Evgeny pospelov

b\dge OVer.0cean

EBIEHN MTOCTENOB



Penakrop m mepeBomunk  Editor & translator

Anna XpoMoTOBa Anna Hromotova
[ocnenos EBrenmii. Eugeny Pospelov

Mocm uepe3 oxean The bridge over the ocean
IIO3TUYECKUE TEKCTHL. poetic texts

Mocrt uepe3 OKeaH - MOCT, COTKaHHBIM U3 HaIIMX
YyBCTB, YXOAAIIMH 4Yepe3 OKeaH BPEMEHH TYAad, IJE HTOTO
BPEMEHHU HET, IZlé MBI CHOBa BCTpeuaeMmcs, pa3jlyuyEHHbIE,
TocJie BCEX BpeMEH, Omarofapst 3THM 4yBCTBaM.

Knura “Mocr yepes okean” npeCTaBIIseT YHTATENIO
TEIUIYI0 BOJIHY ITOSTHYHBIX CMBICIOB M DPa3MbIIUICHHUH,
HAIIOJIHEHHBIX YJIBIOKOH, IPYCThIO U JIErKOH uponuei. Ona
COCTOMT M3 JIBYX YacTel:

mepBasi 4acTh - MepeBoAbl AHHBI XPOMOTOBOH,
podecCHOHATILHOTO TIePEBOUHKA,

BTOpast 9acTh - COOPHUK JIFOOUTENBCKUAX TIEPEBOIOB
nox €€ pegakuei.

M.:Moxaitckuii monurpaduaecknii komOouHat, 2014.- 144 c.,
1000 k3.

ISBN- 978-5-91187-110-9
(C) Nocnenos Esrenwii \ Eugeny Pospelov
(C) Iomos Errennti [TaBmoBud

Om pedaxmopa.

Kuura «The bridge over the ocean» 3HakoMuT
YUTATENS C YTOHYCHHBIM H HPOHUYHBIM JIMPUKOM, TITYOOKHM
¢unocopom Emrenmem IlocmenosiM. DopManbHYIO
CTPYKTYypy CBOHMX HpPOHM3BEIEHHH aBTOp OIpeAesseT Kak
«IO3TUYECKUH TekcT». B mupoBoi nuteparype 19-21BB.
MMO33Usl JTaBHO BBINUIA 32 paMKud «IMO00B» (Y. YHUTMeH,
H. Xuxmer, A. Apron, X. IIpesep, T. Onmuotr u T.A.)
CYIIECTBYET B IaNa3oHe OT Bepauopa 10 MeTadopruaecKoro
TEKCTa, B KOTOPOM OTCYTCTBYET CTPO(QUYECKOE UICHEHHE.
KHura nBys3eldHa,  NEpeBOX C PYCCKOrO sI3bIKa Ha
AHITTMHACKUHA T000EH MOCTY, COEIMHSIONIEMY JBa MHPA.

Bepmubp B Poccuun monroe BpeMst ObLT «U3roemy,
«CepJICYHON AapUTMHUEH BEKa», CUUTAJICS HWHOPOIHBIM
MOKYIIIEHHEM Ha CYThb PYCCKOH MO33UH, HECMOTPSl Ha TO,
YTO B Hayase XX BEKa OH MOJb30BAJICS PACHOJIOKEHHEM
W3BECTHBIX MacTepoB cioBa (XieOHWKOBa, bmoka). U
TOJIBKO B MOCJEAHUE ACCATHICTUS «CEPICUHAs] apUTMUS)
MOTECHIWIA JIOTMY «KJIACCHYCCKOT0» CTHUXOCIIOXKCHUS,
pacuIupyB TOPU30HT PYCCKOH MOI3UH.

TBopuectBo Eprenus IlocmenoBa — sBieHue
VHHUKAITbHOE, C TOYKH 3PCHHS CTHISA, MOITHICCKHUX
00pa3oB, B HEM €CTh )KMBOIHCH M MY3bIKa, W, YTO BaXXHO,
COBPEMEHHOCTb. JTO MO033Us NPUKOCHOBEHUH, 1IBETOBOIl
BHOpAITNH, IBIXKYIIETOCSA, 3(PEMEPHOTO YCKOIH3AIOIIETO
mupa. VMeHHO Takas ¢opMa MOITHYECKOTO TEKCTa,
e€ CTUIHMCTHKA, PUTMHKA JejdaeT aBTOpa MOHSTHBIM
AHTIIOS3BITHOMY YUTATEITIO, IPUBBIYHOMY K BEPIHODY.

CBoto 3cTeTHKy aBTop B 90-€ Tombl Onpeaeni Kak
«3CTETUKY TEIJIONW BOJHBI», MOCTPOECHHYIO HAa TIPO3PauHOM
AMIPECCHOHNU3ME TEKCTOB, IIPOHWU3aHHBIX CBETIION
TPYCTBIO M CO3EPIIaHUEM KPACOTHI, IPOCTYIMAIONIEH B 3TOM
MHpE Yepe3 cepaLe.

XyOO)KECTBCHHBI TEKCT aBTOpa IIPEICTABIICT



coboit CJIOXKHBIN CHUHTaKCU4ECKUI napayIesu3M,
PUTMHUYECKH OJJHOPOJIHBIE naccaxu-rnepevrcIeHus,
BHYTpPEHHHE QJUIUTEpallMii M acCOHAHCHI, OTIMYAIOIIE
MMO3THYHYTO 1Ipo3y. [Ipn ToHImYeCKo# crcTeme, B CBOOOTHOM
ctuxe (BepnuOpe) METp U PHUTM  BOCIPHUHUMAIOTCS
mo-ocobomy.  CBOOOIHBI CTHX HE HMeeT pasMmepa,
TEKCT JAEIHUTCSI Ha CTHUXOTBOPHBIE CTPOYKH TONBKO IO
WHTOHAIIMOHHOMY TPH3HAKy. PUTMHUYHOCTH CBOOOJHOTO
CTHXa CO3/laeTcs, KaKk M B PUTMHYECKOH IIpo3e 3a CYET
YHOPSAAOYCHHOCTH CHHTAKCHYECKOW CTPYKTyphl. OnmHaKo
eCTh cylmiecTBeHHoe pasznuuue. Ilposza nemurcs Ha
9JIeMEHTapHble MHTOHAIMOHHO-CUHTAKCHYECKHE CIMHUIIBI,
cuHTarMbl. UTo HUKAaK HEIB3sI cKaszaTh 0 Mo33ud. OT Mpo3sl
BEpIMOp OTIMYaeT Hanuuve (UKCUPOBAHHOW May3bl Ha
KOHIIE CTHXa M MHTOHALMOHHOW 000COOJICHHOCTH — BayKHbIC
YCIIOBUS TIPH CTHXOCHOXKCHUH. [lay3a WHTOHAaIMOHHO U
PUTMHUYECKH  BBIIENSET UM 00OCOONSET  CTHXOTBOPHYIO
cTpoky. IloaToMy cioBocodeTaHHE WM CIIOBO, KOTOpOE
B Mpo3e He OyJeT CHHTAarMol, MOXKET CTaTh €0 B CTHXaX.
CBOOO/IHBI CTHX pa30UT Ha CTUXOTBOPHBIE CTPOKH,
He oOmajarolmue BHyTpeHHeH Mepod, Mmerpom. Ho unx
pAcIIONOKEHHE — HEOOXOANMOE YCIIOBHE TPABHUIIBHOTO
BOCIIPUSTHSL CBOOOTHOTO cTHXa.  boibplioe 3HaueHHe
NpuAaeTcs  MHTOHAUMK. VIMEHHO  TO3TOMY  CTHXH
pa3dMBArOTCS Ha «IIOACTPOUHSD.

Hpyroii Baxusii ameMeHT nos3uu E.llocnenosa
- «akumeHTHOCTh». Kak M B akIEHTHOM, B TOHHYECKOM
CTHXE WHTEPBAlbl MEXIy YOApCHUSIMH CTaHOBHUTCS
HEOIpeeJICHHBIMH, HCUE3aeT JIBYCI0KHOCTh PUTMHYECKON
CTPYKTYyphl (mpucymast siMOye, Xopero). Hcuesaer u
«paBHOYIAPHOCTB» aKIEHTHOTO CTHXa. B TekcTax aBropa
HPOUCXOIUT PE3KOE N3MEHEHUE KOINYECTBa CIIOB B CTPOKE,
Yalie BCEro — KOPOTKMH CTHX TOCIe psiia JIMHHBIX. JTO
CO3MaeT HEOOXOMMMBI aBTOPY PHUTMHYECKHN Tmepeboit
U SIBISIETCS CPEICTBOM PUTMHUYECKOTO MNOAYEPKHBAHHUS,
Ba)KHOT'O CMBICJIOBOTO BBIICIICHHSL.

The translator’s note

The presented collection of Eugene Pospeloff’s po-
etry “Bridge over the ocean” is a bilingual compilation of his
works spans the 20th century and modern times.

Eugene Pospeloff is a famous modern poet who re-
flects some of the characteristic styles and themes of the pe-
riod not only from Russia, but from outer world. Like many
of the new poets in English speaking world and in Russia his
style is light and conversational which gives poems a decep-
tively simple feel (“Happy with my new shoes/I stroll and by
the way/ I fizz the words that come to mind about woman”).
But the first thing that strikes you about this book, is that it
does not employ the ironic tone, favoured by so many of the
today’s poets. Instead it sticks firmly to the tried and tested
descriptive tone. Pospeloff unique style is marvellously in
tune with musical pinch and intonation. He can rhyme when
he wants to and he can use meter effectively. But it is more
like an iambic pentameter and a free verse.

The melody of the Pospeloff poetry is more like
jazz, it is unpredicted, confused and that’s why frightfully
absorbing (“The day will pass/And time will cross it out/
from east to west/I’ll have no time to take delight/in the bees
on the flowers scent”). For every of your expectations he
finds an elegant equivalent (“So long it takes to lag behind/
past mirrors, checking hair cut/when you want you heart
beat/ louder then your high-heeled...”). Eugene Pospeloff
makes use of consonance, alliteration, assonance - not to
mention some breathtaking similes (“The dusk engulfed in
flood street riverbeds”). What you will certainly like is that
author is not afraid to include ‘“unpoetic’ elements into his
work. Book also provides a glimpse into the fascinating por-
table world of small-form poetry, like a Japanese ‘haiku’ it
is full of philosophic reconsideration and wise conclusions.
Pospeloff subject matter is birds, landscapes, sea. Many of
the poems are devoted to the redeeming power of love.



Ecnu noboev na yovine

Ho zopcmxu zpycmu,

ecnu 1106066 cmana XpynKkoi

KaK 8b1COXULUTL TAHOBIW MENHCOY CMPANUY, —
3auem waoums?!

C6a3b-npuspax, 4yecmeo-02apoK, mieHbe...

B namHOM ciiyyae pPHTMHYECKH TOJTHOCTHIO
cooTtBeTcTBytoIHe ppasbr: «Ecianmo00Bb Ha yOBLUIB - «eCin
JF0OOBK CTaJIa XPYTKO» MepeOUBAOTCS HEPABHOBEIIMKAMU:
«Jlo TopcTKH TPyCTM» - «KaK BBICOXIIUI JAHIBII MEXKIY
ctpanu». Ho B wurore momydaercs cxema 3-2-3-3-2-3 —
JIOCTaTOYHO TAPMOHMYHOE COUYETaHUE, KOTOPOE JIACT TEKCTY
SBHYIO MEIOAWYHOCTh. 3BYYHOCTh JaHHOTO OTpPBIBKA
mocturaercsi 6e3 paBHoymapHoctr: «Ecmm nHO60BR Ha
yObuTEY». OTKa3 OT YETKOCTH PACIOJIOKCHHUSA Oe3yIapHBIX
CIIOTOB MEXIYy YOApHBIMH IIO3BOJIET aBTOPY CO3/1aTh
CBOM YHUKaJIbHBIM PUCYHOK, TJ€ IJIABHOW PUTMHUYECKOU
CIMHUIICH CTAHOBUTCS JIOJIS, CIIOBO M JJAXKE LIENIBII CTHX.

CruxoTBOpHAS peYp MOXET ONHpaThcs Ha
CO3BYYHS: 3BYKOBBIE MOBTOPHI BHYTPH CTHXa, aCCOHAHCHI,
W HampoTWB, B HEH MOTYT NPOHCXOIUTH HAPYIICHUSI
TOYHOCTH 3ByUYaHHS: JUCCOHAHCHL, YCEUCHHBIC PU(MBL,
nepeOuBaloNIie IbIXaHWe, TEMII.

YV Eprenuss IlocnenoBa o4YeHb  4YacTO CTUXH
«KyXOKaT»,  HaBeBas  JICTHEE  HACTPOCHHE: «...M
MIPOBOKAET COHHOTO yMBIThCA. [loka BOXYCH B BOZE...»;
«MOKa KCHIIMHA KPYXach... HAPSDKACT...»; «...yMHpas
OT JKaKIBI JKUTh...»; U Jake WHOTIA TaK: «H MOHU HOBEIE
OOTHHKH / MIOKMYT YIAMBUTEIbHO!». ABTOPCKHN TeKCT
MOXET HUCXOIUTh /IO TUXOTO IIEIOTA «...B IICIKOBHUCTYIO
T€Hb MHPO3JaHbs/ B MICTIOT HOYEH...», a MOXKET H
TIOJTHOCTBIO «JIOMATh SI3BIK», PBATh 3BYKH, 3aCTaBISTH H3
3aCTpPEeBaTh MEXKIY 3y0aMHU: «UYCPCTBBIC JIACKU-/BEPCTAKH
JUTT HEMO# ONa’kKeHHOCTH... CBEPTOK MOMENyH...». OdeHb
mobonsITHO coxpaneHune E.IlocmenoBeiM — ycTapeBHINX
«MEYTaHBE»,  «IPOOYKICHBE», «BOOOPAKCHBE» - MPH

6

Amid the psychedelic grot and ugliness of the modern world,
Pospeloff uses it as a good background to tackle issues relat-
ing to culture, revealing his inner world. Many poems rely
heavily upon youth as if he is still in his twenties, but avoid
descending into sentimentality. Author is good at capturing
up-to-dateness, penetrating to the heart of things. Strong
emotions between depression and optimistic joy - which is
more often to see on these pages, lust, hatred, erotic — all
the fiery topics are gathered here under the cover of the
“Bridge”. The unique style and rhythm of these poems are
very close to English speaking world, brought up with the
Shakespeare masterpieces, Walt Whitman’s free verse. “The
Bridge over the ocean” somehow is the connection between
the traditions of ‘east’ and ‘west’, showing that Russian
culture and literature is farther and wider Pushkin, Tolsloy,
Dostoevsky heritage.

This book offers the Anglophone readers a rare op-
portunity to appreciate the modern Russian verse on its own
terms, with its cultural and linguistic features. The intended
audience includes English-language poetry readers, students
of Russian who wish to get to grips with the poetic language
and form, and to understand the differences between English
and Russian poetic traditions, translators and linguists inter-
ested in the theory and practice of verse translation, English-
Russian bilingual readers whose necessary standard appreci-
ate poetry only in the original.
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BUANMON KpPAaTKOCTH BCE 3TH «HBE», «Tbe» IEepPeOMBAIOT
PHUTM, HAMEPEHHO YTSDKENSIOT (pasy, IpHBJIeKas BHUMaHNE
K TeM WM UHBIM cJoBaM. YacTo BcTpedaeTcs: Urpa 3BYKOB,
CO3JaroMIas HEBEPOSITHBIC acCOHAHCHL: «CyMpak 1o pyciam
MPOYJIKOB...».  MHoroe CTPOUTCS U Ha CMBICJIOBBIX
noBropax: «Korma Tel ectb —/ Ecth moBox ymeners
YIEIETh U TBOETO MPOOYKICHBS - ... €CTh IIOBOJ HaM BCEM
yIeneTh...». Ha crpaHumax ero mo3THYeCKuX COOPHUKOB
MOXHO HaWTH Maccy «HETOYHBIX PU(PM»: «HUIPYy-MEdTy-
KYKITy», U3 KOKH-)KHUBBEMY, «TCOS-TIOTICITYSD».

B 3akmrouenue Xodercs OTMCTHUTH, YTO CBOHUM
TBOPYECTBOM aBTOP PAacKpbIBacT MJCI0 00 OYMIIAIOIIeH
yemoBeka cmie Csernoro YyscTBa, Oyap TO JHOOOBB,
Jpyk0a MK ONIYIIeHHE KPacoThI cyIiero. Ero mupudeckuii
repoii - 4enoBeK, OLIyIIAIOIINK B ceOe Oe3MepHBIE TyIIEBHbIE
CHIIBI W HaJCNEHHBIH HETOKOJIEONMMBIM JKU3HEITIO0HEM.
Oxunanue BcTpeur ¢ BosarobneHHoH Beerna ckpamuBaeTcs
YJIBIOKOH, MOTEPH OKa3bIBAIOTCS EHHEHIINMU HaXOJKaMHu,
MIONCKH CMBICJIa CTAHOBSITCA IPO3PEHUSIMH, UyBCTBA
pacrazialoTcsi ¥ CHOBa O)KMBAIOT, @ CMEPTh 000padnBaeTCs
XKH3HBIO. ..

Yacte |

Part 1



KTo MBI, 4TOOBI O HaC TOBOPUTH? -

BBIOMPAsICh U3 KYKOJIOK U 3aU€PCTBEB B MOTHUIBKOB,
BCIO JKU3Hb HAJIETAeM Ha CTEKJIa

CBETHJILHUKOB -

pOH CBETIISIKOB, HATHIKAIOIIUXCA B MOJIETE HA CBET —
JIpYT Ha Jpyra.

Who we are to talk about? -

We grow up from a worm just to be stale as a butterfly,
all life we are flapping to the glass

of lights -

glowworm swarms, we are bumping into the light -
of each other.
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Yacwel

I'pemsr gyacel Ha GamrHe. Mama OyauT
MeHs peOeHKa

1 IIPOBOKAE€T COHHOT'O YMBITHCSI.
IToka BoXycCh B BOJIE -

rpyOCIOT MIEKH

U TOJIOC MajaeT HEeYIePKUMO BHU3. ..

K ene, B npuxoxyro

BXOXY CJIETKa IIPUTHYBILHUCH.

Kak 0pIcTpo mocTapena mama,

OKa s yMbIBascs!

Cugut B ymity - BCSl IPU3pavHO Cena. ..

Caxcych 3a CTOJ U B3/paruBar -

JKEHIIIHA HAITPOTHB

HaKJIaJbIBACT MHE ITapHOU KapTodep,

¥ Mama U3 yTiia 06J1arocioBiserT. -
IToaxondar neru: nana, 3ApaBCTBYH,
CEeroJHs Thl HaM 00eIIall CKBOPEUHUK!
CMoOTpIO Ha HHX - Kak OyJTO B TIEPBHIi pas,
XOUy MOHATHCS, HO HCCOXJIA HOTH.
IIpory BOJBI. ..

B xoBmie

K MOMM ry0am

JIETUT CTAPUK C HEAOYMEHHBIM B3IJIAIOM!..
He Boay mbio - BOMpato coaporanbe

W3 YCT ero...

CmMoTpro KpyroM ceos,

Y CTPaHHO MHE, YTO HE MOTY IIPUTIOMHHUTD:
sI 3/1ECh BIIEPBBIC, WM KE TaBHO

TaKoe AUBO BUXKY... B caMbIil OJIACHD

Ha OalHe ObIOT Yachl.
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Hours

The clock on tower strikes with roar.
My mommy wakes and leads me -

a sleepy child to bath.
I dawdle too long with water, \&
my cheeks get rough /X
and voice is following after...

It’s time to eat, I go to hall - €
just now I bend to get there.

And when did mother get so old?
She rests in corner ghostly white,
she changed while I was washing...

I sit to dine, amazed by scene:

a woman'’s serving me a baked potato,

she gets my mother’s blessing.

And here are children greeting: ‘Daddy,
today you promised us the house for birds!’
I look at them — as for the first time,

I want to leave, but feet are trembling

I ask for water...

but the scoop

reflects an old man with a puzzled look!

I drink not water but a shudder

that rushes to me from the old man’s lips...
I buzz around, I wonder

how strange is that I can’t recall

me being here. Or is it the fist time

I see that maze?

The clock on tower strike with roar

to show it’s almost midday.
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Kto momuuT cxBOpIIA,

MIPOMEBIIETO MPOIION BECHOU B cany?...

JIW1ilb 4eI0BEK HECET B CBOEM CEPALIE,
KaK B TOpOE IS CHACThS,

MaMsTh

0 JIy4IIEM.

14

Who remembers a starling,
that sang in the garden last spring? ...
Only a man carries the memory of the best
in his heart -
as in the bag
for happiness.

15



3adyeM HaJeBalOT TEJIIECHOCTh —
B kakoit KOCTIOMEPHOI CKPOEH
3TOT HENPOYHBIHN ckadanap?
Bormpoc s1 — 4to npax B Hac,
Y TJIC OYMINECHbE OT TPrMa rprMac
U TaJIbKa TOJTKOBOCTH. —

[yia cMoTpuTCs B 3€pKajio

M BUJUT Bcerna He ceos.

OHa MoHUMAEeT PYKY, HAXOIMT JIMIIO. ..
U ITIOHUMACT —

3TO JIOBYIIIKA.

For what that costume on our bones? -
Who made that spacesuit but not armour
to be so frail?
Or is that the question what is dust in us? -
Can we exclude the grin grimace,
the mask behind
the masquerade of reason.-

Soul is looking in the mirror,

it sees not itself for every time.

It lifts its hand and finds its face...
but realizes -

it’s a trap.

17



Psnom ¢ pacnaxHyTOM JIBEpHIO
Becs nenn
Babouka ObeTcs B CTEKIIO. ..

BrikonaumBaents u3 cepana Kak u3 OOTHHKA
KOJIFOITUM OCKOJIOK YyBCTBa,
ITOTOMY YTO yCTal

MIPUXPaMBIBATh B TPOIILIOE.
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All day long
a butterfly is flapping against the window
quite close to an open door...

Beating out the rubbing pebbles —
splits of feelings punching heart as shoe.
Cause | am getting tired

to lame on past.




Betep HaTkHYyCS
Ha mpoctsiHu B Hamiem cany...
51 HaOumroan KaKk He3pUMBIH,
YTKHYBIIUCH B O€JbIe TKaHHU,
OH BBUICITUII UMH CEO4. ..
nmoroc Berpal —

K HEMY s BbIOEXaJl paJJOCTHO — 0CBOOOIUTh

CBOIO Ayllly U3 IUIEHA...
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The wind stumbles

across the laundry in our garden...
I watched him sculpturing white sheets
and making his own portrait. ..

lotus of wind! - j'y

I ran out to meet him -
to release my own soul

from prison...

21



Bonnsl pymarcs

U, OIIOJI3asl B MOPE,

CJIM3BIBAIOT MECOK TEIUTBIMU I'y0amu,
CTHPAIOT NITUYBH CIEIBI-TPE3yOIIbI-
OTTHCKH I10COXA.

MBI BEIOpOIIIEHBI Ha 3TOT OCTPOB,
IJie MOPE BCIIEIYIO
Pa3bICKUBAET I'PaHUIIBL.
Bpenem B puboe,
YKpBIBas JIMLA OT OPBI3T,

U S 3aMeyalo,

YTO JJISI TOPCTH 3BE3]1
Y TOPCTH MTECINHOK

Yy MEHS €CTh TOJBLKO OJTHAa Mepa —

y3Kasi paKOBWHA TBOEH JIaJOHM.
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Waves crash

and slipping back to sea,
they’re licking sand off,
rubbing the bird’s foot-tridents-
stamped by the crook.

We are left on that island,

where sea is blindfold

searching for its borders.

We took a stroll along the edge of sea,
hid face from water splashes,

and when I noticed
that for the stars

and grains of sand
there is the only measure —

the narrow shell your palm has.

23



Eciu ¢ To0oii 1100086,
0 YeM KaeTh?!

YTpoM yKpachk J100 u Ja0HU
CBETOM -
Hailau ero.

BceMy cyxzieHO yMeEpETb,
HO TIEPEXO0Jl K YUCTOMY 3BYKY
CTPOUTCA HBIHEC.

IlycTp HEpUTMHUHEI CIIOBA
W3BJICYCHHBIC B MUT IPOOYKICHBS.
IlycTe HEYMECTHBI pyKH

nepe; He-XJ1eOOM-HaCyIITHBIM.

Her Be16Opa HAOM

JIIOOUTE.

’KHM3HE caMa 1o cebe -
OKUJIaHUE BCTPEYH.
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When love is with you,
what else to be sorry for? ...

Adorn your forehead, palms
with a morning light -
just find it!

Death is our destination,
but the transition to a clear sound
takes place now.

Let the words mumble,

when they are born on the verge of awakening.
Let your hands be inappropriate

to grasp the spirit, not our daily bread.

There is no choice for us

to love.

The life itself

is a waiting for the encounter.




HIIL

Kenmmna

enk-u-o6apxar

OIJHMM NIPUCYTCTBUEM OOpamiaer 1eds B cocyxn
y>Ke HaIlOJIHCHHBIN AJIs1 Hee

TOPSTYMM HAITUTKOM

OHA JIMIIB 100aBUT I'BO3AMKY B3IIIsAA
KOpHIY KacaHUU
BaHWIb MTOLIETYs
U IyIIUCTBINA Hepell MOTyCIIOB -
u OyeT IUTh
10 yTpa
TBOE JbIXaHbE
U TIEPECaKUBATh CHBI
13 HOIYHOUHBIX XPYCTaJIbHBIX OOKAI0B
B YTpeHHHE Ko(eiHbIe JalIKu

menk-u-o6apxar
MIOTYCTOPOHHEH KHU3HU -

3a rpaHHIlaM{ TBOETO Tela
OLIEIOMJIEHHOTO

OECTOJIKOBO CTOSIIETO Y OKHA!
1 HE 3HAIOIIETO

KaK JKUTb

0e3 Hee
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N.P.

Woman

silk-and-velvet

her presence alone turns you into a vessel
filled for her

with a hot drink

she will just add a cloves sight,
a cinnamon touch,
a vanilla kiss
and a half of the aromatic pepper words -
and drink
your breath
till morning
and transplant your dreams
from the midnight crystal glasses
into the morning coffee-cups &

silk-and-velvet

in the afterlife -

beyond the border
of your body

rejected, confused

it stands at the window

and doesn’t know

how to live

without her

27



Mocm uepe3 oxeaH.

YenoBek, ¢ KOTOPBIM JIEIHIIbL CBOM MHUP
WIN TIOLYLIKY,
CUACTJIUB OBITH pAAOM?

IToxa aymunacek 11000Bb, Y HETO IOCTApeIu PYKH,
HO B HUX ThI HAXOTUIIIb Ce04,

KM €T0 — CJIOBO, UTOOBI COTPEThCH,
OTTasATh OT OOJIH.

OH - yTpo, CTaBIIeE KU3HbIO,
MOCT, KOTOPBIH THI CTPOUIIIb BITPOK IS CEO4.

Byner nenp, korja Tl COMIEIb
Ha 3aBHCIINE B BEYHOCTH JTOCKH -
Ha MOCT, OTCTPOEHHBIN CEPALEM -

OH COOpaH U3 KaXKI0ro JHS,
B KOTOPOM ThI OEPEKHO HEC TEIUIO U 3a00Ty K TOMY,
KTO C TOOOH 710 KOHIIA.

Ecnu BemymaTsesi, MOXKHO YCITBITIIATH

MIPSIMO 37IECh

KaK pacTyT-TIOTPYKal0TCS B BEYHOCTh
KOpPHH OTOp IO MOCTaMH. ..

Tam B TpsigyieM, 3a MoJIOrOM BPEMEHH,
MBI TI0 HUM TI€peiieM IyCTOTY

K TEM, KTO JKHII 3IeCh C HAMH, JT004,
OTCTpanBas JICHb 32 JHEM

CBOM MOCT 5
gepe3 OKeaH.

e )
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A bridge over the ocean

The one you share your world
or pillow with -
is he happy near you?

As love went on, his hands grew old
but still you find yourself in them,

his name - a word for getting warm
for thawing out of pain.

He is a morning that comes to life,
a bridge away- you build yourself in store.

The day will come for your descend
to the eternity supporting reeds of
bridge you’ve built yourself by heart -

it is woven from each day
you carried the warmth and care for
the one who shares the world with you
till time will end ...

Just listen, right here,
you’ll hear
how the roots of the bridge

plunge deeply into eternity...

Over there, beyond the cover of our Time,
the bridge will cross the emptiness
and we will get to those who lived here loving us
and building day by day
their bridge
over the ocean.
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Bpemsa Koge

B xode monmermano Bpems. O
A pAI0OM HET HU-KO-TO. -

OTpaBneHO CMOTPHIIb B ce6$[)

MHUMO TIPOXOXKHX,

0CBOOOIUBILMXCS OTO BCETO,

4TO TeOs TaK MOCTBIAHO rHeTeT

ot Oecen ¢ Hesnakomiiem,

OT CMHUPEHBS,

OT cTpaxa JpyT Apyra TepsTh,

OT CThIa TOBOPHTBH €Je-CIBIIIHBIE BELIH. .

Korza sto Bce

TaK HEJIOBKO ¢ TOOOW MPOUCXOJIHUT,
MOTY TIPEIJIOKHUTh B YTEIICHbE OIHO -
qac

3a Yalevkou Kkode.
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Coffee time

Time is an ingredient of coffee
But there is no-bo-dy nearby. -
You give yourself a poison look
over the strangers passing by,
they free of everything -

that presses you so shamefully:
of talks with Stranger, humbleness,
of fear to lose each other,

of shame to say the things you hardly hear...

That happens to you so awkwardly.
But there is a thing for consolation -
I can offer

an hour

with a cup of coffee.
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Bcro HOUYL 32 OKHOM IOET COJIOBEH.

BCCCOHHO, CMUPAICH, CIylIar0 INCHBE. ..

W Mos1 KpoBaTh — Ta ke BETKa
C OIMHOKHUM TOJIOCOM ITTHIEL.
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A nightingale sings behind my window all night.
I stay sleepless, desperate listening to it...

And my bed is the same twig
With a lonely voice of one bird.
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Heepycmmuo o niobsu

Kora ciionsl yxoast
K CBOUM YCBITIAJIEHUIIAM,
OHM MCYE3AI0T TaK, OYJITO CXOUT TETJI0e MOPE TUIOTH
¢ pebep 3aTOHYBIINX IIIXYH. ..

U 4yBCTBA YXOJIAT,
KaK OyATO CepJle CTalo MECKOM. ..

M OCTArOTCS TOJILKO BBICEUEHHBIE B HAC HA KAMHAX
MMe€Ha JII00BU

o, UCTIeBIIEH
[IapyCHHOM BETPOB...
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Not sad about love

When elephants pass away
to their last haven,
they disappear as if a warm sea of flesh

recede from the ribs of a sunken schooner...

and feelings also pass away,
as if the heart turns sand...

the names of love remain
carved on the stones in us §

under a decayed
canvas of winds... =g
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U nens npouger -
Bpewmst ero 3auepkneT
C BOCTOKA Ha 3amaf -

S He ycrero 3a0bIThCs
3araxoM I4es1 Ha [BeTax
BO3HCHABUJIETh BCEIIEHHYIO
3a KPaTKOBPEMEHHOCTh yTpa...

SI omo3maro
CKa3aThb TeOe caMoe TIIaBHOE

U paso0uTh -

U )KU3HB MIPOMAET...
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The day will pass -
And time will cross it out
from east to west -

I’ll have no time to take delight
in the bees on the flowers scent,
and come to hate the Universe

for short duration of the morning...

I’1l be late to tell you
something full of meaning,
be late to cross my love -

and life will pass...
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Humsa nue meonu! Child, don’t hesitate!

TBo¥t neHp AymucT Your day scents fresh

Y BBITICUEH UCKYCHO. and baked with care.

Hapu, ne mems, So spend it!

HE CKYIISICh, Do not keep

710 KpPOX. a single crumb reserved!
Just share it!

UepcTBeet Bpems, Do not linger!

BBICBIXa€T MYCKYC,

U B TOpJI€ CTBIHET Time gets old,

KaMEHHBIN TTUPOT. musk dries up,

but stony pie is chilling
deep in my throat.
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YcHyBI1IME B HETE
CIJIETEHHUS IJIOTH —

Kak BcTarh-pasBs3arscsi OyTHUYHBIM yTPOM?

3a HOYb CPOCITHCH
B IMOXaTHAX ITAJIbIIbI,
KOPHH IIyCTUJIU POCTKU IIOLIENIYEB,
K CepJIly IMOHSUTMCh BETBU TIPU3HAHUH -

KaK pa3Bsa3arh? —
TOJIBKO Cpe3aTh U BHIPBATh!
M 1IeNbIA JeHb
HEKHOU OOJIBI0 COUUTHCH. ..

a HOYBIO CPacTaThCs -
a YTPOM B pa3pbIBBI

" CHOBaA...
1 CHOBA...
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Tight embraces, knitted bodies -
falling in a sleeping bliss

Morning wakes them. But can they get up?

Night has woven hands together,
made of fingers a skillful plait.
Night has rooted heart confessions,
sprouted kisses, twigs of love -

How to break up?
Pull it, cut it -
to ooze with a soft pain all day

to knit at the sunset -
to split at the dawn

all over...
and over again...




OpHaxapI g mpocman —
ObLT pumIalieH K YMHOBHUKY, HO TIe-TO
B OOBATEHAX Iall.

W 4t0 32 cTpacTh BO MHE
CMOTPETh Ha aHTEJIOB, 3aIVIsIbIBaTh B OyKETHI
U crath BO cHe!

UMHOBHMK BBIYEPKHYJI MEHS, IIOXOXKE.
A 4 Bce cran milaieHIeM 0e3 IITaHOB
MEXK CTPOMHBIX HOMXKEK.
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One day I had precept
to come to bureaucrat, but overslept,
lost in a sweet embrace.

Where did I get that eagerness
to look at angels and bouquets,
to have a dream in dream!

The bureaucrat had tossed me out of list, I bet.

Still I was sleeping child alike
between two slender legs.
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benuskka, kak cepaie e€ cTyqur!
OHa IOBOMIUT TJ1a3a, HO JIyYIIe eBa JIH. . .

Ho cxonbko MOKHO HECTIEITHO JHAMMU IIJIECTUCH
MHMO BUTPUH, IIOIPABIISLA IPUYECKY,

JIOBUTH TPEBOXHO I1a3a MOTBIJIBKOB,

KOI7Ia XO4eTCs YTOOBI Cep/le TBOE CTydaso
CUIIbHEH KabIyKoB,

U TEJIO APOKAJIO KaK TETHBa, :
IyCTHBILAS B 1IE]Ib CTPENy. _

Kakas crapas necenka

0 CYacThbe

Ha HOBBIX KaOmykax!

W kak Heyaep:KxuMo Kyaa-To
cepaue e€ CTyuur. ..

S xoten ObI CHIECTH B TOM MaJICHEKOM Kade

¥ C BOJIHEHHEM
JKIaTh e€.
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Poor girl, your heart should run a race!
You draw new lines to define your eyes,

but what’s the difference it makes? ...

So long it takes to lag behind

past mirrors, checking hair-cut

and peeing into every virile glance

to find the rapt attention,

when you want your heart beat
louder then your high-heeled,

and body shiver like a bowstring,

released an arrow to the target.

How old is that song of joy
on the new heels!
And how far heads you heart with a leap....

I’d like to have a sit in that small café

and wait for you
with a thrill.
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O nwbsu(conem)

3TO KaK COH HEe CXOSIIIHI C JIUIa

9TO KaK KaXKJla HE OTCTYIAET HAJ0ITO

A9TO KaK HOYb 3aCTacT B nyTHn

9TO KaK pPbl0a BHICKAIB3LIBACT U3 BOJBI 32 00bIUeit
9TO KaK MOCJIeTHEE KOPOJIEBCTBO CPEIN HUIIICTHI
9TO KaK BETEP UTO BCIOMY CPHIBACT CTAPhE

Y HECET OCTPOBa Yepe3 Mope —

3TO TaM rac MEHAKT HaM UMCEHaA

9TO TaM i€ HEMHOT'MM JJaHO OCTaBaThCA
9TO OOJIBILIE YEM YMEPETh U OBITH

9TO TO YTO HEJb3s YCPKaTh

Kak CepAle y NTULbI

KaK OCEHb OETyIIyI0 CaaoM

KaK COH
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Love (sonnet)

it’s like a dream one can’t wipe off his face
it’s like a thirst that won’t subside forever
it’s like a night to catch us up along our way
it’s like a fish breaches out for an intended prey
it’s like the last state of the sovereign in the land of beggars
it’s like the wind

that’s sweeping off the rubbish far and wide
and carry islands across the sea -
it is where our names alter d
it is where a very few can stay
it is more than to die or to be
that is something we can’t hold free
like a heart of a bird
like an autumn running through a garden
like a dream
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CKpUIUYHBIN BeTEp MOJ CMBIYKOM HOYEH —
KaK BCXJIUITBI IPUITYIIIEHHBIE B MTOYIIIKY,
KaK CMeX C IIENTaHbsIMH,

KaK 3ByKHU CTPACTH, CTOH,

KaK BOM ILIEHKA, 30BYILETr0 XO35MHKY,

HO I7Ie OHA 3a0blIach C JKEHUXOM. ..

W3 cepana 6pu3 B pacliaxHyTOM OKHE,

KorJa ThI XKACIIb U KACIIb, M 3HAaCIIb — TIICTHO.
Korna pacceer npuxoauT HE3aMETHO

KaK CBETJIBII 3ByK ONTy»KIAIOMINH BO MIJIE.
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The violin wind is played by the bow of nights
like a muffled sobbing to a pillow

like laughter with a whisper

like a surge of passion, groan,

like a howl of puppy calling for its mistress,

and where is she seeking oblivion with her fiancé?...

Breeze from the heart in an open window,

when you hang on, hold on and know it has no sense.
When dawn comes without any notice

like a sound of light strolling in the shadows.




Bricokue 4yBCTBa yXOIAT U3 HAC-KPENOCTEM,

Nx IMOABUI' HAaM HC HYKHBI.

Ho kTo mocmeeTt B HUX OPOCHTH YIIPEK —

HEAOCATACMbI CIIMHBI TBOPILIOB
YeJI0BEYECKOM KPACOTHI.

C BOJIHEHHEM CMOTPIO C 00OYHMHBI KH3HU
Ha yXOJISIIME CIIUHBI CBETIIBIX [ape —
Ha peKue OTOIECKHU CBEeTa

B Hac,

MOTPSI3IINX

B Tpaberxax

CBOMX LJApCTB.

High feelings abandon us like fortresses
and we don’t need their feats.
But who will dare to throw reproach at them -
high are the lords of
human grace.

I gaze uneasily from the roadside of life
at the backs of passing kings,

at the gleams of fading lightness

inus -

the inveterate

robbers of

our own kingdoms.
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OTchIperna OT CepOCTH U 3a0IyIuIach Aylia.

Cympak 1o pyciiaM IpoyJIKOB
3aTONMJI BCE TIOACTYIIBI K YTPY.

Tak u 6poxuM BCIO )KU3HB HAIIPOJIET
B TIOMCKaX CBETa,

Tackas 3a co00il CBOIO MeuTy

KakK JICTU CTapylo KyKIy.
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My soul is musty with a moldy world, my soul is lost.
The dusk engulfed in flood street riverbeds
and captured paths to morning.

And so we stroll along our lanes of life
searching for a light gleam,

dragging our dream

like a child his old puppet.




MBI yMupaeM OT Kbl —

HaM HHKOT/Ia HE HAITUTHCS 3TUM CBETOM
co3eplaHbeM [IBETKa U peOeHKa
HECHeIHol Oecenoi

HE YTOJHUTHCS HEXKHOCTBIO

HaM HEC BBIIIUTHL BECh OTOT MI/Ip
CBOEH JKU3HBIO

BEUYEPHUM CBET HA KPBUICUKE
C TUXUM TOJIOCOM MaTepH U 3armaxoM 13a0eIibl —
7€ 3TOT COH? —

C MEPECOXIIUMH TyOaMu
MBI IPOCHITIAEMCH. . .

U HET JPYTUX NPUYUH YMEPETh
YMUPAsL OT JKaXKbl
JKUTh

Dying we are thirsty

and won’t get quenched by this light
observing flower or a child

and talking far and wide

we will not slake by tenderness

we will not drink this world
with a lifetime

the gleam of evening in a porch,
low mother’s voice and fragrant grape
where is that dream? -

you wake up
and your lips are dry...

and there’s no other reason to die

then dying thirsty
to live
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Magpumanckuti niaw

Kak OwicTpo BHIIIBEN 3/1€CH

y Mops

MO MaBpUTAHCKUU IUTALLL.

Ho xak MHe HpaBUTCA OTIBETIIASI HAKUAKA
Mponaxuias JIy4amu.

Moii mang OTIBEI. ..
IIOKa CKUTAJICS B HEM 10 MTOOEPEKBIM. -

Tam gHeM o4 HUM aanjio COJHIIE,
a HOYBIO OH TauJl CTBIAJIMBEIX [ICB,
CKpbIBas Hallly CTpaCTb U HAroTy

OT BeTpa... ( Ry

=)
Korna-uubyp, (;\<\/"\'
=%

nepebupast BETX0€ CTapbe, \ (7 vy J

HATKHYCh Ha ILIAIll, @
3a0BIBIINH CBOH y3opL @L\
HA JIaBHUX MOOCPEKBSIX. .. \

U BHOBB NaTast 3MMy B CEBEpHOM Kparo

4 gacTo Oyny B HEM CHAETH U CITyIIATh

BCIIOMHWHAHbA Cepana —

U 3amax 3HOMHBIX JHEU-CKUTaHUI
COTPEET KPOBb.
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The cloak from Mauritania

My cloak from Mauritania is washed-out
so soon here by the sea.

But still I like my faded mantle

filled with a sunlit smell.

My cloak from Mauritania had a discolored bloom...
At times when | was straying along the coast of sea.-

It was a daily shelter, the ruthless sun escape,
in night it hid the blush of maidens,
protected birthday suit and passion

from wind...

My cloak from Mauritania I’ll find one day
among my shabby rubbish

and missing ornament,

that it lost on the bygone shores...

And patching up the northern winter
I’ll wear my cloak again, I sit and listen
to my heart’s confessions -

and then the smell of sultry days I spent in wander
will fill my blood with warmth.
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Kaxmoe yTpo

OHa MOJAHMUMACT PbIYalICro
MEUTAIOUIETo O IPYTOil. ..

U oH yBepeHHO YeKaHHUT MHE (Qpa3sbl,
Kak Oy/lTO OH cam 1o ceOe.

A 51 cobuparo ¢ HEero Tia3aMu
HUTKH XJIOIIOT

TOH,

YTO KaXKJbIA J€Hb CIIACAET €T0
HaJ IPOIACTHIO

HEHYXHOCTH. ..
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Every time she wakes him he is roaring,
he dreams about

another girl...

He raps the words to me

assuring his ‘on his own’ advanced life.
But my eyes are straying -

collecting threads of

tender

caring she is giving him from day to day,
she is the one who’s saving

him over the gulf to

a deserted life...




Korga »sta HOYE B OrHE
MaJSIIero MEIHOTO COIUTa JIXKa3a,
B orHe HarmomakeHHBIX T'YO,
KOT/Ia JIEIU Ha MOJUyMax MaJeHUMA
3a4epIbIBalOT TeOs y Kpask HHCTUHKTOB
TaK YTO CPBIBAIOTCSI YEPENaXOBbIE MAHLIUPHU CEPALA. . .
Korpa 3a ciHOM NefsiHbIe JOPOXKKU
CJIOB-pacCcTaBaHUM
Y HEKy/a IeTh ce0s1 OT HEHYKHOCTH —
BCE B OTHE TPOMBIXAIOIIUX TPE3 —
OyaTO THI HUKOT/IAa HE MMPUTPOHEIILCS K CHACTHIO,
HE OTKPOEIIh THUXYIO TalHy TyIIn —
BCE yTpavueHo, IOPBaHO,

CMBITO HABEKH. .. - 0 @ ‘

S cmotpro
9yTh OO
KaK TOPHUT TBOS HOYb B BOCTIAJICHHBIX 3padKax —
1 BHOKY Kak Thl TIOMa! BO BHYTPb MY3bIKH
TpoMOOM TpOMOOHa,

Y TIPO/IMPACIIBCS B CIIOJIOXAX

MEIHOTO JTAOUPUHTA
u3 ko(eliHu HaBepX
K ce0e — K THXOMY PaccBeTy

B OTHX 3a4EPCTBEBINNX J0 KaMHs Hebecax —

Y TOJIBKO JTFOOOBb. ..
TOJIBKO OHA...
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When this night is on fire,

fusing in brass and hot lava jazz,

burning in flames of fierce lipstick,

when ladies perform on the catwalks,

their fall will hook the edge of your basic instincts
so that your heart loses its turtle shell ...

When icy routes are left behind

together with the farewell message,

your life is useless, all starts blazing

and dreams are thundering as well,

but you keep yourself off joy,

you’ll never say, reveal your soul’s mute mystique -
when all is lost and smashed,

when all is washed away forever ... -

I see from the distance
that night is burning in your weary eyes,
that you’re thrombus blocked inside the trombone music,
you’re getting through the maze of twinkle brass,
from this café
up to yourself - to the peaceful dawn
on this stale stony heavens -
and only love...

one love and only...
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[Ipockinarck - ¥ KOKABIA pa3 Ha ce0e HAXOKY I wake up and every day I find
JINIIO YEJIOBEKA, the face of a man
KOTOPOTO MHE HE CITaCTH.- I cannot rescue. -

Beku B3apornynuy, Eaves have trembled

YCIBIIIATH YIITH, and ears have heard,

ryObl CMEIOTCS, BTOPS IV1a3aM - lips are laughing after eyes -

BCEM BECEII0 they all are glad to be me.
OBITH MHOIA.

But I don’t feel like waking up
Tonbko MHE Kak-TO He 0 cede mpoOyKaaTh this man again.
3TOTO YeJIOBeKa.
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Henewa noakosenuxy O’ Ceumau

Crienty cooOIuTh —
BJIOJIb TUHUH (PPOHTA
JIFOOMMBIE JTIOOSIIIINX CMSLUIH. . .
Y4acTHUK OWTB, sl C HUMU JIENTI0 UX CKYIHYIO THIITY -
JIOMOTb
HEOCTBIBILIETO CJIOBA.

I'Bapieiiiibl HE CIISIT BOT YK COTHH COTE€H HOYEH.
A yTpOM IaBIINX BHOBb MOJHUMAIOT,

W Te BOpYaT HEAOBOJIBHO:
Kak TpynHo 31€ch ymeperTs. ..

ToprikaMu ¢ TOHYapHOTO Kpyra
JIETAT HOBOOPAHIIBI B TIEKJIO MO0,
0OercTB U TUICHCHHUH. . .
y‘laCTHI/IK, s 3HAKO KEM IJIs1 MCHS
B30PBaHO MUPHOE BpEMS —
THI MBBIPHYJIA B HETO MOUM cepiemM! —

Y TeIeph s He 3HAIO T/E MOJIK MO, TJIe Beuep,
YTOOBI OTHPABUTH JICTICIITY:
«yOWT, TIPOIITy HE TPEBOXKHUTBHY. ..
[TonkoBHUK!
KaK TPYIHO 3/1eCh YMEPETh —

B TOHKHX 3amaxax OWTB,
1 KaK MPOCTO 32)KUBO THOHYTH

KaXJIbIH pa3

BIIOJTb BCEH JTMHUH (PPOHTA. ..
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The dispatch to colonel O’Sweetly

Reporting you the latest news
from frontline in a hurry—
beloved were crashed by lovingers ...
The champion,
participator, I share with them their
ration -
scant chunk
of tepid word that’s chilling.

The guardsmen still are kept from sleep
for hundred hundreds night moons.

The morning raising up the fallen,

they’re waking once more with the growl:
«So hard is to die here...»

As a clay draft from the wheel of a potter -
novice, they’re tossed to the battle’s devil heat,
to eluded and convict ...
Participator, I know the inspirator who dropped
that bomb exploiding peaceful life -
who hurled my heart against it — you did!

And now I have no slightest clue to

where my troop is and my evening
to send few words in the dispatch:
“I’m killed, I’'m dead, so do not bother”...

O’ Sweetly colonel, you know
how hard is to die -
here on the battlefields with scented perfume,
and how easy is to lose your life alive
at every step
along the frontline...
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Korma peberok ObLT erie pedbeHKoOM ™,
3anepThii B CBOUX UTPax,
OH 0erkas yepe3 TopoJICKOi mapK K 03epy
1 BETEPOK IMMOAHUMAJICS B €70 BOJIOCAX -
peOEHOK CMesIICS OT YIO0BOIBCTBHSA
Tak OBICTPO OEKATH IO 3eMIIC. .

Korna crapuk 6511 emie cTapukom,
3amnepThii B Tele,

OH BCE PEXKe CMOTPEJICS B 3epKajo,
B KOTOPOM HHYETO HE OCTAIIOCh -
TONBKO Tpasb [IpoOykaeHp4. ..

Ho HuKTO Tak u He BRICTIAJICS 3a CBOIO JKM3Hb -
9TOT COH JJId KaXXJ10I'0 KpaToK.

Korma »xu3Hb10 OBLIa TOJILKO KU3Hb,
MbI HE TIPUIaBald € 3HAYCHDS.

JleHb He CTOMI IOYTH HUYETO -

OH TEPSUICS JIETKO, HACTOJIBKO OBLIT MaJl.
U xorma peHb ObUT TOABKO THEM,

MBI XOT€EIH HAIOJHHATH €T0 JTI000BLIO,
1 OHA IPUXOIMIA.

U torma m000Bb OblIa caMa COOOHA. ..

JKEHIIMHA CTAHOBUJIACH JKEHILUHOM,
a My>KYMHA MY>KUYHHOM.
Han HuMu cusiim 3Be31b! U I1eJ1a JIyHa,
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When the child was still a child,
traped in his games

he ran across the park to the lake
and wind was born in his hair -
and child laughed with a pleasure
to run on the ground so quickly ...

When the old man was still an old man,
traped in his body,

he looked in the mirror so rare,

that it left nothing.

Only the verge of awakening...

But nobody had enough sleep for his lifetime.
This dream is short for everyone

When a life was just Life

It was of no importance for us
The day cost almost nothing

We lost it easily, so small it was.
And when the day was just a day,
We wanted to fill it with love,
and it came.

And then it was love itself.

a woman became Woman
a man became Man

The stars shone above them, the moon sang,
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HOYb paclaxHysach IJIsl HUX HOBBIM 3HAUCHBEM:
CTaJIH TIOHSATHBI IIBETHI, IX apOMATHI,
e/la repecrana ObITh TONBKO €10H.

Korna my»x4nHa ObLI eI1e MYXIHHOH,
OH JyMaJI TOJIbKO O )KCHIIUHE,
1 KOT/JIa JKEHIIKMHA ObLjIa )XCHIIIMHOM -
oHa ObLTa TIpeKpacHa,
€€ BOJIOCHI OBUTH OaJITaXIHHOM

HaJl HS)KHOCTBIO TJ1a3 U T'y0,
KOXKa ObLIa JTydIeit o1exaou
U TPY/b JKJaJ1a TOLETy. ..

Korna Bemm Bce erre ObLIN BEIIaMH -

MOYHO OBIJIO O HUX TOBOPHUTb
OEeCKOHEYHO...

1 1Ioka (JOpMBI HE yTpaTUiu Gopmy,

MBI MOTJIH [TO3HATh KPACOTY

Y HAIOJIHUTBCS MY3BIKOM.

Kax xoporo yto ere ecTs ciosa!
KaK JIy4d MIOJILCKOTO YTPa B CTOJIOWKE MbUIM Y OKHA -

KOTJa peOeHOK ObLI elie peOeHKOM,
OH JTIFOOMJI BCE Ha3bIBaTh,
OH MOT" OTKPbIBATH 3TOT MUP CJIOBAMMH.
€ro TOLEIyH ObLTU YUCTON KaIuiel Biaru
Ha JIETIeCTKAX,
OH JX1J1 0€3 BOCIIOMHUHAHUH,
U caMoii OOJIBIION yTpaTol ObLIA ITyTOBHIIA. ..
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the night opened up with a new meaning;:
they could smell the flowers, their fragrances,
the food wasn’t just food anymore.

When the man was still a man,
he thought only about a woman.
and when the woman was a woman-
she was beautiful,
her hair was a canopy
over the tenderness of her eyes and lips,
skin was her best clothes
and breast waited for a kiss..

When the things were still Things -
We could talk about them
eternally...
and while the forms didn’t lose their form,
we could grasp the beauty
and brim with music.

How good is still to have words
like the beams of the July’s morning
in the cloud of the dust by the window -

when the child was still a child,
he liked to name everything,
he could discover world by words
his kisses were a pure dewdrop

on the petals,
he lived without memories
and the button was the greatest loss...
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pe6eHOK CMesSUICS M IUTaKaa 0e3MSITEKHO

B TUIIWHE AYyIIH,
BCYHOCTD, U3 KOTOpOfI OH BEIOCKAN B can,
CIIC HC CXJIbIHYJIA C HETO.

U xorzna oH prcoBas 1 eMy HEe HpaBHIICS PUCYHOK,
OH KOMKaJI JIUCT,

HO 3TO OBLT BCETO JIUIIb CMSTHIM PUCYHOK,

a HE JKU3Hb...

U noka pebeHOK OBbIT pebeHKOM,
MOKa MY>XYHMHA U JKCHIIWHA OBLIH JAPYT IPYTOM,
U CTapHK eIle JIep)Kacs 3a Ceple,
MeuTasi OBITh 3alePTHIM B UTPAX, -
OHH,
TO €CTh MBI,
BCE KX AIH KUTH JTFOOS,
TaK M HE BBICIIABIINCH
3a 9Ty JKU3Hb...

* nmapagypaz Texcra n3 rasma «Hebo Han Bepmromy B.Benxepca
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the child laughed and wept light-heartedly

in the silence of his soul,
eternity from which it run out to the garden
had not ebbed yet.

And when drawing child didn’t like his picture
he crumpled it,
but it was only a crumpled drawing
not Life...

And while the child was a child,
while the man and woman were each other,
and the old man still held his heart -

wishing to be trapped in his games, -
they —
that 1s, we -
all were eager for a life
with love,
but nobody had enough sleep for this life...




Jlydmie 6b1 Bpemst 3a0bL10 O HAC, Time would rather not recall us,
Kak xynoHUK 0 CKy4HOM MOpPTpETE. like an artist his dull portrait.
Ho, yBHI, To his misfortune

BEYHO cOO0M HEAOBOILHBIN, he keeps redrawing,

OH OECKOHEUHO HAC JIOPUCOBBIBAET, instead of being self-content,

MOKa OKOHYATEJIbHO HE UCTIOPTHUT. unless it’s done with our portrait.
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Korna 3akoHunTcs Bek
POK-H-poJLIa JIIOOBU

sl HE)KHO OOHUMY TeOs

KaK €JIMHCTBCHHYIO

OCTaBUIYIOCS

MEJIOJTHIO
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When the age of
rock-n-roll love is over
I will embrace you tenderly
as the very last
and sole
melody




MHe Hagoeno
BOMpATh 3Ty XBOPh-MEIIAHUHY

JIEKapCTB ¥ IPUTBOPCTBA
(hmakonunky Guupra...-
KaXXIBII pa3 3TH OKPHUKH rpyOble CITyIIaTh.
[Touemy uenoBexoM

KOMaHIYIOT TYIIIH,
KEIyIOoK

HYyXIa

u mocyma? -

MoOi¥t Topox 3amyIieH!

Ho mpu xonp6e Maxas pykamu
Y HOTHU CTaBsl
BCE BBIIIIC
Y BBILIIC
s
OIYXOTBOPSIFOCH

Sick and tired
to absorb this illness-mixture

made of medicine and pretence
flirt in bottles ...-
by every listen to these ill-mannered talks.
Why Man

is ruled by his own meat,
his stomach,
hunger,
lust and dishes? -

my city’s ended, it was stifled!

Swing do my arms while walking
and placing my feet
higher
and higher
I become
un-re-lated
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Horou;ue Ha naiomax

Hetu n Crapusl

PaBHOCTOSIIIME K BEYHOMY C pa3HbIX CTOPOH -
TOHKHE CKOOKH Cyned

o-JeBas-mpasas!

YKCTO TTOIOT

MPOTLIBIBAS B TYMaHe -

u ¢ Oepera BHISAT

TOJIBKO OTHH Ha IIOTaX

 rojyioca

Ha OIIYTIb 3PSIIHE MUP TIE-TO-PSIIOM-TIIBIBYIIIETO
XPYITKOTO CBETa

ciymiaro!

1 HOCT BO MHC

M LIEMUT -

CJIOBHO OPOILICHHBIH B CKOOKH TITBIBY
OT JIEBOM BCe OOJIbIIIE

OT IIPaBoil...
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Singing on the rafts

Children and elders

are stretching to the eternity from opposite sides -
delicate brackets of fate

oh-left-right!

singing in tune

drifting by in haze -

reaching the shore

by the light on the rafts

and voices

groping their way through the floating nearby
fragile-word-of-pure-daylight.

I am listening!

and it is aching inside me

and grieving -

as if were swimming in between the brackets
from left is much harder

from rightwards. ..
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MeurtaTenn-o00rHy Th-TOpPU30HT-OBITHS
C yeprakamu
B PacCOXIIEHCs JIOAIKE,

B3ITIIHUTC -

Jra Boja

MpUOBIBAET POBHO HACTOJBKO,

YTOOBI YCIIENH BBIUEPIIaTh, HE Pa3yBepPsCh,
YTO JIOJIKA TPOHETCS C MECTa,

OTYAJIHT,

M MBI HAaJDKEM Ha BECIIa...

Bopa!

OHa TIPUOBIBAET POBHO HACTOIBKO,
YTOOBI BBIYEPITHIBATH

BeuHOCTE...

Dreamer-travellers -
we are drifting along the horizon
to cross the line of existence
with the scoops
in leaking boat

please do look at -

Water level

that rises up as much

as boat is ready, pumped out,

not losing faith departing from the shore,
and we get sculling

back-and-forth with both of oars ...

Water!

It is filling up as much vacancy
as scoop can take

from the Eternity ...
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I'maza xapTrodens cpbIBarOTCS C HOXA.

3ape3aHHbIi neTyx 0€3:)KajJ0CTHO MPOBapeH.

U ¢ mykoMm KOHUYEHO... ThI BCA B cle3ax!
O mup xecrokuit! KyxoHs u nekapes...
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Potato eyes are falling, cut down on the edge of knife.
The butcher’s rooster execution finishing in a boiled cup.
It is done with onion... You’re crying!

Oh, brutal world! Of kitchens, bakeries...




Dnopa u paeu Flora and Faun

JIykaBblif cymMpak TEILIBIMU HO3APSIMU
enBa Kacajcs OOHaKEHHBIX ILIeY.
CraBanuch 0681pa, ¥ BXOAUJIIO TUTAMS,
Kak Oynro B cepalie morpyskany Med.

A playful dusk was touching gently
The naked shoulders by warm nostrils.
Hips surrendered, flame got in,

As if the sword was dipping into heart.
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A paayoch HOBBIM OOTHHKAM.

Wny cebe u momyTHO

KYNHOKY MEMOJIETHBIC CTPOQBI
0 JKEHIIMHE

C POIHMHKOH B HeOE

Y TIONIBITAHOM arpesbCcKoro pra. ..

S1 IBSTHBIM IIMEJIEM
BIJIC3aJl B HETO

¥ TTATI

SIZIOBUTYIO TOPEYb. ..

Teneph MapIIupyro 6e3 cTpaxa
BOUpPATHCS KOPHSIMH 03€p

W 3aroBapuBaThCs

0 kpacote!

Ny cebe o mopore,

W COJTHIIE MO€ — BIIEPE/IH,

W BpeMsI MO€ — BIIEPE/IH,

¥ HOBBIE OOTUHKH
HOKKMYT YAUBUTEIHHO!
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Happy with my new shoes
I stroll and by the way
I fizz the words that come to mind
about woman
she has a birthmark in the sky
and mouth in spring like tulip... -
like bumble bee
I climb inside
to get a buzz from
bitter poisonous nectar...

And now I choose the fearless march for walk
to join the roots of nature.

I have too many words

to spend on beauty matter!

I make my steps along the way, I know

my sun will come,

my time will come,

my shoes are new and pinch
commmpletely!

o)



Yacte I

Mup MeHnsieTcs, Korja,
YTO Y KEHIIMHBI [T Te0s
HE TOJIBKO JJAKOMBIH POT, OJHBIN CMeXa,

a YTO B HEH KUBET TEIUIBIA )KUBOT,
Y TOJ1 HUM - BJIQXKHBINA TpOT,
KOTOPBII MOXKET POXKJATh TBOE 3XO. ..

Part II
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