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"Wictopua oyLlum yenoBeyeckomn...”

"MicTopus Qywum YenoBe4vyeckon,.. eaBa nun He nbonbITHEE N He Nnones3Hee UCTopuu Lenoro Hapoga...” — atu cnosa M. HO. JlepmoHTOBa
HEBOJIbHO BCMOMUHaeLllb, YnTas npomssegenvs Ctenana Aynnusa. OTKPbITOCTb €ro MOSTUYECKNX CTPOK, CTPACTHOCTb U 6e33aUTHOCTb MHOTUX U3
HUX — SIBHOE CBWAETENbCTBO TOrO, YTO BbILMAW OHW U3 rNyOMHbI AyLWN, @ He ABUANCHL NNIOAOM A0CYyra UrPUBOrO U U3OLPEHHOTO yMa.

Kun3Hb M MCKYCCTBO BbISCHSAIOT OTHOLLIEHWS C TeX CaMblX MOpP, Kak MUP CTOUT — W HUKaK He BbIACHAT. "Kak xuBon! — axaeT B KapTUHHOW
ranepee 3putenb. "Hy. knHo!” — ycmexaemcsi Mbl. Habniogas uHyto Xutenckyio cueHy. Ho MNMukacco — 310 "kak B xu3HU"? A "l NOMHI0 YygHoe
MrHOBEHbeE...”?

MoaT He oTpaxaeT Xu3Hb, a NpeobpaxaeT, "3apaxaeTt” (1 "3apskaeT”’) ee cobow, bypeit CBOUX aIMOLUUIA, CTpacTel, MbiCNen — TOMNbKO
paam atoro Bonwe6Horo AencTea CToMT 6paTh B Pyku Nepo, KNCTb, peseL, unu ckpunky. Ho xunsHb, Ta camast — peanbHas, byaHW4Has, Henpeoob-
paxxeHHasi, — Janeko He Bcerga CcornallaeTcs Ha poflb MacCMBHOrO "MaTtepbsana’, oHa, 3ToT rpybbin "ryHH”, Bce Yale (ocobeHHo B XX cTonetum)
HOpPOBWT BOpBAaTbLCHA B CBETIbIE 3albl MCKyCCTBa M NOBEPTETLCA y 3epKarn, pasrnsaabiBas cBov nuk. W Torga — maTtepHon 6paHblo ornawarTcs no-
KOW nuTepaTypbl, U HET npeaena AenoBUTOMY LIMHU3MY, C KOTOPbIM HblHYe Tak 4acTo nojaeTcs NukaHTHoe 6noao noA HasBaHWeM “npasAa Xus-
HK”.

KHura, koTopyto Bbl, untatens, AepxuTe B pykax, Ha3biBaeTcs "B Kpuk...” — 1 3T0 Ha3BaHWe 04eHb TOYHO (PMKCUPYET CTaTyC-KBO €e fnu-
PUYECKOro repost 1 Tex No3TUYECKNX BCrbILLEK-MOSTHUI, 3a KOTOPbIMU Mbl MAEM OT CTpaHuue K cTpaHuue. CTeneHb NpMGNMXeHHOCTN K AeiCTBUTe-
NbHOCTW, K A3BaM W HapbliBam XWBOW YenoBe4yeckon Ayln 34eCb — MaKcuMarnbHas; U 3TO OAHUX YnTaTenen cpasy OTTONKHET, Kak-6bl ockopbus
MX 3CTETUYECKUX BKYC, a APYrUx — Mo npasy "pa3fenieHHoro cTpagaHbsa” — TakK e cpa3sy NoOKOpMT UCMOBeAanbHOCTb "M3BUHOBAYeHHOro”, cropa-
lolero oT cThiga ropbsiwerocs nog urom “Aonros” nupuyeckoro alter ego aBTopa, YECTHO, XOTSH U HEMerko NPUHMMaloLWero OCTaBLUYCH XU3Hb
Kak "6eckoHeyHytlo pacnnaty”’. 3Tu camble, BTOpble YuMTaTenu, NovYyBCTBYIOT HacTosALwyto 6onb ycTanoro 4yenoseka, MOBEPAT €My Ha CMOBO — W
Aaxe He 3amMeTAT cBoeobpa3Ho pUPMOBKM U MPOYMX OTCTYMNIEHUIA OT NPaBUIN KNIaCCUYECKOro PYCCKOro CTUXOCMOXEHWS, U MPOCTAT aBTopy rpam-
MaTu4ecKkne U CUHTaAKCMYeCKne BOMbHOCTMY.

"HocTanbrusa no Hacrtosiwemy” — 3aTumMm BblpaxkeHnem A. Bo3HeCceHCKOro MOXHO onpefenntb NerTMOTUB KHUrM ” B kpuk...”. "Jloxp” —
OHO M3 CaMblX YAaCTOTHbIX CMOB B NIEKCMKOHe aBTopa. JloxXb Yyxas, CBOsi, BOMbHasA UM HEBOMbHaA — Kakas pasHuua? — npuBbIYHAs, Kak ropoa-
CKOW CMOT, oLllyLaeTcs No3TOM Kak NoAnuHHas yyma XX Beka, noctpawHee CMOa. M eguHCTBEHHBIN cnocob “cxedb noxe” — npeobpasntb
3TOT MUp TBOPYECTBOM UNK (ANA Havana) camomy npeobpasutbcst B CTuxe, KOTOPbIA (BOT OHO, 4yAo UCKyccTBa!) — U Thl, U He Tbl, MOCKOMbLKY, Aa-
Basi BO3MOXHOCTb NpeaenbHOMy NMYHOCTHOMY CBOGOAHOMY CBOE-KOPbLICTUIO, OH MUINOCEPAHO ocTaBnsieT Tebe naseiky ANs yxoga B HEKOTOPYHO
He-nepcoHanuanpyemyto obLesHauynmocTb, He NO3BONAs KOMy-nMbo paccmaTpuBaTb CTUXOTBOPEHME Kak 06Hapo4oBaHHY AHEBHUKOBYIO 3aMuChb.

CTuxn 1 Npo3y Ha PyCCKOM W aHrmMuickoM A3bikax CtenaH [Jynnuid nuweTt cpaBHUTENbLHO HegaBHo — ¢ 1985 roga. B oTevecTBe nsBec-
TeH Mano: 4yTb bonblue AgecsiTka NoABOPOK B YKPaWHCKMX M POCCUACKMX u3pgaHusx. 3ato Ha 3anape — okono 180 nybnukauuin B nepuoavke
CUWA, Kanagbl, AHrnun, ®paHummn, MHann, benbrun, ApreHTnHbl n apyrnx ctpaH. CTuxu ero nepeBefeHbl Ha aHrMUACKUA, paHLy3CKUA, Hemel -
KWW, UCMaHCKUA 1 nopTyranbcknii A3bikn. OgHako, NosT npeanovnMTaeT NepeBoAUTb CBOW MPOU3BEAEHUS CAMOCTOATENbHO (Ha aHIMMINCKOM A3blke
MMeIOTCA TakkKe OpUrvHanbHble NpPov3BeAeHNs), MO3TOMY BONbLUIMHCTBO 3apybexHbix Nybnukaunn — B ero COBCTBEHHbIX NepeBodax, MHoOrne uns
KOTOpbIX NpeaAcTaBneHbl B AaHHON KHWUre Ha ABYX si3blkax (CPeAHAs KOMOHKa Ha aHTMINCKOM A3blke ABMAETCS NepeBoAoM eBOoN).

B 1993-1995 ropgax CtenaH dynnun naTte pa3 Bbixogun B nony-guHan OTkpbiToro CeBepoamepukaHCcKoro no3TM4eckoro KOHKypca, npo-
BoaAMMoOro HaumoHanbHown 6ubnuotekon noasum CLUA n 6bin onybnunkoBaH B ee exerogHukax. Ero cTUXOTBOpPEHUS BKNHOYANUCh B €XErO4HUKU
"American Poetry Annual — 93,94”, a Takxe "World Poetry — 93,94”.

MHorne ctuxu Ctenana [ynnvsa poxaatoTcst U CTAHOBSATCA NECHSAMM (MO3TOMY BOCMPUATME UX TOMbKO “C NUCTa” MOXET Noka3aTbCs Of-
HOCTOPOHHMM). B 1993 rogy amepukaHckasa dupma "Five Stars Music Masters” npegnoxuna KOHTpakT Ha 3anucb neceH, a B gekabpe 1994 Cre-
naH Qynnui 3anucan ABe MeCHU Ha PyCCKOM M aHIMuickom A3blkax "MkoHa” n "Ha Bonocke oT xu3Hu” Ha dwupme "Joplin’s Studio Production” B
Helo-Vlopke, roe oH Takke BbICTynan CO CBOMMM CTUXOTBOPEHUSIMW Ha KOHrpecce amepukaHckux uaaateneit "Small Press Book Fair’ u B
"PenRose Publishing Company”. Mo3agxee, B 1995 n 1996 roay Bbiwnu asa CD "Motusbl net" n "Bnvy" cooTBETCTBEHHO, 3anucaHHble B aBTOpC-
KOM ncnonHeHun Ha ctygum "Terminal" (Heigelberg).

Mo npodeccun Ctenan Aynnun — cdusmk. 3aWwmTme KaHAMAATCKYO avccepTaumio B 1983 rogy, paboTtaeT ctapliMm Hay4HbIM COTPYAHU-
KoM nabopaTtopun agepHon dusmkm XapbkoBCKOro rocyfapcTBeHHOro ynusepcuteTta. OH NOAroToBUN JOKTOPCKYIO AnccepTtauumio "Monyrpynnosblie
MeTO/bl B CYyNepCMMETPUYHBIX TEOPUAX AnNeMeHTapHbIX YacTtuy" u B atom rogy (1999) npeacrasun ee k 3awmTe B KWeBCKUIN MHCTUTYT TeopeTu-
yeckon pusnkn. Kak yueHbln oH n3secteH xopowo: 6onee 60 HayyHbIX Nybnmnkauni B LEeHTparnbHbIX OTEYECTBEHHbIX U 3apyBeXHbIX Hay4HbIX Xyp-
Hanax. B 1994 rogy oH nomyyaeT OT HEMELKOro npaBWUTENbCTBa MPECTUXHYI MeXAyHapoAHyl ctuneHavio AnekcaHapa cdoH N'ymbonbaa ans
nNpoBeAeHNa Hay4HblX UCCnefoBaHWin B yHuBepcuTeTax fepmanmm n apyrux ctpad. Ctenad Jynnuin — 4neH MHOMMX MeXAyHapoAHbIX COObLLecTs,
Takux, Hanpumep, kak European Physical Society (>KeHeBa, LUBeliuapus), American Mathematical Society (MposugeHc, CLUA), International
Association of Mathematical Physics (Kam6pugx, CLUA), American Association for the Advancement of Science (BawwuHrtoH, CLA), New York
Academy of Science (Hblo Mopk, CLUA). Bnipouem, B nocregHee BpeMsi OH CTan YNEHOM U HECKONMbKMX nuTepaTypHbix obwecTs: The English
International Association (JlyHa, LBeuwns), Poets, Essayists and Critics International Association (JloHaoH, AHrnus), International Writers and
Artists Association (BnadToH, CLUA). MHdopmaums o HeM umeeTcs B amepukaHcTkol aumknonegun "Marques Who is Who".

PU3nK 1 NUpPUK B OOHOM NULE — W B 3TOM HET HUYEro YAVWBUTEMbHOrO: MO33Usi U Hayka PacTyT U3 O[HOr0 KOPHS, U KOPeHb 3TOT —
XM3Hb. "U3 xu3Hn” npuxoauT noat B Jlutepatypy, "u3 XusHn" npuxoauT K JlnuTepatype untatens. He cnyyaitHo Ha MHTepHeToBCKOW cTpaHuue Cte-
naHa [ynnua HaxogsTCA He TOMbKO €ero HaydyHble paboTbl, HO Takke cTuxu W nposa. OH opraHuM3oBan nuTepaTypHbIi XypHan on-line
"Poephysics", rae MOXHO NpovecTb CTUXM NMOITOB U3 MHOTMX CTPaH MUPA Ha PYCCKOM, aHIMIMINCKOM, ddpaLy3CKOM U ApYrnx s3blkax.

OTHoLeHWe aBTOpa AaHHOW KHUMM K MUPY — BHELUHEMY U BHYTPEHHEMY — CTpaHHoe 1 npoTuBopeynBoe. C 0QHON CTOPOHbI, aBTOP MpPO-
CWT, faxe ymornser:

OTBepgaiiTe Mup moit!
YcnbiwbTe Mo cTux!
A c opyron — He Xo4eT yCTynuTb 06bIAEHHOCTU U PYTUHE — U HE OTTOrO N NOKasiHHO MPOCUT MPOLLEHUS... Y CBOEW XKe CTPOKM:
Tbl — CTpOKa mMo1,
FopcTka CMMBO/OB,
Tbl — CTeHa B He-A,
BHOBb — NpOCTU MEHS.
"CTeHa B He-A” — obpa3 HeoXMAaHHbIN U 04eHb TOYHbIN. He MOCT, He gopora, To ecTb HeYTO M3HavanbHO cBsasywwee "A” n "He-A”, a
MMeHHo — cTeHal Moyemy? [Ja NOTOMY, YTO NO3T COMHEBAETCS B CMNOCOBHOCTN Mupa "He-A” BbiTb MPOHULAEMbBIM — MbICIbIO, YYBCTBOM, AESIHU-
eM. He otcioga nu 6eckoHeyHO noBTopsieMbln "KpuK™: "A” cnocobHO pasBe 4YTO AokpuvaTtbcs 00 "He-A” — B mcyesatwwen Hagexae 6biTb ycnbl-
lWwaHHbIM. Takue crnoBa, kak "gHo”, “noxs”, "coH”, “3ona”, "HMM6”, "napb” (M MHOrMe Apyrne U3 aBTOPCKOW "rOPCTKM CMMBONOB”) NPeACTaloT B HO-
BOM M03TM4eckom pakypce. OHM 4acTo MOBTOPSIOTCS U NOITOMY KaXeTCsl, YTO ero CTUXU — 3TO He Yepeaa NpousBedeHuin, a ogHO GeckoHeuHoe
CTUXOTBOPEHWME, TOMbKO "apaHxupyemoe” no-pasHomy. Ml 3To — cBMAETENbCTBO BaXXHOCTM AfS aBTopa TOro, O YeM OH MULLET.
JleTaT, NeTaT KOpOTKME CTPOYKM, 3anevaTnieBasiCb B YEPHbIX Kanenbkax OykB — M BOT OHa nepej Hamu: "MCTopust AyLn YenoBeveckon...”
Mwuxann Kpacukos



PEIIIETO
PacnnacTaHHbIX ynu
nucTas cTpaHuLbl

YUyXXMX ropoAoB NCKOPEXEHHbIX Ten,
A cnpawmsan TeHb,

YTO Hag HUMMU KnybuTcs,
OTkyOa NpuxoguT MeyTaHuii

paccTtpen.

3anneBaHHbI CMbICH
npekpawaeT cBuaaHbLe
C yoapamu HULLMX 1 C NNeTbio OoroB.:
3arem nepenet —
peLleTo pacctaBaHumn
MpoceeT ocTaToK
©eCCMbICNEHHbIX CrOB.

Mpurnaxy ysop
npeBpaLleHnNst B HEXXHOCTb
M30BMTbIMK XeCTamMU BbIYYPHbBIX OHEN,
KoTopbix 4aBHO
He nNuTaeT HebpPeXHOCTb
MMycTbIX HEOO-TEKCTOB,
YTO CMepTU BONbHEN.

— 1 —

SIEVE
Turning over pages of streets split
Of alien cities' warped bodies,
| asked the Shadow over them swirling
Whence execution of dreams comes.

Meaning bespattered
cuts off the meeting
With blows of beggars

and lashes of gods:

Next the flight—sieve of partings
Sifts the remainder
of nonsensical words.

| smooth design of transmutting to
tenderness
With hackneyed gestures
of mannered days
Not living on negligence
of empty non-texts
For a long time,

which is harsher than death.

——

BAMIIHUP
[MyCTbIHHBLIN NUCT
HeBbIMMaKaHHbIX Cnes —
CTpaHuuy Kak 3anofHuTb,

YTO OCTaBUTL?
Komy, 3auem?

BeccMbICneHHbIN BONpocC.
A 6bn Tam. HeT. Yweawectb —

He MCMpaBUTb.
cTepukm GbiBalOT y MY>XUWH,
Mpu3aHaHbe —

NVWb NogYepKMBaeT CuIy.
['MTapa He cnacaeT — BHOBb OVH.
Yyxue nuua, ctpactm —

BCE MOCTbIMO.

Wnb 6pocuTb B ypHyY cror,
YTO He M3peK,
CTtepeTb Bce hannsl
HyneBbIX pasMepoB?
Komy noxanosatbcs
Ha KOPOTKUIA CPOK
BHYTpMCTPYHbI 3BYyYaHNWS
aKkopaom cepbiM?
Bpocato obpeyeHHbIV B3rNs4 Ha MUp:
Opy3bs, nobumble, ykpageHHble 4eTH
Mpomyanuce B mur. CBATOM BaMnmp
3abBeHus ockanun BpemMs —
MUMOSIETBEM...
_‘_



BECKOHEYHAS PACIIAATA
B atom Mupe —
Ha nesBus kpomke —
BHoBb xBaTatocb 3a Bo3gyx OyLun.
Ycmexascb, NoTepsimMu BCKOPMITEH.
Yto Tenepb octaeTca? — MNuwn.

Yto nucaTtb? — Nopbko-nunkoe Bpems
[Mo3HaeTcs, korga ero Her.

Hayna4y nokuHyTbI BCeMu,
OTpaxeHbe — NCCOXLUWIA CKENeT.

YT06 BO CHe He aBnanuck OTTyAa,
3acTunato nocTenb Ha JBOUX,

3ps TENNO 3KOHOMIK [0 yTpa —
Y10 X, He ByaeT HM Tex, HW APYTuX.

W Torga, o6e3ymeB OT CTpaxa,
Mcnewpto BeckoHeYHbIM CTaTbio —
MoxeT 3TO 1 ecTb MX pacnnara:
Bce,uTto cThiHET Ha [JHe, a1 gonbto.

B atom Mupe —
Ha nesBus kpomke...

— 2 _

INFINITE ATONEMENT
In that World,
Like on edge of a blade,
I'm catching at air of Soul.
Smiling, I've been reared by losses.

What remained for myself?—To write.

What to write, when the sticky Time
Is cognized after its disappearance.
Abandoned by them on off-chance
My reflection—skeleton withered.

I'm making my bed for two

For them not to appear from There.
Till the morning | save my warmth
Why, be neither these nor those.

At that time, going mad with fear,

With Infinity | mottle my paper.

Maybe, this is their atonement:

| drink up everything getting cold

On the Bottom.

In that World,

Like on the edge of a blade....
_‘_

CIIEHA
OBGHUMato rpycTbio
3akaT n Bocxon —
HecBATbiM 06ny4eH
Mon aHren mn3 CTpok.

Mepexay cMATEHbE,
MpuKpoto rpexu,
MponucTato Bpems
Hasag — 4106 He CTbITb.

Yaantocb 0T Mupa,
Y3Hato, rge neuyb,
Ykontocb panupon
HunyTOo — Aywmn Teub.

Pacckasan — Bce GpeHHOCTb,
HauB: He NoHATb.
MonoH 3an, Ho cueHa —
Yxe 6e3 MeHs...
_‘_



IIOAY-
Monynpaeaa, NonycoBecTb,
Monycnop v nony6sIT,
Monymnp? — Cyabbbl HE CTOMUT.
Monynamate? — lMpoyb! — 3abbin.

Oyw cnacutenebHoe "nony-"
Pa3wmbiBaeT cMbICOB Kpyr —
[NonyBpar ¢ nonyykopom
[NonyBpeT, 4TO NONYAPYr.

MonyyyBcTBAaMM — TOProBn4,
Muwa — nonydabpukar,
MonyceIT nonyno60oBbIo
Monymyx n nony6par.

MonyBnacTte — nonyceoboaa,
CTblgHO BCeM — nonymMornyar.
M3BpaTsacb B nonyHapoapl,
Monycnum — ongatb Ha3aa?

— 8 —

SEMI-
Semitruth and semiconscience,
Semiargument and semilife.
Semiworld?—Is not worth Fate.
Semimemory?—Begone!—I forgot.

Like the purge for souls,

"Semi-" melts the circle of meaning—
With the semireproach a semifoe

Is lying that he is a semifriend.

The sale with semifeelings,
Food is semifinished.
Semihusband-semibrother
Is semifull up with semilove.

Semipower is semifreedom,
All are ashamed
and make no complaint.
Rejoicing semicaring
We're semisleeping—
backwards again?
_._

IIPO3PAYHbIN HEPB
BonHoto HagoeBLen cTpacTu
Cnesa cTpyunacb no Lieke.

CHer 6un B nnuUo. A Kopuun cyacTbe
N — 6bIn rotoB, U — Hanerke.
Mcuesnn B HOYb 3a MOBOPOTOM
Tex — obellaHbs, TeEX — MOCTHI.
[lBe ucnevyaneHHble€ HOThI
CTupanuck B ropcTKy 3ansTbiX.
Mpo3payHbii HEPB OT HaNPsKEHbS
MeLuan Kopexutb M1p, TBOPUTb.
A npeknoHun npeg HUm Konexu,
YToObl NpUHATD.
Bocctath. 1 — BbITh.

_‘_

HE-

Heymonvma HenpukasiHHOCTb —
HernaBHbIM.
HeunctowmmocTb HeecTeCcTBEHHaA —
He 3gechb.
Hun4YTO-HEBUHHOCTb, HE pacTasBLlas
CTpaHHbIM,
N3obnnyaeT unmo3opHOCTb
He-noben.

_‘_



TOM
Kasanock Bcye — BpeMs eCTb, yCNelo.
MeyTanock rnyno —
YKWU3HW NONHbIA TOM.
CTpaHuny nocnegHnx ropcTb 00HsAN,
Hemes
OT HeunTaemsblIx, C NOMETON —
"Ha noTom".

MNocTurHeT yyacTb
BCE MOW CTPEMIIEHbBS
Ta, 4TO M3NOoXeHa B Yy>KUX TOMaXx
BOOMb CTEH,
KoTopble rHuioT HyTpa 3abBeHbEM,
[MNepekopexunsas
JDKMBbLIX CHOB pedpeH.

Mpeactany nepeag Hum,
cMmesicb oT 6onu,
MN3Hemorasa oxxmagaHbem CrnoB —
[NocnegHux B aToM
HU3MEHHOM 3acTosbe
Maoewn nycTbIX, OTpaBreHHbIX 6oros.

— 9 —

VOLUME
| thought in vain—
The time is mine, no hurry.
A foolish dream—
My volume's full of life.
I'm getting mute
Embracing handful pages last
Unread and having mark:
"To afterwards".

All wasteful surges

Lot will overtake,

That is expounded

In alien volume-walls,

Which're rotten

With oblivion of Inside
Rewarping lying dreams' refrain.

| will approach Him
And smile from pain, succumbing,
Expecting final words
In brutish feast of the ideas empty
And poisoned gods....

_‘_

TEHb
TeHb... 3abbin 060 Bcex cneTtbix
XEHLLMHaX,
Mepecrtan HuY Gymary mapaTb.
O6oxato cyabby — 3a M3BMEHYMBOCTb,
HeHaBwxy cyapby — oxuaatb.

Wckpuuy y 6e3ymums KpoTocTy,
Pa3oTpy oTpaxkeHbe B OKHE

Town NagoHbio, YTO HEXMna BOMNOCHI
Hentobumbix B pa3BpaTHOW BUHE.

Mpekpallalo NapuTb
Hapg 6e3abIXxaHHbIM
Monem coaBneHHbIX
HU3MEHHbIM aen —
Mo3BonNs CTpeMNeHbAM HEUCTOBbLIM
3acrnoHnUTb OT CO3HaHbs yaern.

PacTBopto HEMOHATHLIMW CTPOYKaMM
Yxogauwmm B CAfiMH BPEMEHU crneg,
Ha packpalleHHbIX CMepTbio
obouymHax
[MepeMHOXy C HETNEHHbIM 06eT.
_‘_



BAHUILL
oAbl 3a WITOpamMu B MONMOAOCTb
MepennaensawT HUYTO
CBacTuKom Her, YToObl rofiogoMm
TBOpYECTBA CKpaCUTb MTOT.

CBeT Ha U3raxeHHbIX NIMHUSX
BHOBb MHOEBEET OOMbHBIM

Henctemnem nbechbl "Mpoctn meHa" —

Ponn pa3gam ocTtalibHbIM.

3a BMHOBATLIMW OKHaAMMU
Crenertcs NpoLUSIoro CoH.

CraHy Ha kpawn, 4ToD 3axJonHyTb UX:

LLlar — v noneT npeapeLueH.

3aMKHyTBIV TOP M3 OTYasiHbS
Katntcsa BHM3 no cyabbe.
VicnoBeab GpbI3XKET MONYaHMEM,
dannamm crnoMneHHbIX ner.

HeT, He nagy Ha KOMNeHn HuL,
He pacnneckato MOTuB.
[MapTua ¢ Xn3Hbto —
nocnegHun 6nuu,
MepTBbIX churyp nepenus...

BLITZ
Beyond blinds of my youth—my years
Remelt the Nothingness
With fylfot of blisses to brighten
The total with creation famine.

The light on the lines painted

Is frosting with aching act again
Of "Do forgive me" play—

To others—parts I'll hand.

The dream of Past is spreading
Behind my guilty windows—

I'll stand on Edge to slam them:
A step—and the fly is prejudged.

The closed despondency torus
Is rolling the Fate downwards.
Confession is sprinkling with silence,
With files of my years crushed.

No, | don't fall to my knees,
| do not spill the motif.
Last gamble with my life as if blitz,
Modulation of figures mort.
_._

IIEPEMEHA
Ha swadoTe-npocTbiHe
OT 60onm TENo n3BMBanocbL —
YeM pacTonuTb ryOMHHBIN CHEr

MHe 6nn3KNX, YTO e B HUX OCTanocb?

CoTHM gexypHbIX hpas Ha 308,
Oy npecHocTb,
XOIOA, COXaneHUn HULNX —
Bbin Ko BceMy AaBHO roTos.
Ho k atomy?
3a yto?
KTo B3blleT?

HeT, He npeaBuaen v He xagan —
B3opBanacb UcTMHa 13 nnexa.
[opora anuHHas —
Tak xanb,
YPOKN KOHYUIUCD,
a gyman — nepemeHa.
_‘_



AaAarPoO
Monsywwnin Beyep —
BHOBb OT J1E€T yCTanbln
[MepeBOXy CTOH-B3rNs4
c 060eB Ha BEHOK
Yweawmx Her — meyTa Mosi
pacnanacb
AQpom NCKOHHOCTU
OT TLWETHbIX BHYTPUCKITOK.

CobbITuin HET — nepeHoLly cobrasHbl

Ha nx moruny: pykm —

B KPOBb, AyLlia — HaB3PbIA.
Jlnctato HOYb — ONsiTb €€ Muasmbl
Mpokpanucb B rmy6b U3rHNUTL
CTPEMIIEHNA MEPTBLIX CTbIA.

YcHyn HauB,
PaCKOPMIEHHbIN YCNEexXoMm,
Pa3bue nporHosbl
NaMsiTbl0 UCTPATHbIX AHEN:
MoneT 3acTbin
Ha BbICLUEWN TOYKE CMEXOM
Hap npexxHux nceBgoCMbICIIOM,
4yT06 ynacTtb 6onbHen...

NUCLEUS
The creeping evening—
| am tired of years,

Shift moan-gaze

from the wallpaper to the wreath
Of blisses lost.
My dream decayed as nucleus
Primordial from futile rows of mine.

There's no events—
| carry the temptations
To their grave:
my soul—sobs violently and hands
—in blood.
| leaf through Night. And her miasmas
Stole into my inside

to rot the shame of strivings dead.

Being fatted with success,
Naiveness slept,
Breaking prognoses
with the memory of wasted days:
The Fly has stiffen
on the highest point, laughing
At pseudomeaning of the formers
to fall down painful more.
_‘_

BCTPEYA
C OGpOH30BbLIM 3arapom
Mop cynbbbl orHem
#A BcTpeyato ctapoctb —
XKusHb Gbina, kak CoH.

He BepHyTb ycnexa,
He 3abbITb HEB3roa.
Tak 5 mano cagenan —
A yxe 30BeT.

Jlyqwyto He BcTpeTun —
JInwb nepedupan.
MHOXecTBO OTMETUH —
3ps ux obwxkan.

"onosy cenyto

B pyku nonoxwn —

XKanb B cBOM: MOIO 4,

YT100bI HE OCThbIN.
_‘_



BPOCAHHE
A 6pocun Xntb —
K yemy meTaTbcA
Kpyramu, cuenneHHbiMu ¢ [JHOM? —
[MpMBbBIYHO CMbITb
MoTuB, cTpensaTbcs
C co0b0oto NpPeXHUM: YTO NOTOM?
A Hayan xeub
Tpony obpaTtHo
OpyrvMmn uenamu, niogbmu.
3acTbIBLLNA CMEpY
Oyuwn, pacnarton,
CoeavHun gBa nuka TeMbl.
A BbINUM CMmEX,
KoTopbiMm npexae
Mutan 60ne3HeHHOCTb U CIOM
BtaliHe oT BCex,
Ckornb3si K Hagexae
PasopBaHHbIM 061A0M PTOM.
A 6pocun Xntb —
OTBETUTb HEYEM
Ha nec ykopoB 1 NpuynH.
A 6pocun Xntb —
3acCTUrHyT BEYHbIM
Bpacnnox: nocneaHunin Takt —
HeHyXHbIN CTUX — NOK OAWH...

QUITTING
I've quitted living—
What to rush about
On circles clutching with the Botto
To whitewash Motive,
To shoot at former myself—
What happens then?
| have begun
To burn my path return
By other people, other goals.
Tornado freezing
Of my crucified soul
Connects two faces of the Host.
I've drunk up laugh
By which before
| fed my sickness, breaking
Secretly from them.
| slide towards the Hope
With mouth disfigured by offence.
I've quitted living— no answers
To forest of reproaches, reasons.
I've quitted living—
Being caught by the Eternal:
My final bar,
My needless verse—
I'm singing still alone....

_‘_

OBPALN
CTeHaeT BbICOXLUNI 3aKaT
OTneTbix rpes —
He BbivecTb cnes.
HewncnonHsembinn obpsa;
B TBOIA 06pa3 HeHaBMCTLIO BPOC.

PacTtoprHy nnavyLimm croxet —
WHTpUr HapbIB,

Urpasa cmbiB

MeuTaHnin NnpegaHHbIN COHET,
Mpopesan CToH,

B HOYb CMbICTT OTKpPbLIB.

3acraBno BepoBaTh B MOJIET,
Moctnub yaoen
ToT, 4TO HE cmen —
M3raxkeH >xepTBEHHOCTbLIO CBOA;:
OnsaTb — HaAUBHOCTD,
NOXb,
paccrpernn.



CYIIEPMHOI'OOBPA3SHE
OO6peyeHHOCTb yebinaHa
CHErom ngunimm —
Cnactn nn mon Caer,
3anenuTb nn
[NocnenHtoo 03abo4eHHOCTb
YKnxen ns mHorotoumin? — Hert!
CBacTuka CHOB He[joCKa3aHHbIX,
Jlackun — oTpaBneHbl pasymMmom.
CynepmMHoroobpasue
YKnsum
JIxeT B Gpeg...
_‘_
* * %
OTKkpbiTas
Ha 6eckoHe4YHOCTb HOUb —
3emnsa nputuxna
[nsa nameHbl opyromy gHo.
Bcex Mbicrien 6peHHbIX
W TsKKMX cueH —
He npeBo3moub.

[anek paccBeT — cuuTaTh OCTanocb

CTONbKO PE3VMHOBLIX MUHYT...
Kannn noxas no okHam ObtoT...
Oy yctanocTb...

_‘_

SUPERMANIFOLD

Doom is covered
with the snow of idylls—

Whether to save my Light
Or to clothe up
My latest and inner worries
In the mud of the etceteras? No!
Fylfot of dreams
Unspoken and unuttered,

Caresses— poisoned by the mind.

Life's supermanifold
Lies In gibberish....

_‘_
Opened into the Infinity Night—
The Earth has grown quiet
For the betrayal of the yester day.
All perishable thoughts
And painful scenes—
Still linger here.
The dawn is far away—
There remained
So many rubber minutes
To be counted...
The drops of rain
Are hitting to the windows...
The soul's fatigue....

_._

BOITPOCBHI
Bonpocbl poxaatoT OTBETHI,
KoTopbIx cyauTe — He OOMKHO.
3ayem ncxogmn BCo NnaHeTy?
3a YTO — BHOBb OAUH? —
CyxgeHo?...
MpoctopHo —

OT OHEN NyCTO-OpeHHbIX,
MPOTUBHO — OT NUNKNX POSEN...
OTKyaa MHe xgaTb NepemMeHbl
Cpean oanHakoBbIX OHER?

lMeyanbHOCTb OTbIPAaHHOWN CLIEHDI,
Kynucel... Tam pa3oBOCTb XAeT...
Kakue Mornnbl — HETNEeHHbI?
KoTopast MHe nogonaet?
OcTaTtok Hecaep»xaHHOW Npaeabl
Xox0o4eT B NULO NPUroBOP.
3auem npogormkaTtb cebs Tpasnto,
C cobol HecKkoHYaeMbIln crnop?...
Bonpocbl poxaatoT OTBETHI,
KoTopbIx cyauTe — He OOMKHO.
Tak MOXHO INb cynTaTh cebs cneTbim?
Het. Buxy n Hebo, 1 gHo...

_‘_



* % %

Mnay. CToto y okHa —
M3yBepckas TULLIMHA.
Cepaua KpuK TaeT B HOYb,
WcTopras Hagexay-aoub.
Bpemsa mMcTuT 3a mxke-ponb:
[puHMMato, HO Kak Cxedb HOMb?
TenedoH omepTBen —
Cynep6n13kMmu oBgoBern.
Huy npowy Bac He 6uTb
MpowwnbiM. YT0 X MHE HaBEK OCTbITb?
Bpen ckonb3uT B COH ayLUn.
Kak He cTpatnutb? — [Muwu, nuwn...
_‘_
BCE
KpomelluHasa Tbma — nccoxwimne ceeym
3acnoHsT oT Opeaa CloxerT,
Yyxune Toma.
[NpowanbHble BCTpeun
PaspbiBatoT Ha KBaHTbI paccBeT
OTTOpPrHyTLIX YYBCTB,
HanonHuBLLIMX CMbICIIOM
[NpegpeleHHOCTb MeYTaHnin BCrea.
BHOBb K UICTUHE MUYCb,
[NIPOH3EHHbIN CBEPXMbICIbIO:
[NpenatoT B KOHLE KOHLIOB — BCE.
_‘_

— 14 —

CRYING
Crying. | stand by the window—
Everywhere there is
that cruel silence of mine.
Cri de coeur melts into the night,
Extorting my daughter-hope.
Time revenges for my lying role—
| know it in my heart, but how
to burn my failures?
The phone has been done to death—
With my dearest
I've become a widower.
Do not beat me with the past,
I'm kissing the ground.
What on earth shall | do?
Get cool for good?
The gibberish glides to the depths
of my soul.
How not to waste?—
Write to write yourself out....
_‘_
EVERYBODY
Pitch darkness— withered candles
Overshadow, from gibberish, plot,
Strange volumes.
Farewell meets
Tear to quanta the dawn
Of seized feelings
Filling with meaning
Prejudging of followed dreams.

Rushing to truth,
I'm being pierced with thought:
In the end everybody betrays.

_‘_

KXEAAHbBS
Houb. MNepecTan xxenatb XenaHbs...
C6ouT komnbtoTep. BHOBBL He chnto.
M3HeHaBnaeB paccTaBaHbs,
BcTpeyvaTtbces yalle — He nobnto.
HabpaTb N1 HoMep NPOU3BOSIbHLIN?
OHa oTBeTUT. N — npuger.
OnaTb — NpuBbIYHOE 3aCTOrbe
P>xaBeeT Toukon. Mumoner...
Kyna — 3BOHUT?
Begb 9 — 3geck, goma.
Llenyto — Ha cBoeM, pogHOM.
WX KprKK, Nackn — MHe 3HaKOMbI.
OT HUX He BeeT XONoaKOM.
Mpukpoto hopmynamm nucbma,
Y100 HEe COMTM OT HKX C yMa...
[aBsck UNMO3MaAMM XXU3HU,
3abyay npolunble Toma...
_‘_



* % %

B ®eodhaHnn poxab —
M3baBnsitocb OT cHera
OcTbiBaOLLNX, NPOLUITLIM
OTTOprHyTLIX NET.

YeM nx cMbici NPeBO3MOYb,
He yctponB nobera

OT HanBa 3110CNoBUN
M3MyYeHHbIX Her?
OtkpbiBato Jlapb CHa,
YUTtoObl NepexnTb CHoBa
Yckonb3awLwmn B CTOH, AHA
M30UTLIN ClOXeET.

Kak, He cTpaTtuB, y3HaTb,
Yto 6e3 dhanbLum rotos s

K HeHacbITHOCTUN Y37 — Mapb
JlackaeT oGerT.

B ®eodhaHnn poxab —
HeckoH4yaemsbili Geper
Cnatb ycTaBlUen Hagexabl,
HeckasaHHbIX Cros.

B ®eodhaHnn poxab —
ny6uHy He namepuTb
[MycTOTON CBOMX NPEXHMX
Mcnntbix gonros.

* % %

Pheophania's rain—

| am freezing from the snow

Of cooling years

Torn away by the Past.

With what to surmount

Their terrible Meaning

Without desertion

From the wearing blisses

Of Naivete's backbittings.

I'm opening the Dreams' Bin

To endure anew

The Bottom's theme hackneyed,

Slipping into the Moan.

How to learn without wasting

That I'm ready without falsehood

For insatiability of Bonds?—

Smell is caressing the Vow.

Pheophania's rain—

There's the infinite beach

Of the Hope tired to sleep

And the words unuttered.

Pheophania's rain—

Depth cannot be surveyed

With the emptiness of your previous

And hollow-cheeked Debts.
_._

3A 4TO?
3a yTo NtodbuTb Bac, HeHarnsgHble? —
3a HaroTy-nuLwb NycToTy
W HenpukastHHOCTb BCESIAHOCTH,
3a n3BpalLeHHy0 MeyTy?
MopbiBbI CTpacTn

LIenYyT HU3MEHHOCTb,
ma3a — npegaTenbCTBOM ropsT,
Urpa B nto6osb,

HagpbIB U NPU3PaYHOCTb
>KenaHuin HeHacbITHbIX — ag.

Bce aTo nponaeHo,

B KPUK CbedeHo —
BHe npumntnBa, HO — cnosHa.
WHTennureHTHbl cobeceqHuku...
Ocrtanacb Hefo-rpycTb ogHa.
CwmonkaeT ncnosedb 3a BCXnvnamu
Houb pactBopstoLlero "4to-x" —
Mpowy nctopuio 3abbITyO
OcTtaHoBUTb AylM rpabex...
3a YTO UeHUTb Bac He3abBeHHbIe? —
3a npurosop ToMy, kem 6bin,
W 6nunsocTb ¢ ne3BmMsaMU-CTEHAMU? —
3a 10, YUTO BOBpPEMSI — OCTbIN...

_‘_



BEHOK
Bosnoxy BUHbI BEHOK
Ha NceBaoNpPOLLSIOCTb,
MepecTaBnto UX NOPTPETbl — B HOYb.
Mneck oTyasiHbs packpatly B
HEBO3MOXHOCTb
MpeBpaTuTb CryYaiHbIX BCTPEYHbIX —
B O0Yb.

OHu nnavyT ckopbHO O MUPCKMX
noTepsx
Y 00BONbCTBUN, HEXKHOCTU, JT)KE-CHOB.
Tak yctan gywon BUTku cnupanm
MEepUTb,
3nscb KpoBONoATEKAMU AOMTOB.

He pybute HUTb CBATON rpaHuLbl
B BEYHOCTb —
30B HMYTO NepepacTaeT B Mbi
HecBepLueHHbIX Lenen:
My4yaeT GecnevyHocTb
MpeacToqawmx cnos,
B KOTOPbIX Y>xe Obin.

Oronay ot cTpacTu 3epkana —
Ha BbICTpen,
YCNoKoK UCKPEHHOCTb
B3pbIBHOW 305101,

Cnpsivy OpoLLEHHOCTb
3a nepsow Npoboi Mbicnn,
YT0 pacTtoprHyT 6pak
C YerHoYHOW cyabbon.

WREATH
| lay guilty's wreath
on pseudopastness,
| transpose their portraits—into night.
Paint despondency splash
into impossibility
To transform casual strangers—
into Daughter.
They are sorrowfully crying
for mundane losses,
Joys, caresses and lying dreams.
Irritating with bruises of debts
I'm so tired measuring spiral's coils.

Do not cut the thread of holy frontier
to Eternity,
Call of Nothing outstrips in fervour
Of the goals unachieved: unconcern
Of impending words,
in which | already was, torment.
Stepping aside
from Passion's mirror up to gunfire,
Calming sincerity
with exploded ashes,
| hide abandonedness

in first test of the thought
That the marriage
with my shuttle Fate has broken.
_‘_

INSTEAD.
Instead of her
I melt in them—
My love and word,
And soul's anthem.
Instead of my
Having lived life out—
Nobody shines
From ashes' crowd.
Instead of song—
| cry the End
And pray:"so long"
My inside's land.
Instead of death—
| wait more roles
To play the best
Without goals.

_‘_



IIOAET
HeT, BCce paBHO Tenepb He BbKUTb —
K yemy meTatbcsl cpean HUX?
OcTaHKku coBecTn BeccTbikeln
MHe HuKorga He yCMUpUTb.

A He npouyy cebe n3ameHsbl,

Ho k10 ee onpepenut?
[lokasbiBaeM C KPUKOM, C MEHOMN,
YUTto TaK nmeem nNpaBo ObITh.

Cebs nackaem 6e3 COMHEHW,
OnpaBgpbiBas Kaxgbin Lwar.
Ho, kpome noxoTn n nexHu

Mbl He MeeM nyyLwmnx 6nar.

MpowawTe Bce, Aa Gyaet Mup Bam —
B cebe cebs v Bac ysHan.

4 13 ctpagaHun Mops BblpBaH —
JNeuy k Havany Bcex Havan.

FLYING
No, it's impossible to drive out—
And why to rush about them?
I'll never pacify

Remains of my shameless conscience.

| shan't forgive myself the treason,
But who can define it?
We're proving by yelling furiously
That we have the right to be like this.
While justifying the every step
We're caressing ourselves
without doubts,
But we have no better blessings
Besides the lust and laziness.
Goodbye to all,
may peace be with you,
I've known inside me myself
and yourself.
I've broken away
from the suffering sea—
I'm flying to the start
of all the beginnings.
_‘_

* % %

OGHMMY coneHbI Geper —
3anax HouYM MHe NoBepwuT,
Y106 — cobow.

O6owigy yrnbl MONUTBbI
LlapctBa BHe-cobbITWIA. JIUnkui
MeperHon

CHa gywm ncnonockato
VckopexeHHoCTbIo npaBun,
YT006 ynTun

OT HENCKPEHHOCTU CLEHbI
lMceBOo-KM3HM, CMOIO NEHOCTb
B BbICY KpUK.

_‘_
JOXOHU

Mownu goXxam — nodUMbIX HET...
3BOHKOB — HE XaM...
Crtpeny omXuTbIX neT
He pa3BepHyTb Ha3ag.
McTowHo Kop4acs,
Mapas, BctaBag — pag...

_‘_



CKOPO
Ckopo BonHa!l —
UyTb AblWy Ha NOAYLUKE 13 TreHa.
Jhkn cemeHa —

[NpogomkaloT CBOM aTOMHbIN B3PbIB.

Huwn ctpaHa,
3axnebHyBLIMCb BHOBb NaMATH
cnepmon,

MonuT y3HaTb,

Korga OygeT uapesaH HapbiB.

Ckopo BonHa!l —

V3BpalleHns cnensit HanBOM.
He cneneHatb

BockpelueHus rmynocTblo Her,
He pasorHaTb

BecKoHeuYHbI KoM

CMbICMOB GRIMLIKPUTOM.

Ckopo BonHa!l —

Konnanc yectn, ctpagaHui u...
HoBbIx HU4YTOXECTB Haber...

SOON
The War will soon be here!l—
| can hardly breathe
onto the Dust's pillow.
The seeds of the Lie—
Continue their atomic explosion.
The country of poverty,
Choking with the memory's sperm
once again,
Does pray to learn
When the abscess will be
cut to pieces.

The War will soon be here!—
Perversions do blind by Naiveness.
It's not possible to swaddle

The revivals with the follies of blisses.

It's not possible to disperse
The infinite ball of meanings
with the blitzkrieg.

The War will soon be here!—
She's the collapse

of honour and suffering...
There's a foray of new nobodies....

_‘_

BAH-I'OT
BpockoB, yaapoB 1 ynbIGoK ankmx
Cynb0bl, opysen,
nobumblx 6e3 nbsu,
Bce ncnbitan —
N XN3Hb TBOS NOXanyw,
Bbina cnuwkom aanekas oT HUX.

Ho, yTo oHu: cnenubl 3 6onHM cTaga.
Benb ckonbko He BHyLan,
MM NPOCTO HEe MOHATb —
Teow ayx npopoc,
cTpagan Tbl 6ecnpecTaHHo,
Y1006bI OHN CMOrNK
B3MeT bygywemy gatb.
_‘_
O9KCTEPH
>KnsHb — 3KCTEPHOM,
CmepTb — nuub pas,
PapocTb — CKBEpHbIM,
KOHoCcTb — B Yac.

CT1ot0 — Ha Kpato

JbXn n He-cHa.

CMot0 B HOYb —
nontobnto

Bce, uTo BbIpBanoch

Hag'.
_‘_



PHCYHOK

HacmexaeTcsa npownocTb

Hag OyayLimm,
PacTBopsoTcs ObIMOM KpecThl,
CwmbICnbl KalOTCA B KAMEPE YXKacoB,
Oonr 3acTbin y nocrnegHen YepThbl.
BHoBb Openy no okpavHam CBETNOCTH,
[MoBTOPSASA MONMUTBY BO CHE,
Mbto 6eay, 4TOO pUCYHOK OTNETOCTU
HabpocaTtb Ha UCTOLLIHOW CTeHe.

[MokoneHus cpesaHbl ckanbnenem
[NepemMeH, NneperHmnBLLMX BUHON —
VicTMpaeTcst BpEMEHU KarbKo
Mrnbl pUCyHOK HaZ NceBAOCTPaHOWN.

I'IeperaLuy OoT4yadAHbe B HEHaBUCTDb,
Pa30MHy Ha nanutpe 3na Mur,
Cnos pacnyTbe pa3pexy nsmMmeHamum
Tex, KTO 3Han, HO POCTKOB HE MOCTUI.
rlpeBpaTﬂCb B OTNe4YaTokK
BHEJTMYHOCTHbIN
Ha cTpene GECKOHEYHOCTM B HOJb,
HO,EI,O)KFy M3 PUCyHKa 3Be3q
NCKPEHHOCTb
n BE€pPHYCb B HA4OEBLUYK POJib...

DRAWING
Pastness jeers at the future,
Crosses are melted by smoke,
Meanings confess in the horrors' ward,
Debt stiffs at uttermost line.
Reiterating my prayer in dream,
| stroll along brightness' outskirts
again,
Drink trouble to draft the drawing
Of desperation on heart-rending wall.

Generations are cut off by scalpel

Of volte-faces rotted through with guilt,
Haze's drawing above pseudocountry
Is wiped off by calque of time.

Repainting despair into hatred,
| kneed moment on evil's palette,
Cut to pieces crossroads of words
By treasons of those who knew
without grasping shoots.
Having changed
to imprint nonpersonal
On the infinite's arrow to null,
| set fire from
the drawing to stars' condour
And return to my bothering role....
_‘_

BPOXXY IIO ACPAABTY ...
HenpepbiBHasa cBA3b Ge3yyacTHocTen
PaspacTtaeTcs, kKak CHEXHbI KOM.
BHoBb Gpoxy no acganbTy
HEHaCTHOCTEN,
lMpopebiBasick B 6e3gyLube nepom.

Pasbirpanacb Ha nHee BpeMeHu
TpuBManbHOCTb COOLITUI U OHEN.
lMepecTan owyLwaTtb X ABUXEHMWE,
MpeBpaTnn namsTb B rpyay KaMmHen.

KpenHeT camocTb — notepsamun
BCKOPMIIEHa,

OTkpblBalOTCA Aanu 13 rpes,
Paccratotcs Hagexabl ¢
WUCTOMITEHHbIM,

MpeBpalyaeTcs B TNEHHOCTb BOMNPOC.

3akpblBalo TeTpagb-ucneyaneHHoCTb,

OTpaxeHbe 3arybneHHbIX neT.

BHoBb Opoxy no acdanbTy...

OT4asHHOCTb

[MpopbiBaeTcs B TO, YEro HeT...
_‘_



KBAHTOBAHHE

Hawe Bpemsi

KBaHTyeTcA

[NecHamn,

Hawa TneHHoCTb

ByHTyeTCH

Bctpevamn —
M3yBepcTBamMu Oyl NepenosiHEHbI
HeunckoHHbIM BntotoLLme CHebI.

Yckonb3aT

BocTtopru

3a TeHsaAMMU,

YTto BOH3a0T

B Huuto

KBaHTbl BpemeHu,
Mex obugamm B KpuK

npopactaet bonb —
Opyr nuwb gpyry Mbl
HacMepTb HYXHbI.

beapasnnybe —

N3meHam

OnpaBgaHHbIM,

Cynep-nnyHocTb —

Ha cteHy cBepxpasyma.
HeckoH4YaeMoCTb Her,

yxogawmx B Hormb,

3a gonrn nonyyaem Jdonru.
M3BpallueHbe —

Jhxe-4yyBcTBaM

M3HOLWEHHbIM,

BockpelueHbe —
Hausawm,
Pa3bpocaHHbIM
Mo 6e3ymHON NyCTbiHE
MCTOLUHbIX CnoB —
OHM XNBblI MHOWM, CKOMNBbKO HU XKIU.

QUANTIZATION

Our time

Is quantized

By our songs,

Our perishableness

Is revolted

By our welcomes—
Vomiting with primordiality, dreams
Are overflowed

with the soul fanatical cruelties.

The delights
Are slipping away
After shadows,
Which are sticking
The quanta of time
Into Nothing.
The yelling Pain is germinating
between offences—
We only need each other till death
The indifference—
To the justified
Infidelities,
Superperson—

On the wall

Of the supermind.
The interminableness

of the vanishing blisses—

We are getting

the Debts for the debts.

The perversion—

To the worn out

Lying feelings,

The revival—

To the naivenesses

Which are scattered
On the mad waste

of the heart-rending Words—
They are alive with me,
No matter how much
you will burn me.
_‘_
MHe 6 ykpacTtb Tebs
W3 mxn norosa,
Benon ckatepTbto
CT1on HakpbITb.
Hu3wwum Bnporonodp,
B cTO YMHOXEHHbIX
Kpat BocTopramun nack,
OpAOCTbIO NpUKacaHui N
OBHaxuTb...
_‘_



SIHBAPDH
Ycunbem Bonu CyLLECTBYHO,
Ho6Gpa He xay 1 He aato.
O gHsx BbInbIX 9 HE TOCKYHO,
A HacTosAWmMX — He NoIio.

£ nepeHec Bce nepeapsru,
B ntobon nuymHe nodbiean.
C cebst He cMbITb
OCTaHKOB rpsian
Korga-To Tak ee xenarn.

MHe BCEM HE HYXXHbIX
HacTaBfeHun
Tak Hagoeno pa3gaearTb,
HapedAtbcs Ha 4yno, BepuTb,
YT0 He paspyLly BCce ONATb.

Ho ot cebs yntm —
HenpocTo,
MblTancsa ctonbko pas —
BCeE 3psi.
Omxun ¢ Tpygom
Y XXM3HW OCEHb —
Hepaneko oo siHBaps.

JANUARY
| am existing with the effort
of will power

| am not waiting for the kindness

and not giving it
| am not pinning the former days,
But I'm not liking the present ones.
| have endured all commotions,

| have become in every of the guises.

| cannot whitewash myself
from the dirt's remainders:
Having desired them so much.

| have been so tired to deal out
the needless precepts,
To hope for the miracle,
To trust that | will not
Destruct everything again.
But it is not simple to leave myself,
How many times | have tried in vain.
| have hardly lived out
the Autumn of Life—
So it is not far from its January.
_‘_

HCTOK
>Kanb — B TONNe oAMHOK,
B oanHouecTBe — Becen.
M3oxgasLumnmnca cpok
Y Ge3ymbsi xOeT CBeT.

['Oe y XXW3HW KN CTOK?

oe nyTb 3na B nogHebecbe?
Cmex — TaKom e UCTOK.

N — He B TOT 3an 6uner.

OnocTbineBLwn B3rNsa
W HeHyXHbIe CTOHBbI...
Ycmexasicb CToAT

B n3ronosuun cHbl...

BesbicxogHocTeN psag
BeckoOHEYHOCTb — He TPOHYT.
HapoeBwnin obpsig —
Byato mepTBOW BUHbI.

_‘_
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Ha HeXXHbIX HEHaBUCTHbIX LLensax
YcTanblx 4yBCTB, (hopManbHbIX nack
HaneTt HaMBHOCTM — B Hel aeTw,
KoTopbIM TOXe He 0 Hac.

He Hamu npegaHbl naoen —
MycTb SSPOCTb TOHET B TUHE JTKMU.
Ho gaxe npaBHyKM nocmetoT
JIvwb oo 6ecyecTusa AOXKMUTb.

HeabcontoTHOCTbL HE3aKOHOB,
O6maHHbIX CBA3EN NEC U3 PYK,
MpocALmMX NPOLLIIOro TaMMoHbI,
UTt06 B KpacKy KpoBb,
Knagbvwe — B nyr.

XKanb, HET HEHYXXHbIX OCTaHOBOK —
BonesHu neyvat, rnaga — ObioT,

W noBopoToB, ByaATO HOBBIX,
BnegHes xxgem — Hagexa NpuioT.

REFUGE OF HOPES
There is the efflorescene of Naivete
On the hateful and delicate chains
Of tired feelings, formal caressings—
There are our children in it
Who are also not interested in us.
These are not us

who have betrayed the ideas—

Let the fury be drown in the mire of lie.

But our greatgrandsons
will be dare alive
Till the dishonour only.
There is nonabsoluteness of nonlaws,
There is the hands' wood
of the lying bonds
Which're begging
for the tampons of the past
To convert the dye into blood,
The cemetery into a meadow.
Pity, there are no
needless stoppings—
Maladies are curing,
Smoothing out they are beating us.
Becoming pale we are waiting
For turning, as though new ones—
This is the refuge of hopes.
_‘_

IIPU3MA
YKenaHui — HeT: Yero N3BONUTL XyXe.
M3 npuambl CBET CTpynTCH,
HOYb M06S.
KBagpaTtHbIN ckren — BHOBb
TBOPYECTBOM MPOCTYXKEH
Hywon ocnen, Hag cTpokamu ckopbs.
PocKOLUHbIN pon
NPVBbLIYHBIX NPUTA3aHUA —
3anmy cobon, 4tob nm
He JaTb YCHYThb.
3akpbIn nycTon cocyn
ObINbIX MEYTAHUNA.
Mpowy — He ckpon
B AEBATbIN KPYr HEOMM3KMIA NyTh.
Packpoto napb
3anneBaHHbIX CTPEMITEHWN,
YMHOXY CTapb Ha HENPOXMUTbIX NeT
BocTtopr, yHsB
be3ymMbe npeacTaBnieHni,
Bcex nsnucras —
HUKEM He Obln corper.
[MPOHWKHY B NMNCT CKBO3b
NPYMUTUBHOCTb BOMW.
JlackaeT 6p1M3 — COMHEHUIN N NOTEPD,
3acTbIBLWIMX cTaTyn —
ropbKoe 3acToribe,
OGnomKn BpeMeH#,
B OTKPbITOCTb ABEPb...
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YKpagu MeHsi B HouYb Y 6e3ymus,
O! Mowu bor! Pasopuce, yBeaun
Boonb pocTkoB 6€CKOHEYHOCTU —
B CyMEpKM,

B neperHvBLLYyO BPEMEHU CIU3b.
He cnacTn 3na obeT mke-packasiHbeM,
He uctpatutb TOro, 4Yto He 3Han,
Kak cbepeyb OT HamBa.

HeckasaHHOCTb
YMornto He wenTtaTtb MHe domHan.
Mow paccset

BHOBb OpeaeT MUMO NMHUM,
MpepHayepTaHHOW Bcye cyabbon
Mo packpageHHbIM CHaM U UAUNNUSAM:
Mown pacceeT —
C OANHOKOWN 3BE30M...
_‘_
* % %
Ob6naropoXeHHas HeYnCTb
Mrnbl 3aMOK CTPOUT Ha MyCTOM,
VccyleHHasa 4enoBeyHoOCTb
MapuT Hag Kynonom ¢ KpecToMm,
PacTtpaunBas oCTOpoOXXHOCTb
Ha TneH nckyccTBeHHOCTU nbaa
3abBeHns — pacxoxum
MecToMMeHNeM puUCKys CTaTb.
_‘_

DAWN OF MINE
Please do stole me
from madness to night.
Oh! My Lord! Be ravaged, lead away
Me along infinite's shoots into twilight,
Into rotted through mucus of Time.
Can't survive evil's vow
with lying remorse,
Can not waste that was unknown
How to conserve
from Naiveness, imploring
Utterlessness not to whisper me end.
Dawn of mine drags along
passing line again,
Predestined by Fate in vain
On the pilfered dreams and idylls:
Dawn of mine—is near lonely star.
_‘_
CASTLE
The noble riff-raff
Is building the castle on the empty.
The withered humanity

Is soaring over the dome with a cross.

Wasting the caution on the smoulder
Of the imitatedness
Of the oblivion's ice,
Risking to become
An everyday pronoun.
_‘_

AUCT

OcTtbIn. HukTO He xaeT. He nmxerT.
Hwu Tbl. H1 Ta. Hu ocTanbHble.
Cynb0bl packasiBLUMIACS OOXOb
LIBETbI THOWT, CBMHLOM XXMBbIE.
JIloOUTb HaLl CMbICIT TalKOM OT BCEX,
He Tem B noctensix otaaBasiChb,
Bce x bygelub, HULLIEHCKUIA ycnex
MpeBo3HoCH... [len cmepTh ancT...

_‘_

* % %
PaspbiBOM 1cnonocoBasLLmn
BeHbl cTpacTy,
Thbl HEXULLIbLCS,
Jlackaewbcs
HeHacTtbem
Mrnbl cnes
W HacTopoXXeHHOCTH
3non — nocTtomn,
He obpekan,
Jloxb cmoin, co3nan
Hewuckane4yeHHOCTb
CeepxoxngaHbsa —
3Han, Hawmn
Curamckne medTaHbs
BonbHbI gpyr opyrom,
Hepa3spbIBHOCTLIO
M cHom.

_‘_



HPEOPAHHHU HOYD
3a OKHOM A1Be MTULibI
Kpnyanu B Mol cmbicin —
Hbin paspes,
Mnakan 6pea.
A BbllIarnBan cToH —
BecKoHeuYHbIi BOCTOPromM GankoH.
He ycneto HanuTtbcH,
3acTaBno Nbin CLUNTb
N3 meuThl,
YTobbl CTbITh,
Mm Tenno ncroprats:
Bes3yyacTHOM MCTOLWHOCTK rNagp.
3a OKHOM A1Be MTULibI
PBanu B KNo4bs U3Hb,
Cnan HanB —
CnoBoM uB.
deohbaHnn HoYb
Bonblo pasyma TaeT. Bbicb — npoub!
Yckonb3aeT nanutpa —
[bITatocb cXkeyvb NUCT,
MeperHon gywn. CToun,
He nctpauunsan B3rnsag,
B nyctoty — Tam gonru
B oxugaHum xxepTBbl CTOAT.
_‘_

— 24 —

PHEOPHANIA'S NIGHT
Outside the window two birds
Were yelling into my meaning—
The cut ached,

The gibberish cried.

| was racing my moan—

The balcony infinite with ecstasy.
I'll haven't no time to have a drink,
I'll make myself to sew the ardour
together

From the Dream

To cool down,

To extort the cordiality for them:
The mirror-like surface

Of the apathetic heart-rendingness.

Outside the window two birds
Were tearing to pieces my life.
The naiveness was asleep

And alive with the Word.
Pheophania's night

Melts with the pain of the mind.
The fancy realm—begone!

The palette is slipping away—

I'm trying to burn the sheet

Which is the humus of my soul.
Stand up, do not waste your gaze
On the emptiness—there are debts

Which are waiting for their sacrifice.

——

METAMOP®0O3BbI
B Kkpuk He xouy,

4yTOob ThI OblNa BONYULEN,
KoTopasi, XoTb CKONbKO HE KOpMU,
Bce cmoTtpuT B nec,

a BPEMEHHYIO CbITOCTb
Bce rnoxer,
OyaTO BEYHbIE MHbIX JOMTN.

B nnay He xouy,

4106 ThI GbINA cobakon,
HacunbHO npegaHHON U BEpHOW,

HO HE MHe,
A BHELLIHMM cunam
N YCITOBHOCTSAM HEBHSITHbIM,
KoTopbiM 3puMoro npegena
He ObINo U HeT.

MeuTato, 4Tob Thl CTana HacTosLLEN,
TBoOpsLWen, YyBCTBYIOLLEN,
BepsiLlen B cebs
W B Haw MoTMB, 060MX HAC MONSALLINIA
Ero ncnetb, opyr gpyra,
a He HacnaxgeHus nobs.
_’_



HA BOAOCKE OT XXH3HH

[Oa, 3Han, uTo He ynay,

KakK ocTanbHble —
CoOH Mura normnoH HeXXHOCTU U 3na.
Cyobbbl 06bATHSA, rNasa —

NnoYTU XnBble —

He no3sonsoT cnetb

Ge3yMHble croBa.

TyMaHHOCTb C ra3oM OTKpbIBalo,
Kak B nocnegHuin
Hesaxuraembli XXenaHHbIN pas:
Ha Bonocke oT Xn3Hn —

TOT 3BOHOK B nepeaHen
OTtogBsuraeT UCNonHeHne — Ha 4vac.

OnATb — pe3nHOBbLIN
NyCTbIHHbLIN BeYep:
YTo gan MHe 4ac u CKOmbKo
Bblkpan neT? —
Korga niobuTtb 1 nnakaTtb
bonblle HeyeMm,

I3Myyb NOBTOPOM BHYTPEHHWUI COHET.

WITHIN A HAIRSBREADTH OF
LIFE

Yeah, | have known

That | will not leave without purpose—
The moment's dream is full of delicacy,
evil.

The arms of Fate, her eyes—almost
alive—

Do not allow me to sing the words of
madness.

I'm opening the nebula of gas as for
the last,

Nonburning and desirable time:

I'm within a hairsbreadth of life—

The call in my entrance room

Is putting off the execution for an hour.

There is the same deserted, rubber
evening:
What does this hour give,
How many years has it stolen?
In case you have no things
By which to love and cry
Let your inside sonnet exhaust itself
With repetition.
_._

HHUMB

MpocTum apyr Apyry Bce, YTo 6bino

He ¢ Hamu, He ons Hac — BO CHe.
Tobown Kpuyalume YepHuna
PwucytoT poabl Ha BMHE.

3abyaem CTOHbI 1 06MaHbI,
3anbem Mx UCTOBOW CMOIIoW
CtpemneHnun Baans,

B OCTPOI HUPBaHbI
B3anmocmebicna 6biTb COOOIA.

Cnpowy s mur, 3a 4to 6e3ymbe
HaHu3blBaeT Hac Ha TpOCTb
MepepoxaeHbs. Npax U3 ypHbI
JTto6BM pasHec He3BaHbIN roCTb,

HauB oTnetocTtu, no BeTpy
ComHeHun. Cneno Bepto B HUMO,
Pacwutbin uenamm n3 nenna
BonbHbIX Hapexa...
Paspes...Houb...BUHT...

_‘_
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3Be3abl — Ha3BaHbI,

MUdbl — pa3aaBneHbi:
YMbIBalOCb B KPUK JKe-NpaBaoto.
Yckonb3ato,

paccBeTOM U3paHeHbI —
Cnesbl — BbICOXIH,
AeTn — packpageHbl.

CwmbICnbl — CcpesaHsl,
6orv — oTpaBneHbI:

[poHuKato B HUYTO hpasoto.
MpowneiM — npeaan,

a bygywem — macka nbga
Caenku ¢ BEYHOCTbH —

CTpayMBaTth Hekorga.

_‘_

e Mame...
[MOKPO HEXHOCTbIO
Moruny ceexyo — TBolo.
Mone 6e36pexHoe
KpectoB o6pe3aHHbIX —
JTro6nto.
CopBy HETPOHYTHIN
BypbsiH co ctoHamun:"TpocTn”.
Corpeto coH cobon 1 LWenoToMm:
"MocTon. — [a. XXan".

_‘_

STARS
Stars have been named,
myths have been crushed:
I'm washing myself yelling lying truth.
I'm slipping away,
I'm wounded by the dawn—
Tears have been dried out,
hildren have been stolen.
Meanings have been cut off,
gods have been poisoned:
I'm penetrating
the Nothingness by Word.
I'm betrayed by the past,
on the future lies the ice mask
Of the deal with Eternity—
no time to waste.
_‘_
HEATING To my Mother...
| shall cover with tenderness
Your crisp grave.
There is the vast field
Of the crosses cut off—
I love it.
| shall tear off the virgin weeds
With the moan: "Forgive me".
| shall heat your sleep
With myself and the whispering:
"Please. Stop. Yes. Wait..."
_‘_

ITPHUYAA
Kak B 3epkano npasgHocTH, cyeThl,
MMspKYChb B YXOAALWMX NULL 3TUKCKP.
HacTtoswasa Tbl Ans MeHss — He-Thbl,
HacTtoawuin Mup ana MeHss — He-Mup.
Pucys BeTpamu paHMMOCTb U CThig,
OT HMX 130aBNACh, HE 3Has, 3a4eM.
3abbIB 0 NOTEPSX — N CHOBA OTKPbIT.
PacTtpaTtuB nobumblx,
MOBEPIrHYT — HUKEM.
JInwas croxxeT oXxuagaemblx CNos,
[MOCTUrHYB MCTOPWIA KOHEL, C UX Havan,
He cTaHy XaneTb 0 NoTepe OKOB.
BHOBb Yy HEU3BECTHOCTb. JTyHy.
Houb... MNpuyan...
_‘_
PAOBI
okl netar
A HacToSILLEro — BCE MEHBbLLE,
3Mounin HM3LWINX ag,
Paabl ncnnakaHHbIX
[aBHO NMOBUMBIX KEHLLINMH —
Y naronosbA
B oanHouecTBe CTOSAT.
BoTt necen 8 —
Y10 X, CHOBa — He UcnuTb
W He BepHyTb Ha3ag...
_‘_
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Bblock B nctepuke lMNpoLunsim —
OTBeprato fmku cnacTb.
HeBopa cuacTbsa 3abpoluy
B Mope CHoB, 4T06bI CTpacTb
Poannacbk 13 Hamea
B cToH pa3bpocaHHbIx neT —
B Hux 3abyay TOCKNMBOCTL
HeuncnonHeHHbIX Her.
MpeBpally cmex B cTpagaHbe —
HapoeBwwnin ctoxeT.
HenCcKoHHbIX XXenaHun
BeckoHeYHOCTb — Ha HeT.
Yckonb3ato oT 6puTBbI
Huwbo B3MbINTEHHbIX CIOB,
YT06 paspywmTtb obutens
MpeacTosAwmx AoNros..

_‘_

* % %
3aCTeHKM HU3MEHHOCTN —
MbIn ycTpaluatoT, HOKT, B HOYb 30BYT.
3anew CTOH UCKPEHHOCTLIO,
YTtobbl pacTadTb, MOnya,
B HUX — nycTb NryT.
M3Hexb HagnoMneHHOCTbIO
Kpuk neperHost — nnavy, HUL, NpoLuy.
CosBesaui npobneckamu,
Y100kl N3roem nnbiTb,
3aBeLuy CyThb.

FIGHTING
I'm fighting with the Past in Hysterics—
I'm rejecting the sweetmeat of Lie.
I'll cast away the sweep-net

of Happiness
Into Dreams' Sea for Passion and Cry
To be born from the grinning Naivete
Of the thrown about yelling years—
In them I'll forget the melancholiness
Of blisses which haven't fulfilled.
I'll convert the Laugh into Distress—
This is a tiring theme.
Let the nonprimordial desires' infinity
Be melted into the Nothingness.
I'm slipping away from the blade
Of the poverty words' foam
For the forthcoming debts’ cloister
To be uncircumspectly destroyed.
_‘_
TORTURE-CHAMBERS

The torture-chambers of the meanness
Are intimidating, aching,
Calling to the Nite.
Do pour the moan over sincerity
To melt in silence among them—
Let them be lying.
Do soften the humus's yelling
With wretchedness—
I'm crying

And kissing the ground.
I'll curtain the essence
With rays of constellations' light
To hover as outcast.
_‘_

BYAYIIETO XPAM
Koy, n HeT rpexa B TOM,
Llenu, 4tob 3abbiTe —
JIncTbeB xenTocTb pagyeT
3a okHoM nobBu.

Jlackoi npunopoLLeHHbIV
HoBbIX YyBCTB NOKPOB
[an He YHU4YTOXNTb MHE
bespasnnybsa cHOB.

YT006 ywenwmm gHeM He
cXedb
Byayuiero xpam,
"Het" — conry
He Ton cygbbe
M He Tem crnoBam.
_‘_
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A Gpeomn AeTcTBOM MOCTe KOHOCTMH,
He 3Han, kyna 6exatb, roe Xutb.
[encTBnTenbHOCTb

rpo3una cKygHOCThIO,
MbiTasicb HULLIO OTPaBUTb.

OTBeprHyB COTHU BEPHbIX MU3EPOB,
Buctys yectHyto urpy,
PasbpachbiBasicb maxi-KU3HsMMU,
MocTur, 4To ecTb ycnexa crnpyT.

Ho roe ponuHa 6eckoHeyvHas,

Yto BbIBOAMN M3 hopmyn cHA?

M nuwb OTCTOMHUK BHYTPUIPELLHOCTH
Jlackan v Hexun cmpagom gHa.

O! MNeperHuBLInE 3N10M UCTUHBI!

He otpaxante Hego-Mwup.
OTcTpenuBasicb AeTCTBa NUCTbAMMU
OT ognHoyecTBa panup,

VM3ama3sbiBato XONCT OTHAsHLEM,

B kpwk 3arpyHTOBaHHbI COBOM:
Besymbsa oXuH, B AyLle 3anasHHbIN,
HapgpbiBHO wenyet:"Byab ¢ Mevton".

AFTER YOUTH
After youth | was being delirious
with childhood,
| didn't know where to run
and how to live.

The reality threatened with scantiness,

Trying to poison with poverty.
Rejecting hundreds of sure miseres,
Whisting only the honest game,
Throwing the maxi-lives about,
I've comprehended

the octopus of success.
But where is the infinities’ dale
Which | was deriving

from the formulas of dreams?

So only the depository

of the inside sinfulness
Was caressing and coddling

with the bottom's stench.
Oh! Truths rotted through with evil!
Do not reflect the unfinished world.
Shooting off with the leaves of youth
From the loneliness's rapiers,
I'm oiling canvas with despondency,
Which is yelling, grounded by myself:
The gin of madness soldered
in my soul

Is hysterically whispering:

"Be with your Dream".

KYIIAET
Bbpockamu — cbIT,
CK/TaHUM — MOJOoH.
YTepsiH 06pas, Nbifib B OKHE.
Tockol — 3HOOUT,
Hy>XUmM — n3monor,

YToObl NO3HAaTb HE-CMbICI U3BHE.

MopblB — yrac,

Kpectamu ckness
HewnspacxogoBaHHOCTb CHOB.
MpoLy — Ha pas,

Ckaxy annesm

Cyabbbl: 4OCTaTOYHO POCTKOB.

e cTBoON, rae pocrT,

[Oe oTTopXeHbe

Henpekpawiatowuxcs “HeT”?

M3pesaB nock,

[MpoyTy MOneHbem

KnsHb 3aBepLuatoLLmm Kynner...
_’_



BE3 TEBSA
be3 Tebss — HeT NPUYUHBI XKNUTb.
Be3 Tebsa — cmbiBaloTCA 3BE3Abl
KpukoMm comneHbix cnes.
Be3 Tebss — He nbiTalCb packpbITbh
>KeHCTBEHHbIN Napb,
OKponneHHbIN Brapsb.

Bes Tebs — ocTbiBaeT Mo Mur,
Be3 Tebs — TepswoTCca uenu

B HULLM He3penbIX Nack.

Bes Teba — He nwy cyabbbl HUTB:
CpesaHa — BOOIb,

KpeT Tonna-mornb.

be3 Tebss — Haw Mup He ucnute.
Bes3 Tebsa — nepoxopn 3nbix HoYen
Pa3wmbiBaeT B UCTMHY OBEPb.

Be3 Tebsa — ocTtaeTtcsa "ObITb",

A He 60nb YHATb, O4YHYTLCS, BCTaTb.

Be3 Tebs — HeT NpUYUHbI XNTb...
_‘_

WITHOUT YOU
Without you—no reasons to live,
Without you—stars are washed off
With yelling of salty tears.
Without you—I don't try to open
Womanly bin,
Sprinkled to smell.
Without you—my Moment cools,
Without you—goals are lost

In poverty of inexperienced caresses.

Without you—I don't look

for Fate's thread
Which is cut off longways,
Is eaten by crowd-moth.
Without you—our World

can't be drunken out,

Without you—ice-drifting

of angry nights
Melts the door into truth.
Without you—"to be" remains,
Not to soothe pain,
To recover, to rise.
Without you—no reasons to live....

_‘_

HE PA3BEM
Hac no6oBbto 3aknuHato,
Hwvy npowy Tebs — He nrw.
Crana munoto pogHas —
[an HamMm BbDKUTb — MOMOTN.
Ckneto 3aHOBO xapakrep —
Boane 6e3ponoTHO BO3bMY,
Ha ToT Beper, nycTb Hecrnagkun,
[MponnbiBEM CKBO3b CTpax N TbMy.
BHyTpuTpaThl 1 N1LIEHbS
O6epHynuce 66l o6pom,
Korga © Tbl B AyLIM COMHEHBSAX
He pas3buna ctpactn gom.
_‘_

OVATIOI YEPE3 OKHO BAIOHA
"'oe Tbl, CKaXn MHe?" —
"oy BHOBb k TebE".
"Tak nccrpagancs..." —
"OTpaincs 6ege".

"Ho nouemy xe

B Hac Bepto onaTb?" —

"Cnn, 6ygeT xyxe".

"Korga ato xpatb?" —
"MoxeT bbITb 3aBTpa,
CerogHs, Buepa".
"Yto e Hapgexpa?" —
"B nto6Bu HeT aobpa..."

_‘_



CTPOKA
Tbl — CTpoOKa Mo,
opcTka CMMBOIOB.
Tbl — cTeHa B He-A,
BHOBb — MpoCTU MeHS.

dann cHa bantamun
WcTopraeTt 6peg,
[NpepbiBaembIn
CTOHOM TeX, 4YTO HeT.

B Kpuk npouTy cnesy
Nx oT4yasiHbS,
Mepexay rposy
BHyTprMasiHbs.

Ha akpaH B H14TO
Monoxy cBon KpecT,
Mpekpaly ¢ AHOM Topr —
[NepecTtaBnto TEKCT.

Tbl — CTpOKa Mo,
opcTka cMMBONOB.

Tbl — cTeHa B He-A,
BHOBb — MpocTu MeHs...

LINE
You are—my line,
Symbols' handful,
You're—wall to "non-I",
Forgive me again.

Dream's file by bytes
Expels gibberish

Interrupted by moan
Of those absentees.

Yelling, reading tear
Of their despair,
Waiting thunderstorm
Of intersuffering,

| place my cross

On screen to Nothingness,
Stopping Bottom's wrangle,
| transpose text.

You are—my line,

Symbols' handful,

You're—wall to "non-I",

Forgive me again....
_‘_

IIOBEPXHOCTH
CMopLLEeHHbIe ycTanoctu
OT Xun3HK, NodBU, 06LLEHNS.
HepocunTbiBalocb OCTaBLUUXCA —
OHKM MernoYHen, Nx Bce MeHee.

Cpoclumecs noBepxHOCTU
besynpeyHOCTU N HeBexecTBa —
BnectarT...

BkpaguvBblie npusHaHus

O HecCyLLeCTBYHOLLMX CKUTAHNAX —
3HOOAT...

lMpoBanuBatocb B 6eCKOHEYHOE,
npOHMLlaTeHbHOCTbIO pasmMmaxumBas.
MepemHoXatoLLmMecss BEHHOCTMU
HeuncnonHuMbIMK rpo3aT cTpaxamu.

MpWXXn3HeHble NOrpeLIHoCTH
Pa3ma3sbiBaloT 6€3HEXXHOCTU —
Mo neay...
HeunccakaemocTtb BapBapcTBa
MpoLwnomy MCTUT yaapamu —
yiay...

_‘_



AUCTHA
0]} rPyCcTn NNCTbA CBEPHYTbI —
3arnsagbiBaioT B KOMHarty,
MHe wenoTom HagopBaHHbIM
SaqepKMBaroT XU3Hb.

Kak 3Bepb — MeuYyCb B UCTEPUKE,
JInwe cteHam — Bce gosepue,
XKenaHbAm HeyMepeHHbIM
Kpuuy:"lMobepernco!"

M3MyumBatoT BHYTPEHHOCTb,
OHu gep3aT, 30ByT k Tebe —
He cyecTb NpuYMH HagymaHHbIX
YBuaeTb, NO3BOHUTD.

YKpOKOCb HEBO3MOXHOCTbIO
MpubnmanTb Hale npoluroe —
3a rpycTbio NepeKkoLLeHHbIM
JInuom — ocTaHyCb XuTb.

LEAVES
Peeping in my room
Leaves are shunted by sorrow,
Crossing out my living
By heart-rending whispering.

Tossing in hysterics, like a beast,
Letting all confidence—to walls,

| cry "beware!"

To immoderate longings.

They torment my inside,
Insole and call to you—
So many reasons forced
To see or phone.

Covering myself with impossibility

To get closer our past,

| stay to be alive

Behind my face curved by grief.
_._
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BpocuTtbca BHU3 —

Hukomy He xenato.

C neHow y pTa — He gokaxelb cebe:
Mepa3kas Kun3Hb,

pA3b, B nopokas, ApsiHHas,

CtouT Tex cun, 4tob ee npubepeys?

YKeHckue Kpuku...
W nnay o nornbLuem...
YyasTca MHe B TULIMHE CragKuX rpes.
CoTHuM 6e3nunkux
O6pas3oB HUBKUX —
Banat B mou ayx
31a CroBECHbIN U3HOC.

He nobotocb — BCTaTh,
YiiTn 6e3B03BpaTHO.
McToBbin HaTuck cyabbbl —
MHE caepxartb.
3Hato, Te — BCMNOMHAT,
YTto cmepThio NpyBpaTHON
Wm He 3acTaBuTb MoW crief, ymupathb!
_‘_



3BOHOK B ITIPOIIIAOE
He 3BOHMTE B NpoLuoe:
Tam — 3acTbiBLUME CTaTyM YyBCTB.
He 3BOHMTE B NpoLLIOE:
JInwe gpoxat Bekn naMaTn — B XpYCT.
Hwuyero xopoluero
[MycTb He XaeT Ha cBoboae OT cHa:
Jhxn cbacap yxoxxeHHbIn
YBeaeT B3rnsg Ha MUr co aHa.
[Mapuk neT N3HOLIEHHbIN
Konet nrnamu gHen rnasa:
He 3BOHMTE B npoLusoe,
YTt06 Hag OyayLwmm KpecT y3HaTb.
_‘_
IIOBET
A nobnto Tebs
o rmyOuvHHbBIX cnasm,
Mow >xenaHHbIn 514,
Mow gyLin oprasm.
BecnokolHbIX Npsiab
[Hen-rogos, 4TO — BPO3b,
U3HyTpu kpnyaT —
B 1eb4 6onbto BpoC.
OcnenneHHbIX Her
[Byx cBEpPXHOBbIX 3B€3[ —
B rny6uHy nober
[Byx cepaeL, Kak pos.
_‘_

CALL TO THE PAST
Do not call to the Past:
It is the frozen statues of feelings.
Do not call to the Past:
The eyelids of memory are
Only trembling to the crunch.
Let no good

Wait at large away from the dream:

The well-groomed
Facade of the lie
Will take away the gaze
From the bottom for a moment.
The worn-out wig of the years
Is pricking the eyes
With the needles of days:
Do not call to the Past—
If you wanna know
the Cross over future.
_‘_
FLIGHT
| love you, love you
Up to the deep heart spasm.
You are my poison desired,
You are my soul orgasm.
The lock of the uneasy years-days
During which we were apart,
They cry from the inside—
| have grown into yourself by pain.

The blinded blisses
Of the two supernovas—
It is a flight to the depth
Of two hearts, like roses.
_‘_

3AMOK TEHEH
HyxHa nb Komy Tbl U3HYTPU?
CKkonbko MCNonb3oBaHHbIX cyneb
M3 6rnskmx, 3HaYUMBbIX YLLK
B HebbITe HUKYeMHbIX ByaeH?

Mope gencTBuTesibHbIX U3MeH
Cebe, opyrum 6e3 coxaneHui
COKpbITO NCKpeHHOCTLI0. C kemM
Bbina xoTb pa3 BCS OTKPOBEHHON?

MpuHygue gywy nogbvipatb
Yy>XMX 9MOLMI, YYBCTB, He 3Ha4,
YTo nyTb HaBepx eanMH — co3gaTtb
CBon Oyx NULLIb MOXHO OTAaBas.

Kom Ha obrnomkax nagwmx aHen,

MpoXuUTbIX HE Tyaa, He C TEMU,

Mupaxx TBOM — 3aMOK U3 TeHeWn

[ByXx: HacTosILLECTb, COBEPLUEHHOCTb.
_’_
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HAywa,

Mpo3payHas ot 6onu,
3aTtuxna

Y obpbiBa neT —

YyTb cnuT.

Honros

Be3ymHoe 3acTonbe —
B kpuk xanur,

OGHaxaer,
Mybb — rHowuT.
O! Her!

He 6un! He npepasan!

Jhxe-cmbicn,

Pa3nuTtbin no moTtueawm,
CwmeeTcs

Hap ybornwm:

"Hoyb — HexHa".
BHOBb CMbIN

CJ'IGSy, 3aCTbIBLUYHK OT CUJbI

MNpenBuaeHbs,
W cxer
Jlyyom co gHa.
O! fa!
OTHeknBasch,

XKpan...

SOUL
My soul,
Transparent from the pain,
Has suddenly abated
Near the precipice of years
It is sleeping
Lightly.
The mad feast
Of the debts
Is stinging to the yell.
Is laying bare,
Rotting my depths.
Oh! No! Nay!
| didn't beat!
And | did not betray!
The lying meaning
Spilling on the motives,
Is laughing
At the wretched:
"Tender is the Night".
| was whitewashing
Anew the tear,
Freezing from power
Of prevision,
And have consumed it
With the Bottom's ray.
Oh! Yes! Yeah!
Refusing, | was waiting....
_‘_

MPUBET-3IPABCTBYH
Opoxawme ry6bl,
Hewmes ot cTpactu,
OOGHSAN B KPMK CBOUMM. ..
"MpuseT",
A Tbl — "3gpaBcTByin”.
N — Bce 3amonyarno,
Becb Mup nx — ncues.
Bnekywwne ganun —
‘a3 HeXHbIX paspes.
BosgywHoe Teno —
MoneT npukacaHbs,
BaopBanocb, 3apgenocb —
CesTOE co3aaHbe.
HeT, cnoB Ham He Hago,
MycTb crnor — coBepLUEHEH.
CnusiHns pagoctb —
MHCTUHKTBI 3aMEHUT.
_‘_

HU3MEHBI
M3meHbl Bce TBOMU
N3My4nTb MOTyT OYEHD,
Ho, ecnu ueHy uwm,
Kak cTpacTtu, HasHayaThb.
He cToaT xankue
W OByx HE3PMMbIX TOYEK
Ha nuHum JTobBn,

KOTOpyIO HaM yanocCb Ha4aTb.

e



OYHIIIEHHE
BekoB co3Byuns
B3abiBaloT Mykamu
Ha awadort cebs.
OcTtaBuB HEHaBWCTb,
BpbiBatock B 6enbivi nncT —
Bcioay mon Bor un 5.
UepThbl y4eHus
B meyTax-COMHEHUAX —
[MOCTUrHY b HOX HWUYTO?

M3BMHOBaYeHHOCTb
He Temu Tpatamu

Ty Xn3Hb — 3a rpow: Xpucroc.
Monutsa ctenetcs
K pogHomy 6epery

Hanepekop cTpactam.
JlioboBblo Nocnoaa,
Jlackamun-posramu

Ouunuly B3op — 4TOO cam.

_’_

— 34 —

CLEANING
Accords of centuries
Are appealing in pangs
To the scaffold to themselves.
Giving up the hatred
I'm bursting into the white sheet—

Everywhere are my Lord and |.

There are traits of His doctrine
In the doubt-dreams—

Whether | perceive

the knife of Nothing?

There is the guiltiness
With the wrong waste—

That life—for penny: Christ.
My prayer is spreading
To the home coast

In defiance of passions.
By love of the Lord,
By caressing birch-rods

| will cleanse my gaze

to do it by myself.
_‘_

IIPU3HAHHE
B Honb pacTtBopsito
B AyLUAaX MNOCTOPOHHMX
MpocnegHui BCcnneck
NPUEBLLNXCS HaOexa,
He B pudmy rosop,
KaK U3 NpencrnogHen,
HecTpoliHbin cnor.
Ycran cpegun HeBexa,.
Mow gpy3bsa — cBoboga n gopora —
He 3ameHs10T TeX, 0 KoM,
KPUBSICb, MOIO;
JIIoOUMBIX XKEHLLMH,
HEXXHOCTU HEMHOTO,
lMopapeHHon Ha mur. IycTb.
Bcex — nobnio.
[oma 13 getctBa, rotMka, MallnHbl —
Bce aTo He Moe, He ux, He 3[€echb.
OHO He cTouT cToHa 6e3 NpUYNHLI,
He ype3oHMBaeT oXnaaHbsi CNecsh.
M HakoHel, — npu3HaHWe OTKpbINIoCh
A pag Tomy, 4TO, KaK MHble, He cKasar:
"Byab NpoknaT Mup,
B KOTOPOM, Nriaya, BbIpoc”.
HeT, 9 — He nx aktep,
M 3TO — He MOoW 3arn.
_‘_



AYHA
Mmasa y JlyHbl — kapue:
Tak xpgan Tebsi Beuep 1 HOYb,
Vccnenys npoLwunoctu mapeso,
MbiTasicb ero NpeBo3MoYb.

Cnesa He3eMHbIM Besina,
[MpOHWMKHYB Ha MUT B CTOH,
Ypogays npuHUMn cKnevBaTb
BocTopr n3 kpnyawmx CTOPOH.

Mpoppor Ha YyXux ynuuax,
PacTtpaTtuB 3apsag xuTb,
MIcTOprHyB MOTUB-CYMpPaYHOCTb,
MpocTtnn, 4To6 HUYTO CBUTH.

Co3paan u3 ObINon HEXHOCTHU
TBown 0bpas, MonbOol CMbIB
OcTaHKKN OOrbHbIX NET, NOCTUYb
KoTopble HeT cun.

To60ot BHOBb 06ECTOYEHHbIN,
M3bpan 6e3 Toproe ¢ AHOM
Mpodeccunio-60nb — 0aNHOYECTBO,
YUTt06 BOBpPEMS CXKEYL TOM.

MOON

Eyes of the Moon—are hazel:
Was so waiting for You

evening and night,
Searching the mirage of Pastness,
Endeavouring to surmount

the whole of it.

Tear was smelling of alien,
For a moment, filtering to moan,
Deforming the principle to glue
Delight from the sides crying.

Having shivered of strange avenues,
Having wasted the charge to live,
Expelling motif-glumness,

| forgave to wreathe Nothingness.

| made from by-gone tenderness
Your Image,

having washed off entreaty
Remains of ailing years,
No powers to comprehend them.

Made currentless by You anew,

I've chosen without trade with Bottom

Profession-pain, the Loneliness,

To consume the volume in time.
_._

TPOH
Bosgyx — uncT,
A 3agbixatochb.
NonoH — cTon,
Oywa — nycra.
B 6enbin nucT,
Kpuua, 6pocatoce.
CneTtbiMm — 30n,
Opyrum — He cTaThb.

Mpuapak gHewn,
MpopocLumx B CTapocCThb,
YepTuT Kpyr

[eBatbin MHe.

YKoy — ckopen

CMbITb, YTO OCTanochb
Ot HaTyr,

OT cnoB kamHen.

BpoweH mey —
Mepen cynobboto.
B3poxos net —
YXe He CYeCTb.
MpasgHocTb, BCTpeY
MycTbIX 3acTonbe.
TpoH — pa3sgerT,
Ho s — He 3gecob...
_’_



PASMBIIIIAEHHASA
VcToprato HeHaBUCTb

B kop3vHy ans ctpacTtu.

WX yyxkas npegaHHOCTb —
Houb 3nuT nceBaocyacTbEM.
Yckonb3ato B )XepTBEHHOCTb
3abpoLueHHoN MecTy,
PactBopsto uenemn Koctb —
PactpaydeHHon YecTblo.

MocTurato NecTu Nnoxb,
HaunrpaHHOCTb CMbICITOB —
MpVYHYMAaIO HULLM HOX,

YMepLUN CHOM BbICTPbIM.
MpoHMKalo MbICIbO — B KPUK —
B ykpadeHHbIX NeT 3BOH,
MoBTOPSHO KU3HU MUT —
PasgaBneHHbIM OETCTBOM.

Paszgpaxato ncroBoctb —
MonbiTkamn 6pes CMbITh,
Hamekato B UICKpEHHOCTb
3abbITb HEXHbIX Her ObIT.
MpepsbiBato cnet-napag
BeccMbICneHHbIX MUAOB,
3akpbiBato CTaBHM B rpag
CeeplueHun 6e3 pudos.

REFLECTIONS
| expel my hatred
Into basket for Passion—
Their strange devotion
Vexes night with pseudohappiness.
Escaping to sacrificialness
Of revenge neglected,
Melting goals' bone
With honour wasted,

Grasping lie of flattery,
Affectedness of meanings,
Having died with fast dream,
Taking knife of poverty,

Yelling, passing through

To stolen years' peal by thought,
Reiterating living's moment

By my childhood crushed,

Annoying earnest

With attempts to wash off gibberish,

Hinting into sincerity

To forget tender blisses' life,

Interrupting rally-parade

Of nonsensical myths,

I'm closing shatters into town

Of achievements without reefs.
_’_

IIPsAOb
PacueckiBato KUIIOMETPOB NPSiab:
3akaT, paccBeT — BCE U3 OKHa BaroHa.
JTioBuMbIX UBET yxe He pa3obpaTb
W3 GeckoHe4vHON
TPYOKM Kpuka-TenedoHa.

A nepecTan UCCTynfieHHO MeyTaThb:
JInwbe doopmynebl,
KOMMblOTEP, MUCbMA...
Bcerpa co mHOM —
Oy OBynukasi Tetpagp.
ByAaTo X1BOW: XOTENOCh,
4TOO COBCEM HE NULLHUNA.

A npexxHnm cTonbko — BbIn,

OHu, Tepss CcBA3b, OCTaNMUChb,
CMeHUB B3aUMHOCTb, YACTOTY U MbIN
Ha kopbICTb nack, NOPOK 1 3aBUCTb.

Hy u4T0 X — Tenepb MHe BCce paBHO,
KoTopblin — KpecT,
yNpeKoB CKOMbko ByaerT.
3aluTopuBato MycToTon OKHO,
Y706 He 3amMeTuTb Tex,
npea Kem s HenoAcyAeH.
_‘_
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O, Teno! — HeHageXHbIN WMT

OT HewagsAwmx Bcnneckos XKnaHu.
[ywa HanBom pBeT: rMyOuHHbINA cnng
He 0o koHUa CTpeMneHbst NornoTuT
W Bo3BeneT Haarpobbe YKOPU3HBI.

O, Cmbicnbl, uctopratowime J1oxb!
He npukpbiBainTe HaroTbl y3opa
Besnukoctn cebs. Koraa normellsb,
YTto nepeHec ovepenHon rpabex,
Cynbba onsitb, CMesAChb,

rPO3NT N3MOPOM.

OcTbITb 1 pasgenu nonet
MICTOprHyTOCTM M Ha3eMHOWN CTpacTy,
He yToHu, nocturHye Beicn 6poga,
YKpacb CBEpPXKEPTBEHHOCTbIO CBOA,
YUTto6 pacTBOpUTLCS B HUX
HepactBopumbiM CyacTbem.

BODY
Oh, Body!— You are insecure shield
From the unsparing splashes of Life.
My soul
Is sickened by Naiveness:
the AIDS of depths
Will absorb the aspirations
not to the end
And will erect the gravestone
of Reproach.

Oh, Meanings which are extorting Lie!
Do not protect

the nakedness of the pattern
Of your facelessness.
When you understand
That you have taken

the regular robbery,
Laughing, the Fate is threatening
With the starvation once again.
Be cold and separate the flying
Of the extortedness

and utilitarian passion,
Do not be lost, while comprehending
The ford of fancy realm,
Adorn the dome of heaven
With the supersacrificialness
To melt in them
with the unmeltable Happiness.
_‘_

MOTHBBI AET
Mepuatowwme obnaka —
3acTtbinm
B npepoxuaaHbn 6eLleHbIX KapTuH.
Cynb0Obl HEBUHHASA pyka —
MpocTtn MHe.
Bce npenckasaHbs — uyyLb.

Yoy — oauH.

lMpocpoYeHHble NNaTexun —
He TatoT

B HegoHebecbe HU3MEHHbIX CTpaCTeVI.

LiBeTbl BOCTOpra, HEJOXMB,

JlackatoT

lMpocTopoM HeEHaBUCTU
HeaoneThbiX OHEN.

YcTaswuin B3rnag — nomepk. Warn —

Ncyeanu

3a ropnM3oHTOM BECKOHEYHbIX "4YTO X..

Pa3spbiB ¢ pa3pbiBOM — kpecT. M3rnd

Bcex "ecnn...”

PucyeTt Honb — o4yepeaHon rpabex.

3acTaBnto He 3aMeTUTb — CMExX

Ha nnaxe

MoTycTOpOoHHUX Uener n nodeg.

Bbicb ognHovecTBa — nobder

BHe cTpaxa

Mo HeCKOHYaeMbIM MOTMBaM eT.
_‘_



CBUOAHBE
BHoBb Ha3Hauvato
MpOLUIOMY CBMAAHbE,
B HecuyeTHbI pa3
M3rnogaHHbIA TONMOW,
CHowm onpaBgaHun,
pescb HeycTaHHO
Hapg cmepTbto
HapucoBaHHON cyabOoM.

CwmbIcn, Ha KOTOPOM

OEPXMTCSA MPOCTPAHCTBO
Moen gywm, nbiTalocb NPEBO3MOYb,
BbloCcb B XM3HU TaHUE —
[Ha npoTtybepaHubl
PacceunBaloT HEHaBUCTU HOYb.

Mblo HAQOEBLLMI YYXKOOCTM HANUTOK,
Mpo3payHbii, cnes
pas3baBneHHbIN KONbLIOM.
Kpuk nornotutcs
BnnsocTblo — ncnNUTOCTb
[MpMKpPOIO UCKOPEXKEHHBIM
CTPOKOWN NICTOM.

RENDEZVOUS
Anew | make a date for the Past
Having gnawed by crowd
countless times,
By the dream of excuses,
Unwearying, warming myself
Over Fate painted by death.
| try to surmount the meaning
On which my soul's space is held,
| writhe in life's dance—
Bottom's flares
Scatter the night of Hatred.
| drink the estrangement's beverage,
Transparent and pestered,
Diluted with ring of tears.
My yelling is absorbed with intimacy—
| conseal the hollow-cheekedness
With the sheet warped by the line.
_‘_
PABPO3HEHHBIE MBICAH
PasopBaHHbI NIOOUMbIMUK Ha YacTh
He npegnarato um TOro, 4To He AaHo.
WMccoxwm, cnuT mos gyLia ¢
HeHacTbeM

besBpemeHHOCTH, 6€3 Nnoam — OgHoW.

OHa — pacnanacb: AyXOM, CITOBOM,
TEnom.

En no nHepuun nuwy, 4tob He 3abbITbh
Manntpy cneTtbix AHEN,

no4ytn Bce — B Genom.
YnobHbIN LUBET: BCTpeyaThb,
MOJIUTb U XOPOHUTB...
OHn, Kak paHbLue,
BHE 3HAYMMOCTW NeTanu:
Tenepb JaBHO yxe cpefb HUX OHA...
He pasanuyato nuuy, 3a Herow nevanu.
O! Nniwb 6kl CbIH N OOYb
CMOINN MEeHS y3HaTb
[lo nownon cueHsbl
“norpebeHbs nanbl”,
“OnnakmBas” vyxe3eMHbli rpob...
[a, “kn3Hb npoLunacs,
KaK MuLLIKa Koconanbiin”
Mo BceM cTpeMneHbamMm,
“He ocTaBumB Npob”.
OnATb 3BOHIO... TyAQ, Fde HET OTBETA,
OnsaTb rpe3 — BCNneck:
Tenno AeTeun, poaHbIX...
Yto %, B noe3a BpemeHu
cen 6e3 obpaTHoro 6uneta —
He yTelleHbe, YTO ero HeT Y UHbIX.
3aKpoto OKHa MPOLLSIOCTH,
4yTOObI HE Ayro
McTowHbiM BeETpOM ByayLumx noTepsb:
MM He 13 yero BbluMTaTb... YCHyna
[ywa c HeHacTbeM...
MprOTKPLIBLUM ABEPS...



IIITOPBI B MOAOOOCTH
Bes nepefbIK/ HOYb
Boctopramu

TeHnen

TepseT ronosy —

A ¢ Hen.

Becnamarctsom

He npeBo3moyb

CobbITnin onoea.

OtpepakTnpoBaTb
Cobop
3aTuxHyBLUUA,
YUyTb gpebeaxalimx cnos —
YXe HeT BpeMeHun
W 3na.
HeTneHHas

Oywmn 3ona
3ageprueaet
LUTopsbl

B monopocTsb.

BLINDS ON THE YOUTH
The Night

Is loosing her head

By letting out

Shadowy delights—

| follow suit.

It is impossible to overcome
Tin of events

By the unconsciousness.

To edit

The abated

Cathedral of words

Hardly tinkling—

There is already

No time and evil.

The unperishable

Soul's ashes

Are drawing

Blinds

On the youth.
_‘_

3AIION
Bpaluasicb Ha 6e3)KeHCTBEHHOM
nocrtenu,
O HMX 3ps BCNOMUHAT.
MeHa — xoTenu:

B oTtBerT, kak 6yaTo B cTON
BCenornoLaoLwmin nucarn.
PackanBasicb HeCBepLLEHHbIMU
rpexamu,

A yxogun B 3anomn
HyTpa — ctuxamn,

YUTto6 He nponacTb 4O CMEPTU — Ha
OTTOPrHYTbIV NOKOW.

Hu 06epHyTbCA, 4TOD NOHATE UX Lenwu,
Hu ykonoTtbcs B rpsiab,
Hu neyb — He cmen K,
Moka KonbIWeTCcst BOKPYTr KOCTNSABas,
CMeSAChb.

MpnbGepery oT HMX AN UCTUHbI —
npoBan.l,
PacTtpadeHHoCTHM nnea.

[o gHa yctan s
KpnyaTb B nogsasn HEMOW Te CHbil,
KOTOpbIX — OyATO HeT.

_‘_



MOAHUTBA
Mocnogn!
Cnpsiub MeHs OT nevanu.
Mocnogn!
He paBan Te BUAETb CHbI.
Y10 XXe MHe
HauynHaTb *M3Hb cHayana?
Kak xe Tbl
Honyctun nnay rny6uHb!?
Mocnogn!
Ckaxu, rae xpaHuLlb MeYTbl?
J1oXXHBbIMK
HeyxTo 6bInn uenu 3gecb?
Mocnogn!
OTBeTb 6e3 00uabl, KTO Xe Tbl?
MoxeT ObITb
£ Bce Bpems kpudiy cebe?..
_‘_
YOAP
B MomeHT ocTpenwiero
W HacTosiero nHtuma
W 6nmsocTtn aByx gyl
Hepasgenmmbix
CunbHee Nnoxb Bcero
Pasut 1 bbet
Toro, KOTopbIN JTXKeT.
_‘_
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PRAYER
Father-God!

Hide me from sorrows around me
Father-God!

Don't allow me to have those dreams.

What should | do?

To start my life from the beginning?
How do You

Permit the crying of my depth?
Father-God!

Tell me where do you keep Dreams?
Have the goals,

Here, been really false?
Father-God!

Answer with no offence, who are You?

Maybe always
I'm crying and crying to myself?..

_‘_

MEPTBAYA MAMA

A c Tobon,

Kak ¢ »xunBon —

"oBopto,

Kak monuy —

W HWKTO Ham He cmeeT MewaTb.

A BepHy,
MycTb ogHy,
Ho 6e3 mxun
CBOIO XM13Hb,

YUtob6 Tebe, He Oosicb, pacckasaTb.

Kak ynan,
Kak ctoHan,
XOTb TOHYN,
He cBepHyn
C Tom goporu, WwenTtana 4To MHe.

Cebs 6uTh,
YTobbl XuTb,
He kpnyaTb,
3y6bl cxaTb —
He npunpsitaTb OT UCTUHbI CBET.

A newy —
CTpalLHO YyTb,
Y10 — 0aWH,
YyXabl — CruHb:
[o koHua 6yay BepHbiM cebe.

Honb He GpaTb
W He xpaTb,
YTto coxokeT
MeHs cbpog —
Tebs Her,
Ho Tbl eCTb BO MHE — CBET.
_‘_



IIOAHOAYHBE
£ 6pen no Heby Kk CTOHY MOSTHOMYHbA,
M3Hemoras oT HeckasaHHOCTW AHa
Oyuwn, nsHexeHHon
pacnsaTmem 6e3ymbs
Bsaumokpuka noHMMaHus. Y3HaTb

[nuHy nyya oTTOoprHyTOCTM Bpeaa
He n3BpalueHHon
OCTOPOXXHOCTbI0 MEYTbl —
W Bce, u cnesbl
nepecTaHyT nratb Hagexae:
MNepenonayy nceBooOCMBbICTbI,
4YT06 OCTHITh.

A 6pen no Heby K CTOHY NOMHOMYHbLS:

3Be3na — 3Bana,
Jlto6oBb — coxkrnach,
Morunbl Bnactb —
Ceoe bpana.
Korga? — He 3Han
U ¢ rpycTblo cnan,
W 6pen no Heby K CTOHY NOMHOMYHbS.
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FULLMOON
| was making Heaven's way
to the Fullmoon's moan,
| was growing faint
from the bottom ineffableness
Of soul soften
by the crucifixion of madness
Of our yelling mutual understanding.
To learn the length of the ray
turn away by gibberish
Of Dream which is not perverted
by care—
And that is all, and my tears
will stop to lie for Hope.
| shall shovel meanings
to become cool.
| was making Heaven's way
to the Fullmoon's moan:
The Star was calling,
My love has been burnt.
The power of Grave—
Was taking things
Which belong her.
When? | didn't know,
| was sleeping with the sadness,
And was making Heaven's way
to the Fullmoon's moan....
_‘_

AHUK
HaueneH nuk Ha cBerT,
YMHOX€EH cnag Ha CKOpoCTb
ObixaHns — corpeT

OTXKUTBbIM CNaAKUM OHEM.
Kpuyawux kanenb 6neck,
Pwucytowwimx y3opsbl
Ha aHe mMopLmH — nx Tpeck

PackpanBaeT cnowm.
Mporpamma 6bITHS,
CocTaBneHHas Hacnex,
C6owuT, B HagpbIB rMymscb

Hap Temun, kTo 3abbIT
B comHeHun nucTesbl,
3aronTaHHOM B NeT pacnpsax
HewunckpeHHon MonBbI.

M BOT — OKHO. 3HOOMUT.
Mpokpyunsato punbm —
CnuBatocb ¢ HUM 6e3 6onu.
OH ceTyeT:"OCTbIHb,

Ewe He Bce ywnn”.

Ho BOT y — TMTpOB crneq
WNcyes. Cmesich, nowen s
3a Humw. Jluk. MopTpeT.

McTackaHHbIX CMOB LWUTUMb...

_‘_
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'oe Bbl, 6e3yMHbIE PAOOCTN BETPLI?
["oe nbin BOCTOPros,
nedanen, ctpacten?
B cyneb HenenocTb
BoxecTBeHHbIN TpeneT
3anapkoBanu — ayLUeBHbI 6poaBen.
YUbeli 3B8e3abl konnanc
B AbIpY YEPHN TAHET?
Ybel HULWM KpUK
OPOXbIO BbICU OOBAT?
KTo B HM4TO KaHerT,
Korpa nepecrtaHet
Mbicnu B3pbiBaTh
CNOB rMyOuHHbIV 3apsaa?
Yem obeccunutb
»Kanb NPOLUSIOro, an4yHocTb?
Yem 3aMeHUTb CyTU UCKPEHHWIA Open?
XKeub HeyCcTaHHOCTb,
[NognamBaTb CTPaHHOCTb
CMbICITOM UCKOHHbLIM,
KOTOPOro HeT?..
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BROADWAY
Where are you, the winds
of mad joys?
Where is the ardour
of delights, sorrows, passions?

They have parked the divine trembling
Into the nonsense of fates—
This is the soul's Broadway.
Whose star's collapse is dragging
Into the blackhole of mob?
Whose poverty's crying is enveloped
With the fancy realm's shiver?
Who will fall into the Nothing
When the Depth's supply of words
Stops to turn up thoughts?
With what to weaken the pity

of the past and greed?
With what to replace the sincere

gibberish of Essence?
To turn out the tirelessness,
To make drunk the strangeness
With the primordial meaning
Which is absent?

_‘_

* % %

MpocTop
3aHOCUMBbIX MHOCKa3aHUN.
BHoBb TOPr —
C coboit, ¢ ToNnom — MeyTamu.
MporHo3s —
KpacuBbIM nbaoM packpalleH.
Mopr po3 —
3abbIThIN YacTokon u3 6aleH
Jio6Bw,
He noaroToBNeHHOM K U3mMeHam.
Honrn —
PucyloT cBacTuky Ha cTeHax.
Uenun —
HeoTBpaTmocTb 6nn3kon cTpaThl.
Mpoctun,
YToObl YCHYTL pacnaTbiM.

_‘_

3AMEHA

Hangelwb nv B KOM-HUOYAb 3aMeHy
Xotsa 6 ogHon moel YepTe? —
MX CTOHET MHOro, HO He Te,
He Te npuayT, 4T06 HE TO AenaTsb.
OT Heo4vyBCTB M Hegonack,
OT HeponeTbIX CTpacTu NeceH
Oylwa BooxHeT nocrneaHui cnac —
Mon cTux, 30ByLLmiA B nogHebecke.

_‘_
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BHoBb nblo,

Kpussce,

MpocTpaHcTBO 6e3 Tebs
W xay,

Koraa,

M3myuus

YpeBo 3n0cTH,

Teon

Mcecnesuswuiics MeuTtoro
Barnsaa

Poaut cnaraemocTb,
Hynu ot6pocus.

YKpon Hac

Mnegom Ctpacty,

He 3acTblHb

B HOuM MCKyCCTBEHHOCTH,
Martack k 3apesy

JIXn npokaXeHHOCTW.

MeHs — BTOPYHO KACTb MpUMH,
YTto6 TpeTbMM cTaTb MOUM
CHa cynepnonyLiapuvem.
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PULLING
Pulling a face
I'm drinking again
The space without you,
And waiting,
When
Your,
Watering with Dream,
Gaze,
Wearing the belly of malice,
Gives birth
To the compossibleness,
Discarding nulls.

Please, cover us

With the Passion plaid,

And do not set congeal

In the artificiality night,

Moving backwards to the glow

Of the lying leprousness.

Please, take me

For your second brush

To become my third

Dream superhemisphere.
_’_

WEBGIRL
She came to me from Web —
| know you.
She told to understand —
Believe in you.

She smiled at my naiveness —
Forgive you.

To hope fulfil the last guess —
| wait for you.

Kill their underfeelings —
Forget them.

We are each others foundlings —

Of last item.

| know what is loneliness —
You knew the Tool.

Please throw away your pastness —

I'm too.

We open door out nothingness —

To live
For singing souls crying rest —
Motif.

_._
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N3pesaH Geper bpena
3abBeHbEM CMbICIOB.
[pelHoCTb
Coxry, 4To0 — B HOYb oMK,
Coxry, 4To0 — B HOYb AOMNru.
MN3Hexycb B Kpackax JIMHWIA
OTTOPrHyTHIX UANUMNNN —
3abyay cTpacTtu Kpuk,
3abyay cTpacTu KpuK.

WcnonHio npeackasaHbs,
Mpumy Ee no63aHbe —
Ykpaluy cknen TOCKown,
Ykpaluy cknen TOCKOW.
He cTpaleH cnom Hagexabl —
MpouTy CTOH BCnyx UM npexae,
Yem obpeTy nokon,
Yem obpeTy nokon.
OcBexeBaHHble HECKOHEYHOCTH
Ha ctone
CHa gywm
CKpexeLyT —
BbiCcb
HU3MEHHbBIM
nneLiercs:
[Mna4y — 9xo Heno3HaHHOW 6e3aHbl.
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COAST

The coast of my gibberish is cut up
By neglectfulness of senses.
I'll burn my sinfulness to pay

my debts to the night,
I'll burn my sinfulness to pay

my debts to the night.
I'll soften in the colors of lines
Of the thrown-away idylls—
I'll forget the Passion cry,
I'll forget the Passion cry.
I'll carry out His words
And take her white-lie kisses—
I'll beautify my crypt by anguish,
I'll beautify my crypt by anguish.
I'm not afraid of the destroying Hope,
I'll let out my moan to them
Before | find the final peace,
Before | find the final peace.
Skinned by Him, all infinities
Are ground

on the table

of my soul's dream—

The realms
of fancy
are lapped by vileness:
Weeping is an echo
from the unknown Abyss.
_‘_

US AND THEM
My love, your love
Considered as continuations
Have been, by now, killed.
By whom?—
By us
And them.
I'm gnawed, you're gnawed
By loneliness and inspiration
Of our torn up feelings.
By whom?—
By them
And us.
We try to laugh,
To salute Freedom Station
Which's melting into the crying mirage.
Whose guilt?—
Of us
And them.
We thought enough
To close pagination
Of our senseless story-building.
For whom?—
For them
And us.

_‘_



HAAIO3HUSA
BexeHLbl cocTpagaHns —

CpesaHa HUTb Hag nponacTtbio.

Mpowwnoe BOoNb packpoeHo:
TaHeTcs psgom.

Onyxonb

lMepepacTtaeT B CTOH

VIM 3aMypoBaHHbIX

B cTeHy 6onbHyo BpemeHw.
CnapocTb

['pe3 packoOpMIIEHHbIX,
opgocTb nycThbiMm,
McTomneHHocTb
[Burarenen-xenaHum

B npax.
Mnniosuns-yTeleHobe,
Pagocte monekyn
HecBsi3aHHbIX,

YTO M3 NbINMHOK, NaxXHYLLMX
["apbto CnopoB 1 NOANOCTEMN,
CnoxuT BeTep criy4anHoCcTu
MHuumanel Ha gHe...
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ILLUSION
Refugees of pity—
The Thread over abyss is cut.
The Past is split lengthwise:
Extends alongside.
Tumour is turning
To moan, walled up
Into Sore Time.
Sweetness of fancies fattened,
Pride in the empty,
Lassitude of engine-desires
Up to ashes.
lllusion-consolation,
Joy of unbound molecules
Which the wind of chance
Composes into initials down the
Bottom
Like specks of dust
Smelling with cinders of arguments
And dirty tricks.

_‘_

* % %

3aabiMneH UHen,

CxBaTkM HU3MEHHOCTN —

HacTtonuus cTyK,

Ho oBepu rae? —

HeyCcrnoKoeHHOCTLIO UICTUHHOCTHU

Cnacy ober.

W npaBegHocTb

He B3blLLIET NACKOBOCTU —

OHa He 3pgechb.

BoH3aeT B NnoTb

Oywa c onacnueocCTbiO

Pa3byxeHHOCTH cBeET.

MoneT NOHATUIA ObIWNT 3aMKHYTOCTbHO

BOonbHBIX MUHYT.

Co cToHOM

Ha HmuTO packnagbiBaeTcst

BekTop ycnexa — 3ya.

M B KOMMNOHEHTax — CcMex

3anunsbiBaeT paHbl

MckpeHHoCTH,

HaunBHoCTb net

MpoHu3bIBaeT

3OXOM XN3HEHHOCTMW.

Monmun cebst — u crmHb,

YT00 BbIKUTL — B HUX.
_‘_
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Bpocato koctb Cyabbe,
YT10o6bI NycTUNa B ropog
BesynepxHocTtun. Knetb
MbiTatocb NPUOTKPLIT

B Mup mn3BpalLleHHbIX CHOB,
YHSIB NOKOW N ropaocCTb.
OcTaHoBU CBEPX-CTOH
Besymbs. Bce — 3a0bITh!
Pasben Ha kannu 6onb
WctomneHHocTun yxa,
WMcTpaTtb nycTyto pons,

Yrto >KnsHbto Ha3Banach.
M3 6eckoHeubsi CHOB
Cotku nneg Beicu — MygpocTs,
Y106 He cTonkHyTb Mur B poB
3abseHus. Jhxu BnacTb
3akopoTun Ha cnabocTb
YHbIHUSA. Bo3bMU MeHS:
CMepTb — B pagoCTb.
YcHu — B Harpagy,

YTto6 cTaTb — He cTagoM.
M3HexunB nceBao-cTpacTb,
3acTblHb MO KpUK —
[NocnegHwui 308:
MoTyCcTOPOHHUIA B3rNSA...
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BONE
I'm throwing away
The bone to the Fate
For being permitted
To the impetuous city.
Repressing the peace and pride,
I'm trying to set ajar
The cage into the World
Of the dreams distorted.
Do stop the super-moan
Of madness.
Everything—
To be forgotten!
Break up the pain
Of the mind's exhaustedness
Into the drops.
Waste up the empty role
Which has named herself as life.
Do weave
The plaid of the fancy realm—
The wisdom—
From the word's infinity
For not push aside

A Moment into the oblivion's ditch.

Do shorten out

The power of Lie

On the melancholy's weakness.
Please, take me: let
Death—into gladness.

Do sleep—

In remuneration

To become not a mob.

Softening the pseudopassion,

Congeal my yelling—

The last call:

The gaze out of beyond....
_‘_

OOHUHOYECTBO
OpmHouyecTBO — BbICh 0OpasytoLee,
OamHo4ecTBO — YTOObLI COOOW.
BeckoHeyHOCTBIO AbIMKOE Byayliee,
BecnouwagHocTn nunkas 6onb.

OT 006bATUI ero HegockasaHHbIX

HeT cnaceHbs, rapaHTui, HET cun.

YcToaTb npeq Yeptomn

obesrnaBneHHoCTH,

Moka ny4wwnii B cebe He ocTbi.
_‘_



OCTBIBAHHE

£ Tak Xo4y OCTbITb OT OAMHOYECTBA,
A Bbl cobnasHbl MHe
npuHOCUTE B cepauax.
Cebs roToBMto K N3XKUraHuto
CBEPXTBOPYECTBOM,
[masa cnensar
3aKornku conupTa B BONocax.

£ 6bt0 TpeBory
0 NOTEPSAHHOCTW BPEMEHN —
MHe npegnaraloT HU3MEHHOCTU cnng,.

Kak He o4HyTbCS NMo4 HauBa OEPEBOM,

Kak He nctpatntb AyX Ha COH 1 BbIT?

He mnctopraiite

3anax BCce03BONEHHOCTH,
He ybGuBaiiTe TeHb, HE 3Has Yblo.
VckonecuB aHa GeckoHevbe COBECTH,
A npocTo Bcex nNo-crapomy nobsnio.
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GETTING COLD
| want to get cold by the loneliness so
much,

But you are bringing me temptations in

your hearts.

| am preparing myself to be consumed

by supercreativity—
My eyes are blinding up
with pins' flirtation in your hair.
I'm sounding the alarm
about the Time's loss—
They're offering me
the poverty's AIDS.
How not to regain consciousness
under the Naivete's tree,
How not to waste my Mind for the
Dream and Mode of Life?
Do not bring out the odor
of the all-permission,
Don't kill the shadow
you don't know whose of.
Travelling all over the infinity Bottom
of Conscience,
I'm simply loving each
of you as before.
_‘_

* % %

Pa3prBOM nmcnonocoBaBLLUN

BeHbl cTpacTy,
Thbl HEXULIbLCS,
Jlackaewbcs
HeHacTtbem
Mrnbl cnes
M HacTopoXxeHHOCTU
3non —
MocTton,
He obpekan,
Jloxb cmon,
Cospan
HewunckaneuyeHHOCTb
CeepxoxngaHba —
3Han,
Hawmn
Curamckne medTaHbs
BonbHbI gpyr opyrom,
Hepa3spbIBHOCTLIO
M cHom.

_‘_



ayaT
Haw 6er gpyr B gpyra 6e3syTelueH,
YnpeKoB NOJIOH, XaaeH, HeXXeH —
PeBHys, xaem.
JInWwb HEHACLITHOCTBLIO OKpaLUeH
Mckomblii 6eper — Xu3Hu Kallersnb
B gyat cnoem.
Pasryn meuyTaHuii — OCTOPOXEH,
Ecnu He oH, TO KTO NOMOXeT
Hoctnyb ceba?
M3BMHOBa4Y€HHOCTU paHbl
MaHAT B Bnectalime KankaHsl,
YTt06 B XpyCT — OOHATH.
Monto 5: BaXXHO He cTaTb Ham
XKuBoTpenelyyuien cranbto.
BornHsa cneas!
CoTkuM 13 po3
KoBep MCKOHHOCTH,
cyabbbl, 6narocrnoBeHbs!
_‘_
AIOBOBHHK
Bcero tBOWM pagoBson,
OOMHOKUI, cHacTNUBLINA NOOOBHUK. ..
MpnunHAs B Kpuk 6onb,

BHoBb cebe HacnaxageHnsa — nbellb.

WcTasatb Houb He cTaHy:
lMNceBOoBLIGOP — 33 YTO MHE? —
Cobepy Ha gHe cunbl

OOHATbL OEBY-TOXb...
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DUET
Our mutual running
One into the other is disconsolate,
It is full of rebukes,
is craving and tender:
Being jealous we're waiting.
The looked for coast is colored
With insatiableness—
We'll sing in duet the life's cough.
The reveling of dreams is careful—
If not that, who will help
To attain yourself.
The wounds of guiltiness are enticing
Into the brilliant traps
To embrace in a crunch.
I'm praying: for us it's impossible
Not to become the living steel.
Goddess of tears!
Do weave from roses
The carpet of primordiality,
The fate and blessing!
_‘_
B3TAAAL
Tsow B3rnsag,
Ckonb3saLwmn no apyrum.
Mow coH —
Onatb? —
[a, ¢ Hum.
Yxon B ceba? —
Haus!
Tbl xuB? —

Oa, »xwun:
Monun, meyTan u cTbin.
Cyrpo0
M3 HEUCNOMHEHHBLIX PONEn.
Cto cueH —
HeT H1 ogHoM Moen.
Jloxb cTeH? —
MokoMn.
CnuHon —
M B HOYb.
HecaepxaHHbIn
Barnag teon.

_‘_

TBI

M3meTancsa no gywam N3HOLIEHHbIM,
MN3bexan Bcem XenaHHbIX OKOB,
3p4a nckan B TUHE JHKNU HEBO3MOXXHOMO
Co4yeTaHbsi HECOBLITOYHbLIX CHOB.

Ha Tebs roabl XXn3HM UCTpaYeHbl,

Ons Tebs oT MeyThbl pBarn Kycku,

Y10obbl TEX HacTOSALLLAA 3HAYMMOCTb

Pogunacb: TBoen cyTu Masku.
_‘_



TPU KAAABUIIIA
[opuT 3aKOHYEHHOCTb,
Mbicnb pacTBopsieTcs —
K cebe He cHun3onTu co [Ha.
[NpoLan BOCTOPXKEHHbIN
Mwp, naronstowmimncs
CHOM nceBOOXU3HEHHOCTU Yy OKHa
MeuTbl HeTpoHYyTON —
Knapbuuwa-koMHaThbl
BnekyT JltoboBbto, [leTCTBOM 1
PogHbim.
Mx o3aboyeHHOCTb —
Bbicb OguHoyecTBa —
MHe no3BONSIET NPOCTPENUTL, KaK OblM
HepaccraBaHus,
HwuyTto nob63aHune
He ycneBaeT obarputb Mow cneg.
Byxy co3HaHue
HyTpa nuctaHuem,
Y106 BHOBb He cnblllaTh
ByaoHWYHBIN OTBET:
YKnsHb —
MHOromMepHoe
knagowvie
C npaBoMm Bbixoga nuwb Tyga
M3 nunkown
©eCcKoOHEeYHoCTHN
Kopuagopa
Kpunyawien ognHapKkn-oanHOYKH,
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ToHko cBa3aHHOW ¢ MMpOM HUTSIMU

M30LWpeHHbIX
cTmxodopmyn
Oyun.

THREE CEMETERIES
The finish is burning—
The conception is melting
You cannot condescend
To yourself from the Bottom.
Farewell the over-fervid world,
Scoffing with the
pseudovitality's dream

Near the window

of the untouched illusion—
The cemetery-rooms
Are attracting by the Love,
The Childhood and the Natal.
Their anxiety,
The fancy realm of the loneliness,
The Nothing's kissing,
As the smoke of the nonparting,
Allow me to fire through—
It is not successful
To ridden my footprint.
I'm rousing my conscience
With the leafing over of the inside
For not to hear the trivial reply:

Life is the multidimensional
cemetery

With the right of going there only
From the clammy infinity

of the passage
Into my yelling lonely confinement
Which is finely connected

with the world
By the threads of the soul's
Refined verse-formulae.
_._
B 6peny otnetoctn
3axry HenenocTbio BECb Mup! —
OTCTOMHMK COBEpLUEHCTBA
Huwwn,
300N HENCTOLLUMMOCTb
Bpbiaxer,
BonbHoW cTapuk Mornnow rnas
besymbe obHUMaeT —
OH 3Haer, 3HaerT, 3Haer...
OTBEPrHyTOCTb,
ManuTpy nsrotosus
M3 YyepHOTEI cnnoLHom
U 6onn, cnewwuT.
O! ToHbLUE KNCTb —
Beapb xuB.
_’_



HE 3AMETHA
A cTtapocTb He 3ameTun —
He npocsaT, He 3BOHAT.
Mow poaHble geTtu
CBoux NpMBOOAT B cag.
BexaTtb ycTtan, a namsaTb
[MycTbIM HENB3S CTEPETD.
CobbITUIA HET — ¢ rogamu
Oywe u He Gonetb.
Cebs obgan s npoLwsibim,
Ho 6onb He yHsnmach:
Pe3unHoBble Houn,
XonogHasi KpoBarTb...

_‘_

AUBEHbDb
3a OKHOM — NNBEHb,
BHyTpU — cHer.
Mow BLIGOp:
Tebe — rpex.
3a cnnHom — BbICTpeErn,
MN3meH — cHon.
Kpan — 6nusok:
Haue — cTon.
Ha ctone — cnmncok
Mwupckux gen,
Bcnneck mbicnen:
CoHeT — cnen.
3a OKHOM — NNBEHb,
BHyTpU — cHer...

I HAVEN'T NOTICED
| haven't noticed the senility—
Nobody calls me and nobody asks me.
My natal children are leading up
Their children to the kindergarten.
I've tired of running, but the memory

Can be wiped by the Nothingness only.

There are no events—
there're no reasons
For my soul to ail with the years.
| have poured myself over the Past,
But the pain has not been abated:
There is the rubber of my nights...
There is the cold of my bed....
_‘_

DOWNPOUR
Downpour—by window,
Snow—inside me.
Selection of mine:
Let you—Sin.
Fire—to my back,
Sheaf—of betrayals.
Edge—near me,
Stop—of Naiveness.
On my table, list
Of mundane affairs,
Splash of ideas,
Sonnet—has been sung.

Downpour—by window,
Snow—inside me....
_‘_

MEYTA
OTopBUCHL OT CBOEI KHUTN,
OTBEpHUCH OT cyeTbl —
Tak xo4y, 4TOD HacTosILEN
Crana Thl, ctana Thbl.

He vB» ogHVMM NULLb MUTOM,

He 6pocawn ceoto MeuTy.

Cepauem 4yBCTBYHO, UTO Xaelb Tbl —
U axay, n a:xay.

>Kay Teoen cBoboabl HOBOW,

Y106 HavaTb BCIO KM3Hb CHa4yana —
Begb octanock Ham elle

Hemano, Hemarno.

MNopaBn Geccunbs CTOHbI,
He npeHebperan MeuTton —
Cnuwkom goporo obxoantca —
Mokon, Nokown...

_’_



B 'OPOE
B ankom ropogae,
Huwbo BCnopoTom,
Yunwe ropapim ObITh,
YeM NCKOPMIEHHbIM.
B HOYb-N3MeHHULY —
Kygoa peHewbca?
Oyuwy TeHn XmyT,
MNpaBaT uenamu.
3HaTb npeaen cebe —
Obxoxo4eLlbcs.
W He Ton cyabbe
MnoHyTb Xo4eTcs.
Y3HaBal cKopewn,
CTOUT XUTb-HEXUTBL?
Harnbix psg Honen
MpopacTtaeT B CTbIA...

_‘_

3abpe3xun cBeT, 4YTO He ynay
Bes3pesynbTaTHO, HeT!
Cokpoto bpeg — mon Cmbicn oTneT
Crnosimu B HU3MEHHOCTb 3aXaTbIX
JleT.
Corpeto CTOH, N3BMHOBaYEHHbIN
Mwupcknmmn Tpatamm — CBEPX3BOH
Bbicb ornywwimn packatamu,
[loragkoro cpaxeH:
OH unb He OH?..

IN THE CITY
In the wild city
Disemboweled with poverty
It is better to be proud
Then to be fed about.
Where should | go?—
To the betrayer-Nite.
The Shadows are squeezing my soul
And governing my goals.
If I knew the limit of myself—
I'll be laughing boisterously,
I'll want to spit
On my false fate.
Do learn more rapidly—
Is it worth living or nonliving?
The row of my insolent roles
Germinates into Disgrace...

_‘_
SURMISE

The light was glimmering
That | shall not leave in vain.
No!
My Meaning has been sung out
By the years' layers
Squeezed in the poverty.
I'll heat the Moan
Guilted with the secular
Wastednesses—
A super-chime
Has deafened

The fancy realm

With peals,

| am overwhelmed

By the surmise:

Is Him or is not Him?..

_‘_
* % %

3nou 6poxy

Mo cTpaHMuamM KnaccukoB —
CToHeT XyTb

OT NOpbLIBOB racHyLLMX.
YUTto6bl 4yTb NocBETNEN
[oxnsan mur, cBoen

Mpopesato NyCTbIHIO — XaAHOCTbIO.

3Boxy
HenoBWHHbIX COTHM CTPOK,
Monua xry
CTOmnb KOHEYHbIN OAaHHbIN CPOK.
Mputamewmce, He cTon
Y cebs 3a cnnHom —
OT HuyTOo He cnaceT HM NoXb, HX bor.
_’_
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O0beckoHeUYNB HEN3OEXHOCTD,

Be3ponoTHO y3HaB o fHe,

Korpa ycnewHocTb —

[NceBporpelHoCcTb —

MpeacTaHeT AEBCTBEHHOCTbIO MHE,

O06ecnokoo HeAOCTOMHOCTb,

[MpoHuKHY B NpoLunoe o cnes

C pywoto ¢ 6oem,

CkpacuB 6orblo,

YUTto6 He poxaaTb u3 XKusHu cnet

HenpeoHamepeHHOCTU CbITOW,

HeycnokoeHHoCTU 3non,

Coxry monuteson —

Bpepna 6putBon —

ToT Mup, 4TtOo He 06N cobon.
_‘_

O6nesnocTb Bevepa —

3awna u xager.

Kpu4y, roHto, TLlyCcb — He3adem.

M3 Mbicnen YepHbIx

3amok Bo3BeerT,

MepenonaTnt npoLnocTb,

CBeTnoe — COXXeT,

MNornagnt HUMO,

MN3raguT coH.

OcTtaHoBuceb!

MpeaenbHbIN UMKNOCTOH —

Moy, nay 3a ceevyamu...

EMBRACING

Everlasting the inevitableness,
Learning, submissively,
About the day,
When the successfulness,
As the pseudosinfulness,
To me appears as the virginness,
I'll filter into the past to tears,
Fighting my soul, coloring my pain,
To not burn up, from life the gathering
Of the unpremediatedness replete,
Of the uncalmlessness wicked—
I'll burn down with prayer,
As the blade of the gibberish,
That World which | have not embraced
By myself.

_‘_

EVENING'S FADE

The evening's fadedness
Has come in and is waiting.
I'm crying, driving it away,
Frustrating—it is useless.
It will promote
The black conceptions' castle,
It will shovel—the past,
It will burn up brightness,
Smooth out the nimbus
And damage my dream.
Stand still!
The cyclic-moan unlimited.

I'm going out,
Going for the candles....
_‘_

BHYTPEHHHE MHPBI
[lBa Munpa ecTb BHyTpU y Hac —
Mwup yooBONbCTBUN U KeNaHWA.
BHe3anHo B KpMK MeHs1 NoTpsic
Mup nyOuHbI — CBSATON U CTPaHHBIN.
B Hero oTKpbITOCTb — He ANng BCeX —
BpeHHble B nepBOM NPONUCTalOT
He-X13Hb, MCKYCCTBEHHbIN yCnex
Wwmeq, Bce — aylua nycras.
CoBeToB, KaK TOT MUP NOCTUYL —
Be3aoHHO-TLWeTHa rpo3ab pasgymMun.
BHeuenoBeYHbIN CKPbITbIA CMbICT
HokeT nsHyTpm — nonet B 6e3ymbe.

_‘_
TEAE®OH
WcnopyeH TenedoH —
OOHOCTOPOHHMIA Xono4,.
Moi Mup — Mo MUKPOCHOH,
B paspbiB okpalleH mur.
O3ByuynBaThb HUYTO?
OnsaTb cobow packonot —
B uyTb Apebe3xallumnin CToH,
B 4yTb 6eCKOHEYHbIN MNKK...
_‘_



O3HOB
BHOBb O4HYCb,

N3MOYaneHHbIN B Npopyou
BesyTewHocTn — 4TobbI HE CXKEeYb
Becnone3HoCTb0 MbICIEHHbIN

ropoA csow,
MonbiTalock Ha Xap AyLn fnevyb.
OTtopBy OT 6€3rpeLlHOCTN HEHABUCTb,
PacksuTatocb co Bcemu, KTo niran,
B TkaHm yyBCTB 3anneTy
Bbicb 1 6peaa HUTD,
Y1006 HMKTO OonblUe He Lenosarn.
OTtongy oT okHa Ansa pasbera nuwb
OOBHUMy, 4YTOGbI Kpen4ye 3abbIThb,
He y3Hato, No Kom rogbl crnesbl nun.
YMunpaete? — NpocTo 3HOOUT.

_‘_

JYIXKAA
Ona 6yaTo cTtana YyXou, YyKom —
[MycTb nackm Te Xe 1 TOT Xe KpUK.
Ee Geperna ans 1ebs, cmeLlHON,
Muwn, 6enbii INCT" — 1 CHOBA Xun.

OT6poCcUB MbICIN, YHSIB 3Ma Kallenb,

3acTyXeHHbIX YyBCTB 0bpe3aB 60onb,

Bckonan Bonpocamu BECb MU HalLl.

Oa, myx npuexan" — OoTBET NPOCTON.
_‘_

FEVER
Being hold in the ice-hole
of inconsolableness,
| shall come to myself.
| shall try to lie on the brazier
not to burn
The mental city of mine
with the uselessness.

I'll tear off hatred from heartlessness,
I'll get even with everyone
who has lied,
I'll braid fancy realm and gibberish
into the cloth of feelings
For nobody to kiss me ever.

I'll move off the window only
for the running start,
I'll embrace to forget you fast,
| shan't know for whom | was crying
for the years.
Are you passing away?—
It is simply a fever.

_‘_

HATE
Do hate your Fate
For losing door
Into disgrace
To wish no more.

Do lay on grave
Of lying smile
Without stay

To close survival.

Do try to fight

With inner sins,
Forgetting light

From wrong way things.

Do feel hot steel
Of coming guns
Perverting bill
By stolen runs.

Do make your brain
Be free from null,
Do sit in train

Of yelling Rule.

Forgive me reef

Of wasting goals—

My last belief

Became a role.
_‘_



TOYKA
A xun Tobol,
MbiTasicb NOXbto —
Ee cBepxcnon
Mex Hamu xer
Cpes B HEBO3MOXHOCTb
CBuTO noxe —
M B Kpuk ¢ cobon,
B cBow cknen-ocTpor.
Yto X, BUXY 30ecb
Mo CTOH He HyXeH —
Pacceto cnecb
No nuyam cnos.
Tonnow NpocTyxeH —
B pocT npea xygwmm.
OTBeprHy nectb —
Llapwvuy cHos.
N3HemoraTb
OT HWLWM 3BYKOB
Ycrtan. [pe B3dTb
3anor n3 net?
JTo6Bum ry6 yyxaplIx,
CTpacTHbIX, rynbix
He oTtopBaTtb
OT MepTBbIX Her.
3akoH4YeH cnep,
M3 xpycTta pebep
Hanea — 6pen
Onpasun mur.

— 54 —

MeuyTbl nogobuin
Psn Hagrpobun —
3usieT cBeT

M3 TouKkKM B CTUX...

POINT
Being tortured with lie,
| was alive with you—
Its superlayer
Between us
Consumed the cut
To the impossible.
The couch has been built—
Then | break into yelling to myself
And go to my crypt-dungeon.
Why, | see that my moan
Isn't needed here—
I'll disperse my haughtiness
On the faces of words.
The crowd made me sick—
I'm standing up straight
In front of the worst
I'll reject the flattery
Which is the tsarina of dreams.
| am tired
To the exhaustion
By the poverty of sounds.
Where do | find
The pledge of years?
The passionate and silly,

Alien lips of love
Cannot be torn away
From the dead blisses.
The footprint
Of the naiveness—
Rib crunch—is over—
The gibberish
Has mounted the moment.
There is a row
Of the Dream-like gravestones—
The light gapes
Out of the verse's point....
_‘_

IITHIIBI
3aneTHbIX NTUL,
B GonbHble onepeHbs
B cToH uenosan.
Ee ockan — gpeman.
KoneHom — Hu;:
[yl HeEHYXHble TBOPEHbS
Wm pacceinan.
3auem? — He 3Han,
Ho xpan... besyMHbI cmbicn
McTowHoro ycneHbst
Mepemonun. Hame — ocTbin,
A — Obin. MNMoneTa BBbICb
He 6ynet — B yTelleHbe
M3pexy nbin: ykop, 3acTbiB,
M3rumn...

_‘_



PAOUAITHSA
Bosgyx —
Crnensawmin noTok pagmaumn.
[moxewb —
W KM3Hb UKC-ITy4amm CTMpaeTcs.
HeT!
He xouy pacnagatbcs Ha aToMbl!
MoxeT Tyga? —
BesynpeyHo 3axaTbl Mbl.
Twwb 1 cnokoncTBMe:
Y10 BbI, He BolTech Bhl..."
YeM e nameputb Bce?
[eTtckoro nenerta,
CywHocTtu TpeneTta
Bepon B mku cteneHn
He obontn —
Tak C KOro e CrpocuTb?..
_‘_
ITEAD

EGSyMHO cyactnmB — OQMHO4YECTBO.

K YeMy CTpeMUICA A4 — TOro 4OCTUr.
Mokost NoXxb OBHATL — He Xo4eTcs,

CMbICn XXM3HM — NENNOM AHa BO3HUK.

OH — He B paboTe U He B XeHax,

He B geTsx, M He B JOJMKHOCTAX:

B oBuxeHbM [lyxa — BCe K UHOMY,

A cMepTHbIe — nyckamn NpocTAT.
_‘_

RADIATION
My air—
Is the blinding flow of radiation.
| gnaw it—
And my life is wiped by X-rays.
No!
| don't want to decay on atoms!
Do | go that way?—
We are blamelessly squeezed.
The quiet and calmness:
What's the matter, don't be afraid..."

By what do you measure everything?

You cannot get round
The childish prattle
And trembling of essence
By the faith in the degrees of lie.
So who is to be responsible?...
_‘_
GOAL
| am madly happy—
there is the loneliness.
What | was striving for—
I've already attained.
| do not want to embrace
the Lie of calmlessness.
The Meaning of the life

has appeared as the bottom's ash.

That one is not
in work and wives,
In children
and appointments:
It's only
in the changing
movement of Mind—
But let the mortals—
forgive me.
_._
* % %
OXNUTb — He CHOM,
JonTtn — He nennowm,
UcuyBcTBOBaTHCS — HE Bepoin.
MocTnyb nsnowm,
Ykyc ycnexa
He 3anuBaTtb noxsan BOOOWN.

MoTtpatntb — BCE,

[Mo3HaTb, Tak CyLLHOCTb,

VMckonecus HYTpO KynbTyp.

M3 Mrnbl HUYTO

M3Bneyb co3Byube,

CbirpaTb NOCNEOHNUIA C XU3HBIO TYP.
_‘_



* % %

Bcex nepebpan —
N yto xe? —
3puTenbHbIn 3an
McTowHocTb

B HMK4YeMHOCTb neperHo4a npespatdarn.

Mnno3un 6an

Boctoprom

KusHb npenasan,

OTTOprHyB

3aunHpeBeBLIen BeyHocTn ockan.

Mckonecus

Bce rpaHm,

Cnoxwus 13 cun,

MeuTtaHnn

Henpukacaembi 3onon Haus,
MNepemonun

CtpagaHbs,

Mepekycun

>KenaHbs,

YUT0o6 HEe3aMeTHbIV KPUK MOV
B Bbyayuiem 3acTbin.

PLAYHALL
| have examined everybody—
And what is the result?—
The playhall was converting
The heart-rendingness

Into the good-for-nothing of the humus.

Turning away
The grin of the Eternity,
Became white with frost,
The illusions' ball
Was betraying the life
With the delight,
Having travelled
Over all facets,
Putting together
Forces and dreams
Into the Naiveness
Inviolable with ashes,
| have reprayed the sufferings,
| have bitten through the longings
For my imperceptible crying
To congeal into the Future.
_‘_
MIYCTOH BAT'OH
BaroH — nyctoi. Montock. Muwy.
Tbl — 32 OKHOM.
He BMXy — 3Hato.
Ywna — OH XAeT, NoCTeNb COrpes.
Cnesy — B nepo.

Bpak — npesupato.
LiepKoBHbI 3BOH.
MonybusHa
CTeH — Haw obpsia,
OHU — cmesanues.
MocTon. He cnn, He npegpeLueH
Mcxon meyutbl —
CHoM oTpaBnstocChb.
WcTtoweH kpuk. CnneTteH knybok —
Mponen Tenna,
He nan nccoxHyts.
OHu nponayT, Tebs cMeHNB —
XKuTb roe u Kak,
B cepauax KoTopbIx?
Ogaplwka neT cMeeTcs B rapb —
Ein HUNnouem
BonbHble HEPBLI.
Ockan — rotoB. Ho nuuib o6bekT
CxunmaeTt cmex
Jhkn xBaTkon BEpPHOM.
3amoneH rpex — 1 CHoBa B MyThb.
OHn — npocTAT,
Korga otnpoculb.
MporHo3bl 6en NeTAT Ha 30B
OTXUTBIX YyBCTB,
B kotopbix — OceHb...
_‘_



* % %

LiBeThbl 3ab6BeHMS,
Conpukacasacs, nenu
CMbICn BOCKpeLLeHMS.
YTpauumBas uenu,
MoTKMBbI NCKPEHHOMN,
McTtomneHHoM meyThbl
COXrIInKn COK KU3HEHHbIN,
Y106 3x0M NycTOThl —
PacTtasaTtb B CTOH.
Bpockom — k 6e36pexxHOCTM
Jlboa ognHo4bs KneTw,
[Non3kom — OT HEXHOCTEN
OTpaBneHHbIX CTONETUHN,
BonesHsam coBectn —
Oy BHYTpeHHUN NpocTop.
[MOKpbITBIN rPYCTHIO CTUX —
VM namsaTHUK-yKop:
O6ny4eH cHOM.

_‘_

* % %
AKutb yctan 9 —
OTpesaTb HENpocTo.
MbinNb octanacs —
Cyab6bl He MOHAT.
YacTto kaxetcs —
BpemeHu oceHb,
YacTo xouetca —
He ymupartb...

FLOWERS
Touching the flowers
Of neglectfulness
Sang
The meaning of revival,
Losing purposes,
Motifs of the sincerely
And weary Dream
Burnt down the vital juice
As the echoes of the void
To wane in moan.

In one throw to the immenseness
Of the icy loneliness closet.
On hands and knees from tenderness
Of poisoned centuries.
Give the inside scope of souls
To the ilinesses of conscience.
The verse covered with sadness
Is the tombstone-reproach
For them—
Has been irradiated
By dream.

_‘_

YCIIEHHE
Mupckux cTpacTen
OTTOprHyTOCTH B3pE3aeT
Mapb nceBgo-gHen,
McTOMMNEHHbIX MEYTON.
Y6orun ceet
Jhke-Hum6 Hmnyto nobsaer.
MNokosi HeT —

Mokpoto ckren pocown
Hapexabl. 3noctb
N36aBuT oT Be3ymbs,
BnuBatochk B KOCTb
HaunBHbIX OpegoCcHOB.
MpepBaTtb nonet
3acTtaBuT NonHonyHbe
MCTOLLHBIX NeT,
YT100bI CO AHAa
Nenntb
Ceepxcmbich
YcneHwns:
loToB...

_‘_
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M3ogpaH pasHOUBETHbIN Wap —
MeuTtaHun rapb.
Oywa ywepuwero
He npocur.
Ctapb, nnava, rnoxet —
Mopo3 no koxe.
Houb nceBpo->Knsxun
XKatBy kocuT,
Mown Cmbicn yHOCUT
Ha ncropraemoe Jloxe,
Y106 KPUK YMHOXMTB,
Cnen yMHOXUTb...
Boxe... boxe... boxe...

_‘_

* % %
OTpexy HeEHaBUCTb OT rPyCTy,
VicneneHatocb B nepes3BoH
[MyCTbIHHBIX NeT — KOMY 34eCb
HyxeH paszbeBLnii NnamaTb
HULLIN CTOH?

YcTanbin B3rnsag B cebs BoH3alo,
M3BnHoBauuBato rnybb —
Kakue cunbl nanackator,
HapyT ewe xoTb pa3 BAOXHYTb?
3akneeH Mvr B MOrusny Muros —
VIM TOLLHO, 1 XMBYT OHU
Jlnwb B TEX,
KTo BepuT, 4TO ANg HMX Obin
W nepBbIn, 1 NOCNEAHUIA MUT.

BALL
The multicolored ball of dreams' smell
Has been torn away. My soul
Is not begging for the things
Which have been gone away.
Crying, The senility is gnawing me—
The frost is on my skin.
The Nite of pseudo-Life
Is mowing her crop
And carrying off my Meaning
To the exhausting Couch,
To multiply my shout with yelling,
To multiply my mark with trace....
Oh! My Lord... My Lord... My Lord....
_‘_
HATRED
I'll cut off hatred from sorrow,
I'll be swaddled into the chime
Of the wasted years—who needs
The poverty's moan,
Having eaten away the memory?
I'm thrusting into myself
The fatigued gaze,
I'm accusing my depths—
Which forces will caress
And give me to breathe once again.
A moment has been stuck up
Into the grave of moments—
They sicken, they are living
In those who believe,

That the first moment and the last one
Were given for them only.

_‘_

KPYI'H
He cnbiwaTh 6bl Aywn
MCTOLLHBIX NecHONeHnN,
Mrnbl 6enbili caBaH CLUNTb
M3 noxoTu n neHn,
O6bATb cebs Hyxaon
HeBblickazaHHOM CyTH,
MpeHebperaTb 3050W
lMycTonopoxHux 6ygHen,
Yaaputb no nuuy,
MeHsitowemy macku,
CTtpax nogaBuTb, YCHYTb
Ha BpeMeHHbIX cobnasHax.
OtBetnth? lNMepen kem?
Bokpyr 60nbHbI TUNAXeM
3abBeHus, B NoXb CTEH
McTpaTnB COHHBIN pasyMm.
Ypoaysa nepo, nogaakmsas HULLM,
B HeoTBpaTUMBbI pOB,
KoTopblIi uMu GpbI3xeT,
HecyTcs He ckopbs,
He Tpebysi oTcpoykn —
HeuncroBocTb poadar
CnacuTtenbHble CTPOYKM.

_‘_



* % %

MN3rnd H1UTK
Cynbbbl —

Yaap ckonb3uT

O BbiT.

O! bor mon!

He noswu Ha crnose
WckpeHHeM
Jlio6Bu,

He cton

Han naronosuem
He-xunaun.
Packpoi

Ha Huuwb rnaza —
YcTtan cxuraTtb
Hunzam

MNocnegHun

Jlyy HyTpa.
3acrtaBnio

MNatHa

CMbITb

oo6ua
YcnokoeHnem
BecctbigHOM
YKOPU3HBI.

Kpuiy — montoch,
OeHb-yxac — xay:
Houb naronsietca —
3abBeHneM ynbiochb.

BEND
There's the bend
Of the Fate's thread—
The blow is sliding
On the Mode of life.
Oh! My Lord!
Do not catch me
On the sincere word
Of love,
Do not stand
Around ahead
Of the non-living.
Please, open your eyes
On the Poverty—
I'm tired to burn down
For the Bottom
My last ray inside me.
I'll force
The stains to be washed
By the offences’
Calmlessness
Of the obscene
Reproach.
I'm crying, praying,
I'm waiting
For the terror-day:
The Nite is scoffing at me—
I'll get drunk with the oblivion.
_‘_

HOCTAABI'USL
B Mur nokoH4YNTb CO MHOW,
TWETHO, 0XXeCTOYEHHO
Bce nbiTanacb — 3a4yem?
Tak ynopHo — 3ayem?
Ho Tenepb: 1 — apyron,
W paccynok Moi COHHbIN,
Kak u 51, oH — He 3aecb,
Bnpouem, 6onblie — Hurge...
Tbl ApOXNLLL — OblTa NAMATb,
PyKy meLub — nycTo BCe.
Ceepxxenanum rge cren?
Tex gaBHO HET MEeYTaHUN:
Wx, Tebs Tam octaBun —
3a CTeHOM XyTKuX nerT.

YT0 X, MO OyX HE BUHN,
YTO OH BbICbIO pacTasn.
Tbl ocTanacbh Bce Ta Xxe
W xuseLlb NpexXHUM MHOWN.
Te panekue gHu,
Yto 60nbHbI HOCTanbrmen,
He TpeBOXb.
A — He TOT,
A — Huden
W He TBOW.

_‘_
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OcupoTeBLunn B3rnsag,

Ot knatB —

Jlrana.

Cynbbbl ymepLumn cag —
Cnoto pgotna.

To 6bin pasber? —

Mo kpyry...

PeweTka net
3a4epkmBaeT CBeT,

YUTtob6 noxem cratb
Ynpyrum.

MoneTt — 03HOO,

YMOCh — 3Mn0oMm,
BocTtopros NMpoLwunoro
dnarwTok — HaCcKBO3b.

C HeHy>xxHon pucpmoint XKnusHm —
OanHoYHOM Kamepon CHa — BPO3b.
JInwb Obpas
HenpnKoCHOBEHHbIN —
MNceBaooHapkos.

BoT BbikntovaTens —
[NoBoporT...

W mur pasmasaH no nyctomn
BceneHHon.

GAZE
The gaze deserted
By the oaths—she's lying.
The garden, dead,
Of Fate—I shall sing it
To ashes.
Was it a running start?—
The running in the circle...
The years bars
Are crossing out the light
To be changed into a resilient bed.
The flight's—the fever,
I'll be washed by evil.
Let the flagstaff
Of Past's delights—
Be through and gone.
To be with the needless rhyme
Of Life,
As with the solitary cell
Of dream, apart.
The only Image
Inviolable—
Is pseudonarcosis.
Here is a switch—
The turning...
And so a moment
Has gotten smeared
Over the empty Universe.
_‘_

OXHUIOAHUE
Hwv gpysein, H1 nogpyr —
Oxupato Tebs.
A Tbl MbeLlb, U LenyeLbCs C HUMMU.
Halum necHun — 3abbina.
Halumx cnoB — He NOHATb.
Yt0 X, HeNpocTo Ham 6bifno —
MpocTtn MHe.
BHoBb — cebs notepsn,
PacteopwuBLuMCE B cyab0e,
MNameuTtan Houb —
O gHe HacTosLEeM.
K aBoriHon G6enor 3Be3fe
3atonTana Haw cneq,

3amena — OHMM XXECTOM U3SILLIHbIM.

_‘_
HE YMEIO
Xanb, He ymeto Bo3BpaLlaTbcs —
KoTophbIx HET, 3a4eM nckatb?
B HamBax npowunoro konaTbcs,
Ceon mud puckysa notepatb?

HeT, He 3abbin, HeGnarogapHbIN.

A — npocTo Tam, rae cTpacTu HeT.

B konbLe peanbHocT 6e3gapHoi

CTpemneHun yHn4ToXeH bpeg.
_‘_
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M3opBaH ropuaoHT,

Pacnsatne — cBUHUOM.

He cnibiwy neHmna —
OceHHss
Jro60oBb Co NbaoMm

[NepekopexmBaeT COH.

Cebs pacTopr

C HyTpOM He TeMm.

Nx nneH —

Mow cyacTtba mopr —
Yconwun

B namopoau

N3 Meuthbl

Hauea BMHOrpagHuK.
CeKyHOHbI AbIM
Onnen 30B Nulb,
HanomuHas 3anaxom,
YTto BcnaxaH Obin
3abBeHbeM MblnT —
McTomneHHbIn
MNocnegHum

3nom
BcenoxupatoLmx
HeHy>xHbIX cnos
Moen Qywin
Be3ymHbIn BcagHuk.

HORIZON
My horizon is torn to pieces—
The crucifying was made by lead.
| do not hear the Singing.
The Fall love—full of ice
Is warping and warping my dream.
Let the lying beach
Throw away to the moan.
| am divorced with the false
Inside of me.
The thing, which is
A captivity for them,
Is my morgue of happiness,
As the Naivete's vineyard
Deceased in the rime of Dream.
The smoke of seconds
Has only enveloped—the Call,
Reminding with its odour
That my ardour,
Being ploughed up
By the Neglectfulness,
Is my soul's mad horseman
Exhausted by the worst evil
Of all-devouring
And needless words.

_‘_

* % %

BHOBb XryT He3pumble TBou
M3meHbI ¢ MyxeM:
W ronoc — Tnx, n — nnadeT TeneqoH.
Bcero — 3BOHULLb, KaK 51 HY HY>KEH...
[a — BuHoBaTbl 0b6a Mbl,

Aa — oOLUIA CTOH.

BHoBb OefcTBytO

NCYEPHO-HULLIMMWN 3BOHKaMMU,
M3 crne3 HanBHbIX CIOXEH ropbKuin
CTUX.
OHun xe — Bce,

YTO MU3HbIBAET C HAMU —
Oyw ckopOHbIX BEYHOCTb
Bpe3an B HUX.

OTBEPXKEHHOCTD —
XecTokasi pacnnara —
PucyeT no xnBomy B KpUK,
nackaert Brapb.

YKpOICb 0ANHOYECTBA 3aKaToM,
Ynbocb MevTon,

4T06 HE YHU3NTL CTapb.

_‘_
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Cxuratowasa >KnsHo

TonyeT B 06bATUAX

CBowux

Mown cBer,

MogbpackiBas B TOMKy ner,
YKe Yyxux,

OT uckoBepkaHHOM oyLun
BoneTtovalume Kyckn-oTHATUS.
O! Hert!

HauBHOCTb cnagkas u cnenota
He Bo3BEpPHET UX B 30B:
Crpena-ybuiina BpemeHn —
JInwe B nntoc.

[aBHo

Xotenocbk KpukHyTb "dal"

B MeuThbl 3rOBOHHbIN POB.
Tenepb Xru,

Bce paBHO —

OcTaToK yObiBatoLLMIA
MNepeTepnnio,
McTomneHHbIn,
[MpOHWKHYBLLWHA,
Y6eneHHbIn,

PacTtassun...

BURNING UP THE LIFE
Burning up the life
Is trampling my Light
In her embrace,
Throwing into the furnace
Of already other's years
The painshed bits amputated
From the soul mutilated.
Oh! No!
The sweet Naivete and the blindness
Will not give back them to the call:
There is the Time's dart-killer—
Who, piercing, gives you more.
It was long ago desired
To yell: "Yes!"
Towards the fetid
Ditch of Dream.
Do burn up now—
It does not matter—
I'll over-bear
The vanishing remainder,
| am exhausted...
I'm hoary with ages...
I'm melted....
_‘_

CMEPTH
Korga nog nnegom rner,
Kak cHerom nec ykyTas,
Crnbaet BeTBM 4YyBCTB
Ywepawux Her noKpos,
N3amyumBaeT cnyx
WcyesHoBeHbe 3ByKa
IMpuKOoCHOBEHbLA TOW,
YT0 3Han C HaMBHbIX CrOB.

OHa no63ana raps,

Cwmesicb, oep3vna B npoceab,
He cnpawwusana xepTs,

A npocto ux 6pana,

Mwr He ocTaHoBUN

Ee 6e3ymMHbIN Nnpodunnb —
Y1006 MCTMHY NOCTNYb,
PaspywuTtb BCce morna.

3aTtopMOo3u1Tb NOKOW
MCTOMNEHHOCTU CbITON,
O6e306pasms GbIT
BocTtopramu He-cHa,
CnoxuB 13 Kpacok-ayLu
Ha >xu3HeHHon nanutpe
HenoBTopMMBIN KpUK:
Tak xanb, 4YTo NuLlb oaHal
_‘_



KOM
CnenHy oT CHOB-NoXapwuL,
CnomneHHbIX NeT v Lenen,
KpenHy oT cnosa "ctapocTtb"
W paamuHalo kom
BckopmneHHbIX NeHon cTaga
MpecHbix aywn nsgenui,
YTo6bl HACLITUTL CMPaAOM
>K13HKM nocnegHuin TOM.
Bbinblo NCTOLLHBIN 3anax
TpynoB-40nro., CBepLUEHUN,
CxaTbIX B POCKOLUHbIX nanax
JIrywien B nuuo cyapObl.
Cpexy ocTaTok cTpaxa,
KopeHb COXry COMHEHBEM,
YTto6bl ocbinaTb Npaxom
MyTb B HUKyAa — 1 ObIThb...

_‘_
3amMpu BOCTOPXKEHHOCTb,
McToprHyB cmbicn —
KyTb YHUUTOXEHHBIX
Ha ropcTb XM1BbIX.
Ockan HegpeMnioLLEen, YKOp CBATBLIX,
B 60onbHyt0 3eMo 1 BOH3a0 MU,
M3BNMHOBA4YEHHOCTb MOrMOTUT KPUK,
YTto BCE UcTpavyeHo —
Ha oHe — cTapuk.
Jlnuo oTkpoeTcsa B nocnegHui pas

MonuTtBoi cmoeTcs Bce, 4TO npunac.

CLOT
Blind with my dream-ruins
Of broken years and goals,
Get stronger with word "senility",
I'm kneading the clot
Of soul's unleavened wares
Nursed with foam of mob
To satiate the life's last volume
With stench.
| will drink heart-rending
Of corpse-debts, achievements
Squeezed in luxurious paws
Of the Fate lying to face,
| cut off the terror's remainder,
| burn up the Root by doubt
To powder with ashes
The way to nowhere— to be....
_‘_
HAVING
Having extorting the meaning,
Stand still the exaltation—
There is an awful lot of crushings
As to the handful of the livings.
The grin of the unwinking,
The reproach of the saints—
I'm sticking the moment
Into the morbid ground.
The guiltiness
Will absorb the yelling about
Everything having been wasted—

On the bottom

Me—an old man.

Face will be opened

For the last time—

The Things which were stored up

Will be whitewashed with Prayer.
_‘_

* % %

JIxn BocTOpProm ynbtochb

B Tpnauatb Tpu HaKOHeU-TO,
BHe 3amT okaxycb —

Ha okpauHe getcTBa.

Be3bicxoQHOCTb NPUHATE —
U cBoe yxe npoxun.

Yem MCTOLLHEN Kpn4aTb,
Tem ckopen YHUUTOXUTb

Cebs B Oyaoywiem aHe.

YXn3Hu gHO HacTosLEeN

YT06 NOKNHYTb, HE CMEN

BbITb NycTbIM, MWL GrecTAWMM.
_‘_



PO3BITPBIII
B HOuYb cribiLeH
Orpy6GeBLuni ronoc
Henpukacaemon meyTbl —
Ee narHmBLLmMe Kyckn —
JlackatoT ropno.
Xop rpacdhomaHoB —
BpbI3xeT 3r0Mm.
Mown kpuk —
He pudpm gHa cearnka,
W He pa3mMepoB xankmx
N36uTbIX
CTVXOTBOpPHbLIV AOM:
A nbto cebs,
MbsHesa 6onblo,
B Hux uctoprato
Cwmblcn TOroO,
3auem 5 6bIn
34ech Tak,
YTtobbl UCTPaTUTL ponu,
3ayem nnbiN He Tyaa
W rpeb He Tem Becrnom? —
[a, npocTto xun...
Monwn...
U cTbin,
PasbirpeiBasi criom.

— 64 —

PLAYING THE GAME

The callous voice

Of the inviolable Dream

Is heard in the Night—

Her rotten pieces

Are caressing my throat.

The graphomaniacs' chorus

Is spattered with evil.

My yelling is—

Not the damp of bottom rhymes

And not the house of verses

Of trite and miserable metres:

Being tipsy with my pain

| drink myself,

Extorting from my soul

The meaning

Of what | have been here,

Why | have wasted all roles,

Why | was swimming

In the false direction

And rowing with the false oar?—

Yeah, | was simply living...

Was praying...

And was freezing

Playing the game of change.
_‘_

* % %

OTpesaH nyTb —

W B npoLunoe Hu wary.

OHo — konopeul, TbMbl,

'ne oHo Bne4veT Huyewm.

OCTbIHb JOCTOMHCTBA
M3xxapeHHas XU3Hblo naganb,
3aTtmum 3aBecon ObIMHOO
BeccoBeCTHOCTb CEMENHBIX CLIEH.

B cTtpaHe nevanu

Bpewmsi rogbl BsxkeT

M3 HUTEn XNNMNKNX HEPBOB,
ToOHeHbKNX pocTKoB JTtoOBu.

U BOT yxxe —

XOnCT NOXbI HAaNOMaXeH.

A Te, KTO ByaTO

Mpaeay 3Hanu, rae? — Ywnw.

OcTaHbTecb Ha MFHOBEHbE

B nnucbmax »kentbix

W B cboTorpacpmax HacTeHHbIX,

Kak vacsbl.

O! I'peLHMKN,

W Bce, KTO 30n ObIn,

XoTa Obl Tam

Hangute cun npoctuThb.
_’_



XHU3Hb
MoneHnss BOCTOProm He HacbITUCA —
W cHuk.
Yt0 e ycnen? — Crapuk
PaccesiH 6e3bICXOAHOCTLIO.
HeycnokoeHHoOCTb —
3no pasyma uapuT He Tam.
BHeuenoBeyeckasi HEXXHOCTb —
He ny4. OtBeTb! K10 3gecb? —
Be3bpeHOCTb BONe3HEeHHbIX OKOB.
O! XXpuua cHoB! —
OkaTbIBaEeT C rofoBbl 40 HOr
Kowmapom —
JTiobutenbHmua 6e3yTeLlHbIX
W ©e30TBETHBIX TPYNOB —
YKnsHb!

_‘_

3ACTOABE OOJUHOYECTBA

MNbin 3umoBan —
Bo mMHe meyTa rHana.
Kyga? — He 3Han.
OHa oTcunTbIBanNa —a cynTarn:
W He cownoce...
W 3nocTb, 3Hexacb
[MecHoneHMaAMM CcTpacTH,
3axaB ockan, Hecnace.
Tam BeYHbIn 6an, cMepasawun,
Oprum nack, 3actonbe oguHoO4YecTBa
M Cnac.

LIFE

| have not been full

of my praying delight
And | have shrunken.
What have | done?—The old man
Is dispersed by hopelessness.
The restlessness—
The mind's evil— reigns not there.
The nonhuman delicacy
Is not the Ray. Please, answer!
Who is there?— The immenseness
Of the morbid bondage.
Oh! Priestess of dreams!—
You are being poured over

From head to foot by the nightmare.

You are a lover
Of the inconsolable and meek
Corpses—Life!

_‘_
FEAST OF LONELINESS
The ardour was wintering—
Inside me soul was driving.
Whither?—I didn't know.
She was counting out—
| was counting on:
And it did not tally...And the Malice,
Softening with the Passion psalms,
Squeezing her grin, rushed.
It was a stinking and eternal Ball,

Orgies of caresses,
The feast of loneliness—
And the Salvation.

_‘_

FILE
Me not to strive to open file

of new relations,

Wall white: you, Loneliness,
Screen's points—empty imitations.

They say the same, they love as if
they drink turned beer,
My bare and hard inside for them is
only function mere.

I'm praying: bill me, God, I'll pay
my soul's arrears
Before your long-awaited word-appeal
makes me disappear.

Last plot of the inevitable downfall
burns low,
My dreams were perfectly betrayed
and shot.
| go....



* % %

B 6peny otnetocTtu
3axry HenenocTbio
Becb mup! —
OTCTOMHMK COBepLUEHCTBa
Huwwin,
30Mn0oi HeUCTOoLLMMOCTb
Bpbi3xeT,
BonbHOM cTapuk Mornnown rnas
Besymbe obHMMaeT —
OH 3HaeT, 3HaeT, 3HaerT...
OTBEprHyTOCTb, NANMTPY U3roTOBMB
M3 4epHOTbI CNOLLHON
W 6onu, cnewnr.
O! ToHbLUEe KUCTb — Beb XMB.

_‘_

* % *
O6yrnusBLLMnNCcs HUMB
M3pesan abcontoTHbIN CMbICTT —
HackBo3b.
VICTOMNEHHbIN NOKOoW
Tep3san HyTpPoO — 3a CNoeMm Crowu:
B HULWb — 3n0CTb.
McTpayeHHoCTb 3Bana
B HM4TO — 3a Wwarom Lar:

IKn BNacTb —

BocTtopr.
3akoH4yeHHOCTb Bpena
Mo cToHy net. Hamea cnactb —
B ykop.

BEING DELIRIOUS
Being delirious by the despair

| shall burn up with the nonsense

The whole World!—

The settling tank

Of the poverty's perfection,
The inexhaustibleness

Is spattered with ashes,
The sick old man

Is embracing the madness—
He knows, knows, knows...
Making the palette

From the entire blackness
And pain,

The rejectingness is in a hurry.

Oh! Make your brush

More fine— you see | am alive.

_‘_
The nimbus carbonized
Has cut up
The meaning absolute—
Throughout.
The peace exhausted
Was tearing
The whole inside of me
To pieces—
The layer after layer:
Let evil come
Into the poverty.

The wastedness
Was calling to the Nothing—
Step after step.
The power of lie
Is the delight.
The finality
Was making years' moan way.
Let the sweetmeat of Naivete
Come to the reproach.
_‘_
Ha yxogsawmx saanb
Knenma He cTtaBnio — Herae.
WX XM3HBIO COTBOPEHHbIN CKarnbnerb
JloB3aeT HexHo.
Hapetocs, xry,
Cebsa nsmy4dmearo — cnnio.
Oal
Te oHM gaBHO ucyesnNn —
XOXOT, nneck:
MonunTt acbmpHbIN BETEP
BpemeHu.
W 3nut
3acTeH4YnMBOCTb MEYThI,
U nmxeT nevans...
_’_



* % %

O! BpemeHnun Kocal!
OcTaHoBucb!

O! Jlessne Hunuyto,
HanpaBneHHoe BBbICb —
3ampu,

Y106 cHUTbCS

Byaywum cebe,

Y1006 3HaTh,

YTto He pacTasan cnea,
Yto He ycnen

Conratb.

O! Mygpoctn BornHa —
CrapocTb!

CH1MM MeHd

C konui HamBHbIX CITIOB —
LLnnoB. »enaHHbIX po3 —
Coxru

Mown [lyx 3a pagocTtb
Henpeackasyembix waros
3a ropusoHT,

3a 3BOH

MycTton

Tex, 4To NpUAayT.

A MHe?

Y10 MHE? —

[oTOB...

SCYTHE OF TIME
Oh! You! The scythe of Time!
Do stand still!
Oh! You! The blade of Nothing,
Set to the fancy realm—
Be frozen to dream
About yourself in future,
To know that my footprint
Has not been melted,
That |
Have not been successful
In lying.
Oh! You! The Goddess of wisdom,
Senility!
Do take me off
The spears of the naive words—
As prickles of the roses
Desired—
Consume my Mind
For the delight
Of unforetold steps
Behind the horizon,
For empty peal of them
That will come.
But what's for me?
Why me?
I'm finished....
_‘_

JBE OCEHH
YTO CMOTpPETL B OKHO Ha NMNCTbA? —
[a, xxenTeloT, MpYT, NeTAT.
IMpoBOXas OCEHb XXN3HMU,
He BepHyTb BeCHy Hasag.
CTtpacTb ocThiNa, NecHb oTrneTa.
TaHueBaTtb? Komy? 3ayem?
CwmbICNOB pagocTHoe NeTo
B JleTy kaHyno Hu ¢ 4yem.
lMpuoTkpoeT nn 3aBecy
HuTb cyabbbl, kKak TO y3HaTb?
MHe 6 ynTn OT CTOHOB fneca
TLWeTHbIX CHOB.
Mwur nbeT BecHa...

_‘_

IIPOILIIAHHUE
[MooX0OXy K N3rofioBbio
HenokopHoli cyabbbl —
PacnpoluaTtbcs ¢ noboBbto,
Y106 ee He 3a0bIThb.
'PyCcTHO cneTble NecHu
B upeBe »*u3Hn ckpbiBaTb
W cagpbl poAHbIX XXEHLUWUH
M3 gywum ymHOXaTb.
Ha nctnesLimx obnomkax,
[MoXopOHEHHbIX aen
OcTaBnso NoToMKkam —
BbeckoHeuHbIN npegen.

_‘_



Poetry readings and live concerts by the author

* 1994 July INTERNATIONAL CONGRESS OF ARTS AND
COMMUNICATIONS (Edinburgh,UK)

* 1994 December SMALL PRESS BOOK FAIR (New York, NY) -
poetry reading

*1994 December PenRose PUBLISHING Co. (Mystic Island, NJ) -
poetry reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian)

* July 1995 EUROPEAN SCHOOL OF GROUP THEORY (Valladolid,
Spain) - poetry reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian)

*July 1995 LA CLAVE MUSIC AND POETRY CLUB (Madrid, Spain)
- poetry reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian with
Spanish translation)

* August 1995 SECOND CHURCH OF PONCE (Ponce, Puerto Rico) -
poetry reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian with
Spanish translation)

* August 1995 THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS (Washington, DC) -
poetry reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian) at the
special Russian Table

* August 1995 ROCK CREEK GALLERY (Washington, DC) - poetry
reading and songs to the guitar (in English and Russian)

* June 1996 WASHINGTON POETS WORKSHOP'S annual reading
(Reston Community Center, Wasington, DC) - poetry reading and songs to
the guitar in English and Russian

* June 1996 ALBANY POETRY CLUB (Albany, NY) - poetry reading
and songs to the guitar in English and Russian

* June 1996 RAVEN POETRY CLUB (Baltimore, MD) - songs to the
guitar in English

*June 1996 MARY PICKFORD THEATER (The Library of Congress,
Washington, DC) - poetry reading and songs to the guitar in English and
Russian

* December 1996 FEUDENHEIM HARMONIKA CLUB (Mannheim,
Germany) - songs to the guitar in Russian

* April 1999 KHARKQOV POETRY CLUB (Kharkov, Ukraine) - songs to
the guitar in Russian and English

* May 1999 KHARKOV UNIVERSITY LIBRARY (Kharkov, Ukraine) -
songs to the guitar in Russian and English

* April 2001 POETRY CLUB (Hangzhou, China) - songs to the guitar in
Russian and English

Recordings

* December 1994 The songs ICON and WITHIN A HEARSBREADTH
OF LIFE in English and Russian (Joplin's Studio, New York, USA) MC

* November 1995 The concert MOTIFS OF YEARS in English and
Russian (PortaStudio Tascam 488 MKII, Kaiserslautern, Germany) MC: 33
min. (can be ordered)

* July 1996 The concert BLITZ in Russian (PortaStudio Tascam 488 MKI|,
Kaiserslautern, Germany; edited and digitalised at Studio TERMINAL,
Heidelberg, Germany) CD&MC: 40 min. (MC can be ordered)

* May 1997 Both concerts BLITZ and MOTIFS OF YEARS are
considerably improved, remixed and degitalized and available on CD: 67 m.
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