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Accept it as comfort. You hold me tight by the wing!
As soon as you dare, our heaven will lift us higher...
To ask who I could be to you is a useless thing...
And what for, I wonder?
 
Why look back? There's no-one to be scared of...
Get steeped in my summer as long as it's filled with honey.
The rains... They will soon a wet blanket drop
On our fervent fire.
 
I am your pain for all that we’ll never have got…
You are my skies... I cannot but fly, you know...
Simply hold on. And then - no matter what...
The wind will soon blow.
 
Who else will absorb you, conceive you, and carry, 
And raise you so high?
Torture and bear?
The square'll exhale the doves' wings into the sky -
You’ll look... But I won't be there...
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It is my lonely return.
I can behold the path so dear –
We walked together all its length!
Oh, can I find the very strength
To face the land of dreams forlorn,
Ascend the old belvedere?

A sight with an unfinished pier,
Expensive wine we left untapped…
The autumn waves on pebbles thrown
With a sleety touch – and under toes
They crack like worn out metal traps.

It’s all so different now – and mine…
You’ve left it all to me forever.
But how can I trust that never
I’ll see your eyes among the crowd
Of tens and tens of passers-by?
And you, by chance, may greet me loud…

What stump deformed should I here be?
How bury memory so bright
Of you and me in summer light?
I wrap myself to oust the wind,
And choose a different route tonight.
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You had spoken, and spoken, and spoken
With a moist voice of a southern night.
The stars froze.
The courtyards silenced.
The apples’ cheeks flushed in the darkness.
And humbled
I was returning across the fields,
The rivers,
The woods.
I was assembling you word by word – 
As if you were a Greek amphora,
Ancient, found in parts…
The light your face had emitted stunned my mind,
And I lived…
I lived in the fuss,
In the columns of days
Printed in tiny figures.
As life went round the clock,
It spoke in me – 
The whole world spoke in me – 
With your voice!
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Mait cobi BTIXY — TPUMANICS MOTO Kpua!
TinpKy HABOKMIICA = He60 Hac mycTuTh BULe!
Ilo T0Gi 3 TOTO, KMM T06i Oyna 62

A TOTIOBHE — HaBil[O?

He o3upancs.

BosTuch T06i Koro?

[Init MOE NITO — AOMOKMA BOHO MeJIBAHE.
CxOopO JoLli HAKpUIOTH PAZHOM BOTOHb —
Hauu, momym ssHUI.

51 T06i — TyTa 3a TMM, YOr0 HaM He JiAHO.
Tu meHi — 1e6o, i sk Tebe He xoTiTn?
TIpocto — Tpumaics!
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Sl moBepHy/Iacs OJiHa
Y Kpaii 3a/IMLIEHNX XUMep,
Tynu, Aie CTeXKa, AK CTPyHa,
SIKOK0 MM y/IBOX XOAVIJIN.
3BiKi/Ib MEHi y3ATU CU/IN
3iitTi Ha TOM e 6enbBenep?

Llen veponcanmit mpuyarl...
ITe HegonuTe «Camnepasi»...

IIi xBuy1i, BMC/IaHi Ha rpaBiij,
Bxe mo-3uMoBOMYy C/TbOTaBI

W namki, sK BTOM/IEHWiT MeTaJl.

Yce no-inmomy, a Bce X —
1 MEHe JIMIIUTHCA HaBiYyHO.
BIIATUCA B 00IM94s
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Tu rOBOPVB, rOBOpMUB, TOBOpUB
350[[0).K€HV1M l{'O/IOC()M HOYI MiBenHof -
Ty>xaBLIN 30p1,

BMOBKa/M IBOPH,

3aitMamiCh PyM AHIEM A6/1yKa

I cMMpPEHHOIO

§l moBepTanacsa Yepes nosi,

Yepes piki,

Jlicn

1 36upaa Tebe 110 CIIOBY,

Ax rpenpky amdopy,

laneHifoun Bifi OMPOMiHeHDb TBOEL KpacH,





