIyTs — HeONMM3KMIA
IoOepyCh JIU 10 JIMXa —

He 3Ha,

3a0049yCh JIn?

Bpatb He cTany.

C yeM ToxKaaoBaIu —

Ha TO TTOCTOSIHHO XaJTyeMcs.
OOMOpOXKEHBI TULIA U PYKH,
KOCTH, YTO HETJICHHBI,
00penu TTIOKOI Ipu pasienie.
WNsMennnm cynp0y CBOIO caMu,
oOMakuBas Ipyr aApyra,

B TOPbKOW ITpUIIPABE.
Ckpurn 1epeBbeB —
oOpeKaeT Ha yHbIHUE.

He naHo um xayoBaTbcs:
UM TTOKOU — MOKAJIOBaH.
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In gloomy anger eyelids snooze

The mind constantly grants an idea.

All of the mechanisms are taken to pieces
In order to create a new one.

I grease needles with engine oil.

The way is not so close

Am I going to make it there?

I have no idea. And do I care?

I won’t even lie.

We constantly complain about things,

We used to welcome

Faces and hands are frost-bitten

Incorruptible bones have recovered poise at partition.
Our fate we have changed on our own

Dipping each other in bitter seasoning.

Creak of the trees rides for a gloom.

Complaints are unknown for them

And quietude’s granted.
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Ockopbu MeHH,

BeIb ST IIPOIITY,

a3aTeM —

3aIIOMHU TJ1a3 TTO0Oey.
Hascerma Ha cepiie moJIoxKu —
CTPACTHYIO TIOIMEHY.
3acryyat 3y0HI,

THI TIPETIYBCTBYEIITh —

BCE 3aHO3HI BIIPEIb,

TeOe ¥ BOBCE HEITOABIACTHEL.
Paccmern meHst:
S HE X0uy
BUIETH IPYCTH TBOIO.

Omna (daTanbHa.

Enb pacrer nocpenu nBopa,

CKOBaHa CHEroM TajbIM, BHU3 OT Oefpa,

MOHCTPBI XeJIe3HbIe, FapaK-KOPOOKH,

HAacTymnasi — cBOOObI JTUIIAIOT.

BetBu, «urnacteie» — cie3bl yTUPAIOT.

Ha makynike, oT BeTpa CKOILIEHHOI, COBCEM
HEMHOXKO,

BOpPOOBU, YIIPSIMble — YMPUKAIOT HE YMOJIKas,

B 00uIe rocTosiHHOM Ha I1pupony,

YTO CJYXOM MY3bIKaJIbHbIM, HalleJW/Ia HE UX,

a KaHapeekK XeJIThIX B Mara3uHe Ha yIi1y OyJibBapa,

KaK TOJIbKO COJTHIIE XMYPO€ Ha MUT JIMIIb YJIBIOHETCS,

eJib, TYT XK€ XXMYpPUTCS,

U PaJIOCTHO pacKauuBasiCh, MPEABKYIIAET:

ellle MTHOBEHbE, U CTaHET BCe CyXUM BHU3 OT Oenpa.
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Insult me

Indeed, I am asking you

Then memorize the triumph in my eyes

Place the passionate substitution upon heart, forever.
Teeth will chatter

You should forebode, that all splinters now

Don’t depend on you.

Make me laugh

I don’t want to see you sorrow.

It is so fatal.

A fir-tree grows in the middle of the yard

Binded with melted snow, down from thigh

Iron monsters — garages-boxes attack,

Depriving freedom.

Prickly branches wipe tears away.

At the top, which is squint just a bit by the wind

Stubborn sparrows chirp non-stop.

As they are offended by constant weather,

That has not provided them with tuneful ear.

As opposed to yellow canaries in a shop at the corner of
the boulevard.

As soon as the moody sun smiles for a moment

The fir-tree blinks right away.

It shakes loose joyfully, foretasting

One more drumbeat,

And everything will become dry from thigh and down.



[neyu B3aparuBaroT

TIOTIePEMEHHO.

CrpaBa — HaJIeBO

BOH3AI0TCS CTPEJIBI.

CrpaBa — HaJIeBO

cepaua CKpUIL.

Bce He crioputcs

C PacCBETOM,

CTYCTKU MHES 0OJIbHO KYyCaloT TPaBYy.
O0upesncs Ha YTO-TO TOTYOb,
YCTAaBUWJICS Ha PXKaBYIO TPYOY,

a KOPOMBICJIO,

YTO Ha IJIEYU OITyCKaellb,
HaroOMUWHAET KU,

B OWJIBSIpIHOM Ha yIIy.

3abynb, Moxkanyiicta, MOJUTBBI TEKCT,
YTO MOCTOSTHHO MOBTOPSIEIIIb.
[Inetuce, HaBCTpeuy

JIPYTY CBOEMY.

ITpu3HaB oMOKK MPOULIOTO —
TaifHOE yXe He OECITOKOUT BOBCE.
Bce, Ha TOM TIeHEeUKe, TOJICTOM,
pa3buBaeT B LIENKU,

JIATE] — OCTPOHOCHIM.

Ipo3oBbIE MEepeBabl
CEeMUMWIbHBIMU IIaraMu
TSKECTh BCIO, B3BAJIMB Ha IUJIEYH,
crenaT yHeCTU OOUIbI OIAJIbIIE.
B pykax coxxmy OUIEeT CYACTIUBBINA:
sl HE CTPAXylOCh, BCE MPEABUXKY.
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One by one the shoulders shudder.

From right to left arrows dent.

From right to left there is the heart’s creak.
Nothing succeeds

And at dawn clots of frost bite grass.

Dove has been offended by something

And it stares at rusty pipe.

Where shoulder-yoke,

That you place on your shoulders

Reminds of cue from the billiard room at the corner.
Please, forget the prayer’s text

That you repeat all the time.

Drag towards your friend.

Avowing mistakes of the past

Secrets don’t bother any more.

At that thick snag

Sharp-nosed woodpecker crushes into splinters.

By leaps and bounds stormy passovers hurry to carry far
away the insults

As they shoulder all the burden.

I squeeze a lucky ticket in my hand

I don’t insure myself, I simply foresee.
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41 nmeperuTbIBalo MeIEHHO,

TOT OKeaH,

pasyKpalieHHbI KEM-TO.

Ha Bostocok... YBHI...

4 X Bce IUIBIBY,

JIagolKamu rpoH3as Bosny,

TO — U3YMPYIHYIO, TO — ajlylo, TO — TOJIyoylo,
U B OTPAXEHUU, 36PKAIbHOM TIJIABHUKOB AKYJI,
CKOJIB3SIIIINX PSIIOM,

A kaxaplit pa3 ceds He y3Halo.

AX, CKOJTbKO X JIET YK€ TUIBIBY?

3a cymoporoii — cyiopora CBOJINT,

s1 BUXKY — ToJIbKO [Opu30HT,

Korya ke JIHo?!

VYTOMIEHHUKOB — HE XOPOHSIT. ..

3aBeJsiv KyKYILIKH MECHb HOYHYIO.
3aBopaxkMUBaloT,
MaHST, B CTEIb MMYCTYIO.
41 6 pagexoHek
MOYYBCTBOBATh CE0SI CTOJIb CMEBIM.
Csny Ha ropsiuMii KaMeHb
U B3IPEMHY.
CoH oKyTaeT BHe3aIHO
51K 7Y,
Bce 0e3 OIJISIAKH,
10 TPOMMHKE CIUIIKOM TJIaJaKOM,
3aBOPOXEHHBIN, BCICMYIO...
...Bce Bo3aMOXHO
B ICHb HEHACTHBIH,
€CJIM BeKU KPETKO CXaThl,
XOTb Ha YaCHK, Ha APYTou,
MyXecTBO — He MOKUIAeT.
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I slowly swim across the ocean,

That has been decorated by someone.

I am within a hair’s breadth....Alack

And still I swim, breaking Wave with my palms
Sometimes emerald, sometimes crimson, sometimes blue
And in the reflection of mirror-like fins of the Shark
Which glide nearby

And every time I hardly recognize myself.

Ah, for so many years I have swum already

Over one cramp, another cramp

The only thing I see is horizon.

And where is the bottom?!

Drowned men can not be buried...

Cuckoos strike into a nightly song.

They charm and beckon into empty steppe.
I would be happy to feel myself so brave.
I’1l sit on top of a hot stone and take a nap.
All of a sudden sleep shall wrap me up.
And there I walk, without a backward glance
Along a very smooth pathway,

So enchanted, blindfolded.

Everything is possible at foul day

And if the eaves are firmly squeezed

At least for one or two hours

Fortitude does not leave me.
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Tsl maxHeuIb CTapoCcThio, ApyXKulle!
[Mum MHe JTy4yine nucbma.

A MOI0IOCTh CBOIO 1OpPUCOBAa

B [IPOLJIOM,

CBOEIO MOJIOBUHOW 0003HAYMIIa

HE TOYHO.

3710BOHHBI BO3/IbIXaHUSI HEHYXHBIE.
3auem, TBOI BOCHaJIEHHBI MO3T,
Bce MpuHUMaeT curHaiabl SOS?
Kaptunamu cMeltHbIMu

B Oyaylliee MaHUT.

A pazpemato Becesio

MUCaTh MHE

0 HOBBIX MATHAX CTAPYECKUX,

YTO Ha pyKax TBOUX, APYXKULIE,
BHOBb OOJIBHO 3aCTaBJISIIOT AyMaTh 000 MHE.

MeHs1 He TOHMMAIOT TOJIIIBI KPBIC,

a sl He 3aMeYalo uXx.

JloBoJibHA JIb 517

KoHeuHo — HeT.

Hy uto nonenaeiib, mosT!

HenyxHbiX (ppa3, TaK MHOTO B rOJIOBE,
TaK MHOTO (pMI0CODUI U peTUTUIA,
HEHYXHBIX BaM —

sl IOHUMaIO,

MH€ UX IIPUIIUIOCH TPOU3HOCHUTD,

U pPTa He OTKPHIBas.

AX, KpbICHI,

s TIOOJTIO Bac, TTOXUPAI0, JTUIIb TIa3aMu.
bausku BeI MHe.

ITapagokcanbHo.
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You smell of old age, buddy!

You should better write letters to me.

Not long ago, I have painted my youth

With my own half I have had denoted inaccurately.
Useless velleities stink

What for does your fevered brain receive SOS signals?
And beckons with ridiculous drawings into the future.
I allow you to write me about new senile blots,
Those, that are on your hands, buddy

Those, that make you painfully think of me.

The crowds of rats don’t understand me
I dissemble them

Am [ satisfied?

Of course I am not.

There is nothing to be done, poet!

So many needless phrases in my head
So many religions and philosophies
That You don’t need — I understand
I had to vocalize them

Without even opening my mouth.
Ah, rats, I love you so much

I gaze devouringly at you

Ironically, you are so close to me.
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JlyHOBEHUsI BUXPACThIE,
OMOBEHUS HE YacThle.

BopoH Ha ny0e 1eKacTbiii —
KapKaeT HaIlpacjauHy.

Hapn nonem rpsizHO-0€bIM.

W roctu B 1oOM HecyacTHbIE —
LIETTIOYKOM TSIHYTCS,

He 3Has IoYemy,

rojioBa OTKMHYTa,

B JOJITOY IPEICMEPTHOM Cy10pore,
Nnpu3paku OECHYIOTCS:
3a3bIBAIOT HAC

HETOHSATHBIM XOPOM.

Pacniopstxycs s1 31aTOM, cepeOpoM —
HEOXUIAHHO IS BCeX,

M 101 ce0sT caMOIA.

OTpacTaloT pyKu MOCTEIIeHHO

B BecJja IIpeBpaniasich, TaK CMEIIHO.
Ine Te moan,
JIO CUX TIOP MeIbKaBIIINE,
«Jlopororo», MeHsT Ha3bIBaBIINE,
1IeJIOBAJIA PYKU OTpacTaroIIe

U B OTHE 371aTOM UTpatonue?

[te Te magonu

KyZa BIIOXUJIA ST 0epesKHO

CBOU KOIIEMKH

MHe He HY>XHBbIe?
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Shaggy wafts, sparse lustrations.

Raven on oak croaks nonsense.

Above a dirtily-white field.

And unlucky guests move one after the other
Toward the house

Not even knowing why.

Head leant back, cramped

Ghosts rage and invite us with an odd choir.

I’ll take care of gold and silver
Unexpectedly for everyone and myself.
Hands grow bit by bit

Turning into oars, it’s so funny.

Where are those people,

That used to gleam,

Used to call me “Dear”

Used to kiss my growing hands

Used to play with gold in flames.
Where are those palms,

That I have cautiously filled with my useless kopecks.
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Bcem Tpynsram,

3a0aBHO BOJTHYIOIIMMCS,

s TIOCBSIAIO TIECHb,
JICHUBO MUIITYITYIOCS.

Betep Tyun roHUT cMeNo

K TeM MeJIBEIsIM OeJTbIM,
CEBEPHBIM OJICHSIM,

OTYETO MMHTBUHAM HU3KOPOCIIBIM,
JKapKo TaK, 4YTO 0OXOXO0UEeIIbCsI.
Mecsu 6nenHblii —

TTOBEPHYJICST MEIJICHHO.

Bce Tpynsgru — 3achInaioT yBEpeHHO
TIOCJIe IHST YMEJIOTO U 1IeJIbHOTO,
CTPOUTH OyayuIee:

OCJIETIUTESILHO CEPOE.

OTKpoOi1 ceKpeT CBOI, TaliHbII,
Kak 3aHsIJT MECTO —
B PsILy HEUTPAIBHOM.
Jpy3eii, Mo AoJATY CIy>KObI TpeaaBasi,
3HAYUTEIbHO MTPEYMEHbIIasl,
3aCayTu TeX, APYIrux,
1 YECTh POHSIS,
ThI B BEPX MOJI3EIIb
0e3 TeHU JICHU.
Bky1aeib pagocTu IIoasl
U ceelllb ceMs,
KOTOPOE U BCIIaXUBaTh-TO HET HYXKIbI.
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I devote this song, which idly is being written

To every slogger, who is amusingly bothered.

Wind fearlessly blows clouds up to those white bears
And up to reindeers

That’s why undersized penguins feel so hot

That you may even laugh.

The pale moon has turned at a low rate.

Every slogger falls asleep with confidence

At the end of the unbroken and skilled day

Build glaringly grey future.

Reveal your secret

How did you manage to take that neutral place?

Having no shade of laziness you crawl up

Letting honour down, significantly you make light of
those and others services

As in the performance of your duty, you betray friends.

You enjoy fruits of joy and sow seed, that’s useless to
plough up.
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S yMeHbI1y CBOU TOCTOMHCTBA!
HE X04Y 3aKaIbIBaThCsl B KOMILJIEKCAX.
Hanoxy ymensblit rpum
YBEPEHHOU PYKOM.

Yepenyto uepHO — OeJible TOHA,
KPacHBIM — JIeJIat0 aKIIEHT,

4yTOO XU3Hb Ka3aJlach sIpye.
Omnyckasch, TeHb AAIOT PECHULIBI,
MpUIaBasi MUCTUKY MOUM TJla3aM.
JlanoHb KOocHeTcH J10a XOJI0IHOTO,
HEMHOTO MOJAPYMSHIO,

U3AEPXKKUA HACTOSILIETO.

Ipsinyime coObITHS,

KaK MOTYT — OKPBLISIOT.

OO0eT MoJTYaHUSI — UTpalOYM jaia,
a CTepKeHb,

YTO JABHO HAJJIOMJIEH,

4l 3aMeHSITb He CTaHy.

Hy, ero.

CTecHSII0CH 51 HEBOJIbHO —
JIOPOKKU OEryIon Ha YyJIKax.
Pucyro — Bcex noapsia,

Ha 4yeM MpUuaeTcs.

OcoOGeHHBIM BHUMAHUEM —
OepeMeHHBbIX JlacKalo.

4 cTaBIIO TOUKY XXKUPHYIO

B KOHIIE€ CTPOKHU.

WnyT, rpsayT coObITUS,
CcTaparoch, He MPOUTHU 1 MUMO
POCTKOB, CBOOOJHBIX, MOJIOABIX.
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I will diminish my dignities

I don’t wish to bury myself among complexes.
With sure hand I’ll do make-up.

I alternate white shades with black

And will put an emphasis on red

To make life seem more bright.

As eyelids fall, eyelashes throw shadows

Giving mysticism to my eyes.

Palm will touch cold forehead

And I am going to flush outgivings of the present.

The upcoming events inspire as mush as they can.

I vowed of silence playfully,

And I won’t replace the core, really

The core has been broken long ago.

I am embarrassed about a wandering clock on my
stocking.

I draw everyone in a row, wherever is possible.

With special notice I caress the pregnant.

And I put bold dot at the end of line.

Events come and spin.

I try not to go by free and young sprouts.
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3anpaBiiio XeJaHUsI B OpIOKH,
130aBIIIO CYETYy U XJIOMOThI,

OT 00S1I3aHHOCTE! KaXK1OJJHEBHBIX.
B Hauasne Bcex cyne6
YeJIOBEUECKUX,
JIEXKUT XKeJIaHUE,
HE0OOCHOBAHHOE CTpaxaMH.

OT KOH11a 10 Kpasl BCeJIeHHON —
Jiesao pasoer,

1 Ha Kpalo B3JIeTalo.
4 He MbICTTIO

0 BO3MOXKHBIX CKUTAHUSIX,
pa3buBao CKOPJIYIy pacKasiHUSI.
Bce pbruaiiue 3Bepu

CO MHOI¥ MOJIETEJIN.

PByT Ha yactn

CyeTy U XJIOMOTAhI.
XKenanust Mmou, XxenaHus,
HaKOHell, 00peTalo CBOOOIY.

BuiiHeBblil mupor

C XpYCTSILIEH KOPKOA,

HEXXHOW HAUMHKOM,

U MbSTHOU MTPOCIONKOM.
Chbenaelilb 10 MOCAeIHENR KPOLIKHU:
He yTOJIMIIb HUKAK,

CBOM T0JIOf] 3BOHKHUM.

A Ha rope cTout

Ta BUILIEHKA SITTOHCKAas,

U, paclLBeTasi BAPYT BECHOIA,
Myraer,

YTO CHEeXHas 31uMa,

HE 32 TOpaMHu.

LIBeTKamu GebIMU KUJASICh,
TOPAUTCS MPEJIECThIO HAUUHKU.
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I will tuck in my wishes in pants

I’ll spare vanity and cares from daily responsibilities.
In the beginning of any human fate

There is a wish, unfounded with fears.

While running at full speed

From the beginning and to the end of the universe
On the very brink I take off.

I don’t think about possible wanderings

And I break the shell of remorse.

Every growling animal has flown with me.

Tearing in pieces vanity and cares,

My desires, eventually gain freedom.

Cherry pie with crispy crust

Filled with delicate stuffing

And drunken layer.

You eat up to every crumb

And in no way you quench your voiced hunger.

At the top of the mountain

There is a Japanese cherry that blossoms with spring

And winter scares, because it is just around the
corner

Dashing white flowers, while it takes pride in stuffing’s
charm.
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Tpoiika, rpuBacTas,
TOHUTCH 3a CJIaBOM,
3a0bIBaET MO MYTH...
Jlakomurcsi, uem nmpuaeTcs.
Heuero mue

MPUHIXATh TOCTOMHCTBA,
Tpex npodusieii HaaeXKHbIX.
OnuH — BCeM MpaBuT,
Jpyroii — Bce 3aMeyaer,

a Tpetuit —

JBYX IPYIUX JTACKaCT.
Hecercs Tpoiika rpuBacTas
B HEMOM OpEOJie CaBHhl...

Yem-T0, Bpo/ie HEABHEW OTTEMNENH,
MOKa3aJMCh MHE TPEBOTU.

WM3-3a HUX, MO¥1 COH,

HEXOPOLIO TaK CKPOEHHBI,

OTOMBAET B TaKT,

MYyJIbCUPYIOLIMM BHUCKaM.

Bce Hutu Gectsiiero npeacTaBieHUs
OynyT y MeHs B pyKax.

dukcupyro Bce,

JI0 MeJIbYai X MoAPOOHOCTEI:

CBOM JIOCTUKEHHUS B O0pbOE HEPABHOIA.
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Long-maned triple hunts glory

And forgets everything on the way

Eats with delight, what is there

There is no use in depreciating merits

Of the three secure profiles.

One rules over everything

The other notices every little thing

While the third part caresses the other two.

Long-maned triple gallops within mute aureole of
fame.

Somehow anxieties turn up as recent thaw

My dream, which has not been cut out well

Beats out pulsatory temples because of them.

And every thread of shining notion I’ll hold in my hands.
I fix to a dot my progress in unequal struggle.
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C10BO B 3aMKe
MOCEINIOCHh HABEKU.
Wiy B cBOEI cCyMOUKe
CBSI3KY KJIIOYEH.

OnuH U3 HUX —

TauT OTBETHI

BHYTPU MEHSI,

TOJTHEH.

Wny no cneny

PBIXEH JINCHI.

CraBtio KamnkaH,

XOUuy MPUMEPUTH
OCTPOHOCYIO TOJIOBY €€.
Hrparouu 1 He MOPTHYB XUTPIOLIUM B3TJISIIOM,
OTBILLIET TaK JIETKO OTBET,
B 3aMKe, HaIMUJIEHHOM —
HaJJIOMJIEHHOE CJI0BO.

TBOI1 JIDKMBBII XBOCT,

HaMaTbIBalo, KakK yajimy.
ITpe3peHHbIe TOHA —
MHE JIMILb K JULLY.
BcTpeuaro BHOBB,
Oeryiiue riasa.

U Tak He3puma —

JIOXb XaMeJIeOHCKasl TBOS,

Ha rojJIoBEe MOEM,

BIPYT, 00Opesia KOPOHY,

Kak 6opoja cenasi ctapuka
B (paHTa3MsIX HECMEJIbIX —
CcTajia YepHOM.

MHe nosesno:

OpPUMEPUBAS JDKUBBIN XBOCT TBOM,
s1 y3HA10 BCIO CUJTy HE3EMHYIO.
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Word has settled down behind lock forever.

I am looking for a bunch of keys in my bag.

One of them is fraught with answers

Fully inside of me.

I follow the tracks of a red fox.

I trap in order to try on her sharp-nosed head.

Playfully, sly glance will not blink,

Broken word will find an answer behind the notched lock.

I reel your deceitful tail as a turban
Despicable shades suit me.

Shifty eyes I meet once again.
Invisible as chameleon

Your lie, all of a sudden,

Turns into crown on my head

As though an old man’s grey-haired beard
In timid fantasies turned out black.
Trying on your deceitful tail

I feel so lucky, as I got to know
The whole of supernatural force.
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IToocTteperuce, cierka
HACTOPOXKEHHBIX,

JIMIIL UX, HACYTIMBIINXCS,
HaIPSDKEHHBIX SITOMTUIL.
PagocTHO BO3ABUTHYT
MMIpaMuay aJis 1eos,

1 XUBYIO — 3aMYpPYIOT:
MyMUsI — He HyXXHa.
WUrpuBo yabIOHUCH UM,
HE CIIOTKHUCH,

Ha Tmepexojie 6e3 rpaHulI.
YerpeMuch y4TUBO

B IaJIb HEJIEIYIO.

XpaHu MoJlYaHue

U IOCTUTAl IPpU3HAHUE.

PaccBer B mmycThIHE — He KMHO:
Caxapbl cKa3ka.

CrylieHHOe MOJIOKO TIECKOB,
1 KaMeHHas 6er3Ha
HE3PUMBIX JBOPIIOB.
CypoBbI€ CKaJlbl,
IPEBHUX, PUCYHKU XPAHST
nHdopmanus naHa

BCEM ITOKOJICHUSIM TTIOPSI]T
BClo (pustocoduio,
YTO TOJI 33 TOJIOM

MBI B MyKax obperaeM,

B MWT Tepsis.
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Somewhat be aware of suspicious people

And of their scowl and tense buttocks.

Joyfully they will build a pyramid for you

And they will immure you alive

There is no need in mummy.

Archly smile upon them

Don’t stumble over crossing without any borders.
You civilly rush into ridiculous distance.

Remain silent and achieve recognition.

Desert’s daybreak is not a movie

A fairy-tale of the Sahara.

Condensed milk of sand

And stone whiteness of invisible palaces.

Rough cliffs keep drawings of the ancient

Information has been given to every generation at
arun

Whole philosophy, that we gain in the throes year
after year

In no time we lose.
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U B yac mpenpaccBeTHBIN, CEKYHIbI CUUTAS,
s1 0OpallaloCch: K KOMy —

HE 3Halo,

MOJII0, YTOO MTPU3BAJIHU.
OTKaxyT —

6010Ch — OOMaHYT,

Be/lb CUACTbsI, TAK MHOTO,
VBB,

He ObIBaeT.

A x, Oyay O6apaxraTbcd,
oxwupaas,

TOW pajlOCTU MMUT,
00€LIaHHbBIN,

B MOMEHT CTPaJaHUsI.

A BOT, O1I8ITh:

OJIHO BOCIOMUHAHUE

MOUX JOCTOMHCTB OTHOOOKHX.
A cYacThsl XBOCT —

MEJIBKHYJI 32 MWIb OTCIOJA.

Kakwue x Bamm pyku — oTKpOBEHHbIE,
HOTY — pa3MallvCThl, HEOPEXKHBI,
HACKOKU JUBHbBIE — SPOTUKU PA3AYMbSI.
ToTOBBI CIeNHYTH MBI, HE coXaJes,

3a Te MTHOBEHbSI

SMOLMOHAIBHOI OypH,

CMBICJT OYMILIEHHOCTHU TEJIECHOM,
MPUKOCHOBEHUEM MU3MHIIA HECMEJIOTO.
Bam He moHsITeH MuUp,

KOTOPBII HE TAHILYET,

1 HaM, KTO MBICJIEHHO pUCYeT —
xopeorpaduio 1 puTM.
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At hours before the dawn, counting seconds

I turn to those, who I don’t know

I pray in order to be called to account

They will deny — I am afraid of deception

Alack, so much happiness can not be.

I am going to wallow

As I wait for joy of the moment,

That has been promised at the moment of suffering.
And now once again just remembrance

Of one-sided merits

And tail of the happiness waged miles away from here.

Your hands are candid

And your feet are wide and lax

Erotic thoughts are as delightful ascents.

With no regret we are ready to go blind

In favor of the moments,

Which have been caused by the emotional gale.

The point of physical purity with the touch of
awkward pinky.

The world that doesn’t dance is odd to you.

And odd to those, who draw the beat

And the choreography to it.
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OuepTUiiv Kpyr HE3pUMBbI it

U ctaisia Thl «CBITOM», TMIIb HA KApTUHE.

TBou roga — mpearnoaraloT 3pejocTb

TBOSI M€UTa — HEMHOTO OTCTYIUJIA:

BO3HHUKJIa OCTpasi HEOOXOAUMOCTD MOCTYIIKaM
CMEJIBbIM.

Popnurt Hac, BeIgaBas,

SIPOCTHAsI APOXb, MIPOH3al01as TENO.

Tak 1103BOJIsII1, XOTh UHOT/A,

JIOTPOHYTHCS 10 «CBITOCTU» TBOEIA,

3a IBEPBIO KEJIbU TEMHOU TOM,

Tenepb YK s MOJIIOCh OTYAsIHHO,

He TIOJIMEHSISI IeficTBUE,

KOTOpPOE, OBITh MOXKET OTIpaBIaHUEM,

3a CEpBUPOBAHHBIM CTOJIOM

B TBOW JIeHb, TaThbsiHa!

3a noarve MUHYTHI

MYCTOTbI HEYAsTHHOHA. ..

M BOBBIIi MPYTHUK MO MOAYLIKON
C rOJIaMu, YTO XPaHIo,
CTAHOBUTCS TBEPXKE —
(haHTa3USIM MOUM MOJBIACTEH.
1 HaTUKTOBBIBAIO MPYTUKY
>KeJIaHWS CBOU,

B paHHUE, MerebHbIC Yachl,

U 32KMMAI0 POT PYKOM

4yTOO HE pacCMesIThCS,

KakK OH cTapaercsd

IO Beuepa yrpaBUThCS,

BCE U3BUBAETCH, U HE JIOMAETCA
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Once invisible circle has been sketched

You became holy but only at canvas.

Your age assumes maturity

And your dream has stepped back

Absolute necessity has come about brave deeds.

Furious shiver, that pierces the body gives everything
out,

As it brings us together.

Let it touch your sanctity, at least

And now behind the dark door of the cell, 1
desperately pray

Without replacement of action, that may turn out as
justification,

At laid table on your day, Tatiana!

For long minutes of accidental emptiness...

A twig of willow

Through years I keep under my pillow

Twig hardens and depends on my fantasy.

I dictate my will at early ashy hours to the twig
And plug up my mouth in order not to laugh
He tries so hard to make it till the evening
Coils and doesn’t break.
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ITouemy xe CoHile, CTOJIb HACHIILIEHHO-OPaHXKEBOE
MpsIYeTcs 3a Ty4y B I6Hb HEHACTHBIN?

DTO COJIHIIE, TIJITaMEeHEeM Topsilee,

CJIETIMTH OecIioniagHo 00s13aHO,

B3METHYBILYIOCSI MbICJIb, 3a0aBHYIO MOIO

JIy4OM MPO3PAuYHO — CBETJIBIM XaApUT,
MPOHU3bIBAS MJIOTh 1O HUTOUKU MTPOMOKIIIYIO,
YBSIIIYIO, TIPOAPOTIIYIO, KAIPU3HYIO,

Ka3ajoch Obl, TPEBOXKXHYIO.

Jayno 06eT — 3a Ty4dy BIIpeb HE MpPsITaThCs,

ax, CoJIHILly MOEMY — MUJIee HaJl0 MHOI CMeSIThCS,
U TEIIUTHCSI HANEXKIO0M,

JlaxkKe HOUbIO APYT APYTOM JII0OOBATHCS:

B CUSTHUU HACHILIEHHO-OPaHKEBOM.

C omymeHUsIMA TBOPUTCS YTO-TO HETaIHOE.
Cynn0a, B CMUPEHHMH, CTOUT Ha TPaHMU.

XKnert mpuroBopa, HEpBHO K1Basl,
JIAOHM TPET,

KPOBbB 3aCTHIBACT.

WUrpa — npourpana

3a]1 — OXMIaeT,

KaKoB Obl HY OBbLT IIPUTOBOD.

[IpenarcTBuii iens — ociabia, Tpyab He TaBUT.
KoMok — TIpoxonuT MeIeHHO, HO BEpHO.
XOTb XM3Hb THXOHBKO yTacaer,

OCTaBUB 3a c000I KJTyO MbIJIbHBIIA —
Yckonb3aer.
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Why is the sun so saturated with orange colour

Hides itself behind black clouds on rainy days.

This sun, which blazes in flames

Has to dazzle without remorse

It burns my thrown up thought with a transparent and
light beam

Piercing flesh, that’s soaked to the skin

Withered, chilled, fretful

And seemingly anxious.

It vowed from now on not to hide behind black clouds

Ah, it is more pleasant for the sun to laugh at me

And mock with hope

Even at night admire one another

In radiance saturated with orange colour.

Something weird is going on with sensations
The destiny stands on the brink of submission.
Nervously nods, as it waits for verdict.

Rubs palms and blood freezes.

The game is lost

The hall anticipates.

It doesn’t matter what the verdict brings.
The chain of encumbrances grew weaker,
The chest doesn’t press down.

A lump in the throat elapses slowly, but right.
Although life softly fades away,

Leaving behind clouds of dust,

Slips away.
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A B cJIOBe Ullly OMOPY HAAEXHYIO0

U C CyMacIlleCTBUEM MOUM.

MpbI TbeM B CMYIIEHUU OJTHU,
MOJBICKMBAEM CJIOBY MOEMY 3aMEHY,

B I[J1a3a JpYyr APYTy CMOTPUM, 3JIOCTBIO Harpaxnias,
HETOJIHBIM CYAaCTheM, PaloCTh OMpayasl.
4 B 3aMKHYTOM MTPOCTPAHCTBE, CJIOBOM,
B CJIOBE — omopy HeHaieKHY10 TepsIIo,
HO CyMAacCIIECTBUEM MOUM,

JIMLIb TaM OMOpYy o0peTalo.

4 GaaHCcUpyIO HA TPaHU.

ITpu ocTaHOBKE — TEMHOTA.

OHa, kak CMepTb,

YTO KJAEIIb JEHb OTO JTHS.

C poXIeHbs1 — BIOXY Thl 00s513aH.
[Tonpo0yii, 3amMeHun Ha BbIIOX!
OTHBIHE, Bpoje, U He pad,

a 6ECKOHEUHOMY JIBUKEHbBIO — pajl.
B Any, nuiiib «4epHBIMU» UTpaellb
B Paro, xox cienaB «OeqbIMU» —

ThI lake MENIKON Hamaaaellb,

Jla B MUT mpobera XoJ0CToro,

THI ICHb 32 HOYb, BAPYT TPUHUMAEIITh.

CrpacTb HECIEIIHO Pacioi3iach,

3alleIMB BCE TE MECTa,

1IEJIKOBBIC ITapyca —

oOHaXaeT CTpacThb, He MCKaxKasi

BCE, UTO IIyOOKO TaK MpsiYelilb,

HaJpbIBasICh, TSKECTHIO CBAJIMBIIEICS HA TPY/ib,
HEeMOIEIbHO palyeIibCsl. .
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I seek secure support in word

With all my madness.

Confused we drink alone

Seeking for equivalent to my word

We look in each others eyes, rewarding with anger

Overshadowing joy with incomplete happiness.

By word I am sealed in closed space.

I lose secure support in word

But with the help of my madness, there I gain
support.

I balance on the border-line.

At stop there is the darkness.

And it is more like death,

That waits day after day.

From very birth, you owe to inhalation.
Go ahead replace by exhalation!
Henceforth unlike a slave

You rejoice over endless movement
In Hell you play for “black”

You moved for “white” in Heaven
Even attacking with a pawn

And at the moment of idling,

You confuse day with night.

Passion has come apart at the seams slowly
Catching onto all of those places.

Silky sails beckon passion, without any distortion.
All the things you hide so deeply

Wearing out by weight,

That has fallen on the chest

Genuinely you rejoice.
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ITocne OtkpoBeHUST —

JTIOJIXKHO OBLIO MTOCIeN0BaTh

Hosepue.

[Tpu BecbMa MPUMUTUBHOM BHYIICHUN —
Mperpajabl pyXHyIu:

ITOYTH MTHOBEHHO,

HCYe3Nu OeccleHo.

JIuku CBATBIX,

BBIMYYE€HHBIE KICTHIO,

HE MOUX COBPEMEHHUKOB.

Mous PASPYHIMTEJIBHAA OtkpoBeHuii —
JlaHa XyTOXKHUKY

BpeMs

oT

BpEMEHMU.

bpemenewm...

bpemenewm...

PeMecneHHUK, cXXUraeMblii COMHEHUSIMU —
KJIAJET B POT,

MOHETY,

MPE3PEHHYIO.

JleHrBO KOnUpPYs reHusl,

JIMILIEH YXe,

3pEeHUs. ..

DurypKu TaHIIYIOT Ha CTEHE.

Onau OH —

pasbepelilb Ha CTeKJIE.

He pa3sBpalaioT yMm HUKOT/A.

B 6oit nayT: oTHaroTcs CrojHa.
HenoBko npuTanBIIMCh B TEMHOM YTJTY,
HCCIenyIoT Oeapa, pyKu, CTOITY.

CokoM J1100BY CBEPX MEPHI Japs,
KOIISIT CWJIbI B OKUIAHUU THS.
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After revelation, trust should follow

At highly primitive infusion,

Nearly in one moment barriers collapsed
And vanished, not even leaving any trace.
Saint faces labored with help of brush of those,
Who aren’t contemporary.

At times the destructive force of revelations
Is given to the artist.

And craftsman burned with uncertainties
Puts a contemptible coin in his mouth.
Idly imitating the genius

By now deprived of his eyesight.

Figurines dance on the wall.

She and he.

You’ll recognize on the glass.

They will never deprave your mind.
They join the battle and devote in full.

Awkwardly crouching in a dark corner
They study thighs, hands, foot.

Saving strengths in wait for day
Giving love juice above measure.
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4, KaK IecuYMHKa B BO3MyXe,

elle He CPeTHEero BO3pacrta,
HEOMNpeIeIeHHOTO MoJIa,

C TIPUIILYPEHHBIM B30POM.

3a0bIB cJI0Ba, MOJIMTBBI TOM, MPOCTOM,
KOTOPYIO YMTAJIa TIEPENl CHOM...

Knany 3a mieky nenexer,

1 00palllatoCch K APYTY, HAKOHEII.

CoBeTyeT MHE OCETUTh OH BCE3HAEK-TOKTOPOB,
HE YTOYHSSI: 4TO OOJIbIIE XXEHCKOTO BO MHE
WA MYXCKOTO.

He Bce 16 paBHO, K€M OBITH?

Ecnu xuBelib BIOJTOHA,

a paayroil IUBUILBCS JIUIIb BO CHE...

Korga orctynmuT BOpyr TsoKeaas 3uma,
1 3aI1axy HAXJIBIHYT, OTIbSTHSIS,

s, 3aTauB JIbIXaHbe, OyIy CIyIIATh
1Iaru HecMelble, BecHbI — IaryHbH.
KonHtpounsb Tepsiss —

TOJIOBY 3aKPYKHUT.

[1seKy s Ha 9y>KMX JTIoael, HECYIIIUX K HOCY,
OXaITKH KEJIThIC, IIIaTIOK MUMO3BI,
HECITEIITHO Pa3[eBIINICH,

B Ta3 BOMY ITyCKalo,

HOTaMH CTYMalo...

JlagoHsimu TeribiMu, BecHa omoer,
TpaBO# AYILIMCTOI 00OTpET,

IPYCTb HE3aMETHO ITOKUHET,

He npomasich, Ctapyxa-3uMa yMpeT.
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I am as a grain of sand in the air

I am not middle aged yet

I am of undefined sex

With squinted gaze.

Words of that simple prayer,

That I used to read before going to bed
I have forgotten.

I put lollipop behind my cheek

And at last I turn to my friend.

He advises me to visit know-all doctors
Without even specifying what do I have the most?
Am [ more male or female

It doesn’t matter, who to be

In case you live in “half-tint” style
Where you marvel at rainbow

Only in your dream...

When suddenly the hard Winter steps back

And scents sweep over, making drunk.

I am going to listen, as I hold my breath

Timid steps of the naughty Spring

Losing control, she’ll turn somebody’s head.

I look at alien people,

Who bring bunches of yellow mimosas up to their
noses.

Having slowly undressed,

I let water into wash-basin and step with my feet.

The spring will wash with warm palms

And will rub down with fragrant herbs.

Grief should insensibly leave

Without saying good-bye the old lady-Winter will die.
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Kpecno Toncroe,

C JIOKTSIMU, KOXaHBIMHU,

HCTepTasi ClIMHA — B IOCTOSIHHOM U3HOCE.
Yyxxas TeHb HaOpoIlIeHa,

Hpyrast — Kak NoJKOUIEHHAs,

KBEpXy HOTaMH CII0J13asl,

B CKJIa[IKaX 3aCTPEBAaeT.

Crpagaert, Kpeciio TOJICTOeE,

C TIOAYIIKAMU, YK€ TAKUMU IJTIOCKUMMU.
MenbKaloT XU3HU, 3aTyXas,

U IyIIW HOBbIE, HAIIl B3MJIS]L JIACKAIOT.
M 3TOT NaMsITHUK,

BO3IBUTHYTHIN KOTAA-TO —
HanmoMMHaeT npoduiieM — coJiaaTta.

OTTOPTHYB JIOXKb M HU30CTh IIPE3PEHHYIO,
WIILy CBOIO TOPOTY BBEPX, HO O€3 U3MEHBI.
M cTouHMKOM Beex Oy1ar — CUMTAIO TIPABIbI CHTY.
Yhpapisiioch ¢ IeMOHaMU,

HapsoKas U ITorpyxast ux,

B OOJIOTHYIO TPSICUHY.

WM3rHaB ¢ auua yabloKy 6€33a00THYIO,
s BBEPX MY,

TIOJ 3BYKH 3M€il TpeMyduX.

Bo BpeMs TpYIHBIX OCTAHOBOK,

10 Karwie XXU3Hb TepsIIo,

3aHMMAI0, SI Ty CTYIICHBKY,

3a KOTOPOIi Kpajiach.
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Thick armchair with leather elbows

In constant deterioration is the braded back.
Stranger’s shadow flung on

Another one seems to be skewed

As shadow gets stuck in pleats,

Crawling head over heels.

Thick armchair suffers

With pillows yet so thin nearby.

As newborn souls caress our gaze.

Fading away, lives go by.

Sometime ago was the monument built
And now it carries back a soldier’s profile.

Tearing lies and contemptible meanness away

I seek for my way up, ignoring treason

The source of all the best I find verity.

I make light work of daemons

As I attire and dip them into marshy quagmire.
Once I have driven the careless smile off my face
I mount to the top, hearing tunes of rattlesnakes
In times of difficult halts

I lose life and I borrow the step,

Behind which I have prowled.
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ITpou3sHoIIy CBOII TOCT 3a YIOKOW
0Ee3BPEMEHHO YIIEIIINX.

ITyckait, 3amMonBAT 060 MHE CJIOBEYKO
B BO3IyIIIHOM MTOTHEOECHE.

WM nydiie 3HaTh,

KaK CTPOUTbH Pa3roBOP

0 Tex,

KOTro noka He npusbiBaeT OH.
JurioMaTUYHO OOOHIYT BCE TE€ MECTA,
I€ BOJIEH, UJIb HEBOJIEH,

KETYbIO XU3Hb MOJTHA.
OTrnpa3nHoOBaB,

JTaIyT CUTHAJT 3BE€3/I0M,

B YEPHWJIBHOUN HOUM,

Majarollei B roJje.

OH NpUHST O3y MOYTEHHYIO,

OHa, pblasl, OTIAaeTCs KAMEHHOMY JIPYTY,
TOMY, KTO YE€CTh €€ TONTaJl, U TOBOPWUII,
YTO BCeM 00sI3aHa OHa eMY,

Bellb Iypb €€, OLUIMOKN MOJIOAOCTH OYpHOI —
OH TOJ] 3a TOIOM 0JIarOPOJHO XOPOHWII,
XpaHs TPAIULIUU CEMbU TTOYTEHHOM,

U HE 3a1yMaBIIKCh, OH TTOTYOUJT

HaTypy TOHKYIO U BEPHYIO,

3a00TsICh, BOBCE HE AYLIOMH,

MOHSTh HE MOT OH CMBICJI JTIOOBHU €¢,
KOTOpBIE 32 TO/Ibl BCE OHA MbITANACh,
YaCTSIMU BCKPBITh, UYTO PO3bI TON OYTOH —
ellle XKUBOW, HO Yepe3 BpeMsl — MEPTBBIIA.
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I give a toast to those, who untimely went away.

Let them put in a word for me at the aerial
firmament.

They know it better, how to build a conversation

Of those, who currently are not called upon to.

Diplomatically they will visit places

Where perforce this life is full of bile.

As celebrated,

They will give a signal

With star, that falls in a field

On the inky night

He stroke honourable attitude

Sobbing, she devotes herself to stony friend

‘Who have trampled down her honour

Who said, that she owes him everything

After all her foolishness and mistakes of boisterous
youth

Year after year he used to bury nobly

Following traditions of respectable family

Without any thinking,

He has ruined the delicate and faithful nature

Not in the least caring with soul

He couldn’t get the meaning of her love

Which throughout these years she tried to unseal in
pieces

As yet alive is rosebud, but later on is dead.
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q—
nayTUHY TOHKYIO, TUIETY NMPeACKa3aHUiA,
BIPYT,

TPEUIMHY a0 MOE MOICO3HAHUE,
PaHWJIO BHE3AMHO Cceplie caadoe,
napajn30BaB Ha BpeMs,

B TUILIMHE OCTaBUJIO.

q—

BUXKY CBET, T/ HOYb,

B JIOJITY Y TIPU3PAKOB 32 KPOB OTHSITHIM,
r1ie BCeM, POAUMOE MIATHO — HE BUIMMO.
OTMETUHOW YPOIIUBOA —

JIUIIIb MHE Harpaja, B jiamy ¢ TpaHEHUSIMU MIJIBL...
3a nmpaBay — CHa MEH$ JIMILAOT.

A cibliily BO3IJ1achl yIIEIIINX,

U HETIPEMEHHO JINLA UX MEJIbKAIOT,
HECJIBIIIHO YTO-TO MHE TOJIKYIOT,
napan3yoT JUIIb Ha BPEMS...
TumnHa TpakTyer...
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I spin a thin web of predictions

All of a sudden my subconsciousness cracked

Suddenly has been my weak heart injured

Paralyzed for a while, has been left in silence.

I see light, where night owes a favour to ghosts

For that shelter, that has been taken away

Where birthmark is invisible to everyone.

With ugly mark this reward in harmony lives with
grave cuttings...

I am deprived of sleep for the truth

I hear exclamations of those, who have passed away

Their faces without fail appear for a moment

And they inaudibly expound something to me

Paralyzing for a moment

Silence interprets...
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