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[lepesook! KOnuu Nemposou



You are too often right

And it makes me so frightened

For this time | will not ask you my way
As | don’'t know where | will go

So pleasant is just to get lost

In the soft dust of thousands of roads... /p 138/



CauiikoM 4acTo Thl IpaBa ObIBaelllb —

s Te0s OOKOCh.

B 3TOT pa3 g He cripoInych

Y YUY — KyJla HE 3HAI0 —

TaK IIPUATHO 3aTCPATHCA

B IIBIJIN TBICSAYH I[OpOF!

B MArkou npuin...



In a bright mist the trees have climbed

To the edge of the Earth wandered from the emptiness
In the bright mist you will see your childhood

That cannot be seen

In the bright mist this love is unshared

And whether it was love or not

In the bright mist the trees are waving goodbye
Leaving the edge for emptiness... /p117/



B TymaHe cBETIOM JepeBbs U3 MyCTOTHI

BeIxosT Ha Kpa 3eMIIu.

B TYMaHC CBCTJIOM YBUJHIIb ACTCTBO.

YBUIETH €ro HeJb34!

B Tymane cBeTiioM J1IF000Bb 0€30TBETHA.

brua 1u ona, Opuia?

B TymaHe CBETIIOM AEPEBBS B MyCTOTY

YX0oaaT ¢ Kpast 3eMJIH.



Whether a man of one soul?
There are as many of them as trees in a forest
Got lost like an echo in a shabby raincoat

Hanging from these thin shoulders of my own. /p126/



Pa3Be y denoBeka oaHa aymia?
HX cTONBKO, CKOJIBKO CTBOJIOB B JIECY.

Cpenu HUX 3a0J1yAUI0Ch, MOJ00HOE XY,

B BCTXOM IlJIalll€ HAa TOHKUX IIJICHaXx

MOE ‘a9,



Totem of the house

Do not construct a house not to wake up sadness in your heart
At first it will be new and wonderful, unusual and dear

Your hands grow stronger and more sensitive from creating
Your eyes will be brightened with light

Your ears will hear wonderful music

Favorite things will find their places in it

Dearest and nearest will live here

While the rest are treated as witty and clever guests.

The time will fly... The years will pass...

And one day you will find yourself lonely

With a high pressure in your heavily-tight chest

Ghosts of things, people and events

Will enter the doors and windows

And squeeze in all cracks to take empty spaces.

The air will stay still, speaking in different voices

And the walls will speak in different voices

While a hundred steps squeak under invisible feet
Shadows will feel at home comfortably

Resting in all beds, chairs,

Sitting on the benches around the table.

All the odors of the seasons will mix up

In the way you will not be able to breathe them in or out
And you will desperately wish to get freedom and emptiness
But your heart will get rooted to the walls of the house

To its columns and doors

And you will see clearly that you have died

And became the part of the house itself...

It seems new, wonderful and dear to its new owners
You would cry and moan but nobody will hear you
And nobody will listen to your wise warning

As they enter the house and say:

‘It is probably a draughty place

We will need checking cracks in the windows.’ /p213/



Torem noma

He ctpoii toma cBoero, 4ToObl CEpAIy HE TPUUUHUTD MeYalb.

[Tonauamy oH Oy/1IeT HOBBIM U UyTHBIM, HEOOBIYHBIM U OJIM3KUM.

OT paziocTu CTPOUTENBCTBA PYKH TBOU CTAHYT YYTKUMU U CHUIIbHBIMM.
B rnazax mosiBUTCS CBeET.

Y1im OyaTo CIbIIAT 4yJECHYIO MY3BIKY.

JIroOuMbIe BelM HATIOJHST TBOU JIOM.

bnu3kue ar0au mocenaTcs B HEM.

JlanbHue Tr0au NPONIYT YepEA00 BECENBIX U YMHBIX TOCTEN.

['onbl mpoWiayT.

N kak-HMOY b CSIEUIb B YTy B OJUHOYECTBE, U CTECHUTCS TPY/ib.

[IpuBuaeHus Belieu, JroAeH U COOBITUM BOUIYT B OKHA U JIBEPH,
[IpOCOYATCs CKBO3b IIEIIH, 3aIIOIHAT IIPOCTPAHCTBO.

N BO31yX HE CMOKET JBUTATHCS.

CTeHBI 3ar0OBOPAT pa3HBIMU FOJIOCAMM.

3aCKpPUIIAT MOJOBUIBI OT COTEH MIATOB.

TeHn ymaryTcst Ha Bce KpOBaTH, YCSIAYTCA HA CTYJbS U JIABKU BOKPYT
CTOJIA.

3anaxu BcexX BPEeMEH rojia CMEIIAITCs Tak, 4TO TeOe HE BJAOXHYTh U
HE BBIJIOXHYTh.

Tw1 3axouenib 0OpaTHO B MYCTOTY U CBOOOMY, HO OKAXETCS: CEpJIe
TBOE MIPUPOCIIO K CTEHAM JIOMa, U 0aJIKaM €ro, ¥ CTPOITHJIaM.

ScHo yBUauMIIL: THI yMep, a JOM, 4YTO BIUTal 0e3 ocTtaTka TeOs,
HOBBIM XO03M€BaM Ka)X€TCSd HOBBIM W YYyJAHBIM, HEOOBIYHBIM U
OJIU3KUM.

Tel KpUKHEINIb BCEM, YTO y TE€OSI OCTAJIOCh KpHUYAILETro, HO TeOs He
ycnbimat. ¥ MyapoMy TBoeMy MPEA0CTEPEKEHUIO HE BHEMITIOT.

OHM BOWIYT BHYTPb JIOMa TBOETO U CKaXYT:
"910 ckBO3HAK. HykHO 3akoHOMaTUTH 1I€M."



| walked ahead, | did not know
As real was my daily dream
The crescent accurately moved

The milky grass in piles of beams.

Those clouds resting in the fields
And moan groaning grew reeds
With running down noisy streams

From those ivory summits.

On that the upper point of Mount
A sacred flame is burning bright
A trotting reddish fiery foal

From days to shadows of night.

Smoke of the brightness from horizon
Descending people from the peak

Their talks like water splashing sounds

Grow stranger when you hear the speech. /p13/
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4 ObUT B yTH, HO 51 HE 3HAI,
BO CHE WJIb HasBY.
Tam ceprt TyHBI TPUIIEKHO Ka

MOJIOYHYIO TPaBy.

B nosnsx nexxanu o61aka.
Co CTOHOM pOC TPOCTHHK.
Banerana mymHas peka

Ha YEPHBIW TOPHBIN UK.

Ha Tou rope ropen orosb
CBSAILLIEHHOT'O KOCTpA.
W myasics ppICh0 KpacHbIM KOHb

C INOJIHOYH OO yTpa.

JIbIMHIICSL CBETJIBIN HEOOCBO]I.
CrrycKanuch JIFOJ C TOpP.
W 6511 TOI00CH IIIECKY BOJ

VX CTPaHHBIN Pa3roBop.
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Totem of the Unicorn

It is known that unicorns do not exist
That is why people who meet them

A bit crazy and think preferably
About saving the world

Rather than daily routines

Although this animal is big in size

It is very swift

And appears out of a mist

On a meadow or from a cloud
Floating,

Showing itself for a moment

And quickly disappears

Like a morning deer or a sun ray

Or a lighting, thunder or a wind
Though it may look like a cow
Nobody has seen it in a herd

You can see it only alone

As no science knows

Their number in the world...

Perhaps there is the only one unicorn
Which can appear here and there
Disappear for a long time

From the time it does not like

The Indians, just in case, worship all cows
But it is a bit too much

However, if you see one in life

You can do nothing about

As too heavy is the burden

That you have to carry

As unreachable is the aim

High is the Mount would be

That there is only the way up

That is why most people

Try to keep a distance from the unicorn
Preferring to dream about it in general .../p199/
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Torem exuHopora

Enunoporos, Kkak U3BECTHO, HE OBIBAET.

[ToaTOMy BCTpeuarlue UX HEMHOTO HE TOro, U OOJIbIIE AyMaroT O
CIaC€HbU MHPA, YeM O 3a00TaX MOBCEIHEBHBIX.

JKuBOTHOE 3TO, XOTS Y KPYIHBIX Ta0apUTOB, TPOBOPHO OUEHb.

W mnosBnsisick U3 TymaHa Ha JYyry, WU MOJ O0JaKoM Haja JIyrom
IPOILIBIBAsL, 1aB CE0s1 YBUAETh, OBICTPO UCUE3AET.

[Togo0HO yTpeHHEN poce, U COTHEYHOMY JIy4y, U MOJIHUU, U TPOMY, U
BETpY.

XOTs €IUHOPOTH MOXO0KH Ha KOPOB, HUKTO HE BHUJEN, YTOOBI OHU B
cTajga cOMBaJIMCh.

YBUIETh MOXKHO TOJBKO OJTHOTO.

Hayxke nake HeM3BECTHO UX YUCIIO.

bBITh MOXKET, €CTh JIMIIb OJWH €IUHOPOT, KOTOPBIM MOSBISAECTCS TO
TYT, TO TaM, a TO HAJIOJI'O UCUE3aE€T U3 BPEMEHU, KOTOPOE €My HE
HPABUTCH.

Nuauiinel, npaBaa, Ha BCSIKMA CIydad 4TyT BCEX KOPOB.

Ho 310 uepecuyp.

Bot Tak yBuaHIIbE €IUHOPOTA, M OOJIBIIE YK HE OTBEPTETHCS.

Kaxoit Ob1 HOIIIA TSKETOM HU Ka3aJlach, MPUXOAUTCS HECTH.

Kaxkoii ObI 11€1b HEJOCTHIKUMOM HU ObLIa, UAESIIL K HEM.

Kaxkoii ObI BRICOTA YPE3MEPHON HU MPEACTABIIIACH B 9TOM MHpE, yiKE

HC MOXCIIb CITYCTUTLCA BHH3.

[To3TOMY-TO JIFOJIM CTAparOTCs ACPHKATHCS MOAIBIIE OT EAUHOPOTA.
OHU 0 HEM MEUTAIOT B OCHOBHOM.
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To those who love me-
Cold nights, winds, flowers and leaves

Which eventually will stay here.

[ p125/
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Bcewm, kTo m100UT MEHS, —
WHEH, BETEP, IIBETHI, U JIUCThS

BCE K OCTAIOTCS C BaMH!
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Only one wintery blast
And it blew out of sight
White flowers of a wild cherry tree

Heading for emptiness past the God...

Ipl27/
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ToJIbKO BETpa OJUH MOPHIB — U UCUE3
JIUKOW BUIIIHU OEJIBIN [IBETOK.

Munys bora, BriisiipIBatoCh B IIyCTOTY...
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| hear the leaves whispering,
The voice that is far over the river
Heavy rain the wind carrying

But | cannot hear you, my deatr.

| see these circles on water
The branches broke down from trees
The grayish cloudy smoke

But | cannot see you beside me.

Sorry, | could not have lived
That day as it would be the last
Will you leave me in my loneliness?

Or will | see you at last?  /p 137/
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S caplry MENOT JIMCTBBI,
roJIOC JAJIEKO 3a PEKOH,

ITyM BETpa, HECYIIETO JOXKIb.

Tonbko TEOs s HE CHBINTY, MOU JPYT.

S BUKy Kpyru Ha BOJE,
JIEPEBLEB YIABIINE BETBH,
o0Jiaka ceporo JIbIM.

Tonbko T€Os 51 HE BUXKY, MO JIPYT.

51 IpoKUTH HE CyMen

ATOT JI€Hb KAK MOCJICIHUN.

byner nu 3aBTpaiiHui 1€Hb HHOM?
B yenuneHbr MOEM

MHE HE XBaTaeT Teo4.
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