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MEXIOYPEYbBE
I'AEB CEAEABHHKOB, IOAHS ITIETPOBA, HIT'OPb BYPIOHOB

91 OBIA B IIyTH, HO s HE 3HAA

ToABKO BeTpa OUH IIOPHIB

PasBe y ueaoBeka omHa ayina

BceMm, KTO AIOOUT MeHH

Torem enuHOpOTra

ToreMm noma

91 caplly IIENIOT AUCTBBI

B Tymane cBeTaoM

CAHMIIIKOM YacTo ThI IpaBa ObIBaEIlb



1. S1 ObIA B MyTH, HO S HE 3HAaA...

91 OBIA B IIyTH, HO S HE 3HAA,
BO CHE UAb HadBY.

Tam cepr AYHBI IIPHUAEKHO KaA
MOAOYHYIO TPaBY.

B moaax aexkaam obaaka.
Co cToHOM POC TPOCTHHUK.
BaaeTasa urymHasa peka
Ha YE€PHBbIU I'OPHBIN UK.

Ha To#i rope ropea orossn
CBSIIIIEHHOTO KOCTpA.

W Myancg pbrICBIO KPaCHBIM KOHb
C IIOAHOYH 10 yTpa.

JBpIMUACST CBETABIH HEOOCBO/I.
CrycKaAHuCh AIOIU C TOP.

U Ob1a TO100EH TIAECKY BO/,
UX CTPaHHBIN pasroBoOp.

OoKTa6pp 1987

1. I walked ahead, I did not
know...

As real was my daily dream.
The crescent accurately mowed
The milky grass in piles of beams.

Those clouds resting in the fields
And moan- groaning grew reeds.
These 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 horizons
Descending people from the peak.

Their talks like water splashing sounds
Grow stranger when you hear their
speech.



2. ToABKO BeTpa OAHH IOPHIB 2. Only one wintery blast
Only one wintery blast and the white

ToABKO BeTpa OAUH MOPHIB — U HUCUYE3 flower

Of the wild cherry tree is blown out of
IUKOMW BUIITHU OEABIH IIBETOK. sight

Passing  God, staring into  the
Munysa Bora, BrasgasiBaioCh B IIyCTOTY... emptiness...

MockBa - gaBaps 93



3. PasBe y yeaoBeKa oZHaA AyIla

PasBe y yearoBeka omHa ayima?
Hx cTOABKO, CKOABKO CTBOAOB B A€ECY.

Cpenu HuUX 3abOAyAHAOCH, TOLOOHOE XY,
B BETXOM IIAAIIlE HA TOHKHUX IIA€YAX

moe "ga".
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3. Does a man have only one soul?
Does a man have only one soul?

He has as many of them as trees in a
forest

Got lost like an echo one of them is my
own

It is in a shabby raincoat on thin
shoulders.



4. BceM, KTO AIOOHT MeHs 4. To those who love me

BceMm, KTO AIOOUT MeHd, - To those who love me-
HNuelt, BeTep, IBETHI, U AUCThS Night dew, winds, f lowers and leaves
BCe XK ocTaroTcs ¢ BaMul Will still stay with you!
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5. TorTem emuHOpoOra

EnuHOpOroB, Kak M3BECTHO, HE ObLIBaET.
[TosToMy BCTpedalolie UX HEMHOIO He
TOro, W O0OABIlIE AyMaiT O CIIAaCEeHbU
MHpa, 4eM 0 3ab0Tax [MOBCEIHEBHBIX.

KuBoTHoe 5TO, XOTd U
rabapuToB, IPOBOPHO OYEHD.
N mogBagsch HU3 TymMaHa Ha AyTYy, HAHU
o 06AaKOM HaJl AYTOM ITIPOIIABIBAS, AaB
cebs YBUETD, ObICTPO HCYe3aeT.
[Tomo6HO yTpeHHeH poce, U COAHEYHOMY
Ay4dy, 1 MOAHHWH, U TPOMY, U BETPY.

KPYIIHBIX

XoTd €OWHOPOTH IIOXOXKH Ha KOpPOB,
HHKTO He

BH€EA, 4YTOObBI OHM B cTajga COMBAAHCH.
¥YBUOETs MOKHO TOABKO omHoro. Hayke
JasKe HEeM3BECTHO HUX YHCAO.

BeITH MOXKET, €CTh AHIIBb OOHUH €IUHOPOT,
KOTOPBIM MOABAIETCS TO TyT, TO TaM, a
TO HAMOATO HCYe3aeT U3 BpPEMEHH,
KOTOPOE €My HE HPaBUTCH.

Wunuingl, npaBaa, Ha BCIKHH cAydad
4TyT BCceX KopoB. Ho aT0 yepecuyp.

Bot Tak yBUAOHMIIb eqUHOPOTA, U OOABIIIE
V2K HE OTBEPTETHCH.

Kakoii ObI HoIlla TAXKEAOM HM Kas3aAach,
OPUXOAUTCA HecTH. Kakoi#l OblI IleAb
HEOOCTHKUMOM HH Oblra, MAENIL K HEH.
Kakoit 0Obl BbICOTA YpPE3MEPHOH HU
IIpeacTaBAdAaCh B 3TOM MHpPeE, yxKe He
MOXKEIB CIIyCTUTHCA BHU3.

[ToaTOMy-TO AIOY CTApPAIOTCS AePKATHCS
nomaabiiie oT eauHopora. OHU o0 HEM
MEYTAIOT B OCHOBHOM.

1997

5. Totem of the unicorn

It is known that unicorns do not exist.
That is why people who meet them are 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 the
mist

On a meadow or under a cloud while
floating

It will show itself for a moment and
quickly disappears.

Like morning dew and a sun ray, and
lighting, and thunder and a wind.

Though the unicorns are similar to
cows, nobody has seen them in a herd.
You can see it only as a sole. The
science does not even know their
number in the world.

Perhaps there is only one unicorn which
can appear here and there or so may
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, it will not
let you to get away. No matter how
heavy the burden may seem, you have
no choice but to shoulder your burden.
For whatever intangible the purpose
may be, you follow it. No matter how
deep height seems in this world, there is
only way up, as you cannot get down.

That is why most people usually try to
keep a distance from the unicorn,
preferring to dream about it.



6. ToTeM AoMa

He ctpoii moma cBoero, 4ToObI cepaily He
IIPUYHUHUTD IT€YaAbD.

[Tonayaay oH OymeT HOBBIM U YYAHBIM,
HEOOBIYHBIM U Oamu3kuM. OT pagocTu
CTPOUTEABCTBA PYKU TBOU  CTaHYT
YyTKUMHU M CHABHBIMH. B  raazax
OSIBUTCS CBeT. YHIM OyaTo cAbIOIAT

YyoEeCHYI0 MY3bIKy. AOOUMBbIe BelH
HaIIOAHGT TBOM mOoM. bam3ku Arogu
rmoceadTcss B HEM. JlaabHHEe AIOOU

OPOUAYT YEPEAOI0 BECEABIX U YMHBIX
TOCTEM.

l'oger mporayT.

N kag-HUOynb CAOemb B YAy B
OOHUHOYECTBE, U  CTECHUTCHd Tpyab.
[IpuBuneHusa Belel, AIOAEH U COOBITHUM
BOMAYT B OKHa M [ABEPH, IIpocodaTcd
CKBO3b IIIEAH, 3aIIOAHAT IIPOCTPAHCTBO.
N BoO3ayX HE CMOXKET

aBuratbcd. CTeHBI 3aroBOPAT Pa3HBIMHU
ronocaMu. 3acCKpHUIISIT I[OAOBUIIBI OT
COTeH mIaroB. TeHH yAdryTcd Ha BCe
KpOBaTH, YCAOAyTCd Ha CTYAbSd U AABKHU
BOKPYT CTOAa. 3araxu BCEX BpeMEH roma
CMEINIaIoTCHd TaK, 4YTo Tebe He BAOXHYTh U
HE BBIOXHYTb.

Ter 3axodyems OOpaTHO B IYyCTOTY U
CBOOOy, HO OKaXKeTcsd: Ccepnaile TBOE
OPUPOCAO K CTE€HaM JoMa, U DaAKaMm ero,
U CTpOIIHAAM. 9ICHO yBUAMIIBL: ThI yMeED,
a goM, 4To BHuTaa 0e3 ocrarka Tebs,
HOBBIM XO3d€eBaM KasKeTCd HOBBIM MU
49yAHBIM, HEOOBIYHBIM U OAM3KUM. TbI
KPHKHEIIb BCEM, YTO y Tebds 0CTarocCh
Kpu4yailero, Ho Teba He ycabluar. U
MyZApPOMY TBOEMY IIPENOCTEPEKEHUIO HE
BHeMAIOT. OHH BOMAyT BHYTPH O0Ma
TBOETO U CKaxKyT: "OTO CKBO3HAK. Hy>KHO
3aKOHOIIATHUTD IIIEAU".

1997

6. Totem of the house

Do not construct the house not to wake
up sadness in your heart.

At first it will be new and wonderful,
unusual and dear .Your hands will
become stronger and more sensitive
from the joy of construction. Your eyes
will be brightened with light. Your ears
will hear wonderful music. Favorite
things will find their places in your
house. Dearest and nearest will come to
live here while others will visit it as
cheerful and intelligent guests.

The years will pass.

And one day you will find yourself lonely
sitting in a corner with your chest
heavily tightened.

Ghosts of things, people and events will
enter the doors and windows, squeezing
into all cracks to take up the empty
places. The air will stay still. The walls
will speak in  different voices.
Floorboards will creak from hundreds of
steps. Shadows will feel at home
comfortably resting in all beds, chairs
sitting around the table. Fragrances 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
back to the freedom and emptiness but
will see at your heart get rooted to the
walls of the house, its beams and
framing. And you will see clearly that
you have died and became the part of
the house itself, which seems new and
wonderful and dear to its new owners.
You will cry to with all what you still
have for crying, but nobody will hear
you. And nobody will listen to your wise
warning as they enter the house and
say:” It feels like a draughty place and
the need to caulk the cracks.”



7. 51 cAbIIy HIENMOT AHCTBBI

91 caplnry MIENIOT AKCTBBI,
TOAOC JAAEKO 3a PEKOH,
LIIyM BETpPa, HECYILETO AOXKAb.

ToAabKO T€OS s HE CABIILY, MOH APYT.

91 BUXKY KpPyTd Ha BOJE,

JepEeBbEB yIIaBIINE BETBH,

ob6aaka Ceporo IbIM.

ToApkO T€Os 1 HE BUXKY, MOU APYT.

91 IPOKUTE HE CyMeA
3TOT AEeHb KaK ITOCAEIHUH.
Byner an 3aBTpaiHui J€Hb UHOMK?
B yenuHeHbpHn MOEM
MHE He XBaTaeT Tebd.

11.08.97

7. I hear the leaves whispering

I hear the leaves whispering,

The voice that is far over the river,
The noise of the wind carrying rains
But I cannot hear you, my dear.

I see these circles in water,

The branches fallen down from trees,
A greyish cloud of smoke.

But I cannot see you, my friend.

Sorry I could not have lived
That day as if it was the last.
Will tomorrow be different?
I miss you in my loneliness.



8. B TymMaHe cBeTAOM 8. In the bright mist

B TymaHe cBeTAOM ZepeBbs U3 IIyCTOTHI In the bright mist the trees have climbed

BreixoodaTt Ha Kpall 3eMAH. To the edge of the Earth coming from
emptiness.

B Tymane cBeTAOM yBUAUIIL AETCTBO. In the bright mist you will see your

YBUOETE €r0 HEAB3s! childhood.

That cannot be seen.

B Tymane cBeTAOM AI060OBE O€30TBETHA. In the bright mist the love is unshared
Briaa Au oHa, 6bIAA? And whether it was love or not?

B TymaHe cBeTAOM AEpEBBS B IIyCTOTY In the bright mist the trees are leaving
YXonaT ¢ Kpad 3eMAH. The edge of the Earth for emptiness.

arnpeab 1986



9. CAHIIKOM YacToO TBI IIpaBa
OnbIBaewIn

CAMIIKOM 4YacTo ThbI ITpaBa ObIBaEIllb —
s Tebsa OOIoCh.

B aToT pa3 g4 He cuponrych

U yuay — KyJda He 3Halo -

TakK IMPUATHO 3aTePATbCA

B IIBIAHM ThICIYHU nopor!

B Msarkoi neiaw...
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9. . You are too often right

You are too often right

And it makes me so frightened.

So this time I will not ask you my way
As I do not know where I will go

It is just pleasant to get lost in the soft
dust

Of thousands of roads...
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