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Introduction

Mpuwna nopa, HacTana xu3Hb 6e3 pas

To HacToAWMI AeHb npuLlen

M mbl B Nto6BK ¢ TOGOM

Ho noyemy cTuxusa Tak pe3sutcs

[OHs1 Ha Hac nevanb U cTpax

HecbbITOYHOCTM HaLlero ABWXeHbS, HO Bnepes
M Ham noTeMKku He CTpallHbl, HA HakasaHbs Oypb
Wb 5 1 Tbl, HE TeMU Mbl Y 06a cTanu

Meggenb B TOM Yalle gepesua nomasi
CTOnKHyncs ¢ BenukaHom -aybom

M o6onTn ero He cmor

A ctan 3aknagbiBatb bepnory
MpumaHky ans cebs

Y106 XN3Hb OCTAHOBUTbL, TEYEHBE
Mnb myapoctn Habpatbca

OT BENMKaHA XWU3HW B XXN3HU

Koconans ngs, KoBbinsis

£ xouy Halle cyacTbe NoHATb

Ty He CXOXeCTb NOHATUN B ABUKEHbE

Y70 HeceT Hac B Aanekyto ganb

CTpacTb 1 BEPHOCTbL TOW KNATBE B 3apeybe

He paloT ocTaHOBKM Ha MU

Mbl B noxode, W BCe X FOPU3OHT YXX CBETNEET, HO TO BCe B Aanu
He noHsiTb cTpacTb TBOK B TOW Mo6BM

Ham HemMHoro npuxoguTbca genatb
A Bce GonbLue 1 6onbLue B3pOCneTb
Ho noka ata ctaTHOCTb NPUXOauUT
Mo>HO feTCTBO YBUAETb yCneTb

The time has come, life without heaven has commenced
That the real day has come

And we're in love with you

But why do elements gambol so

Forcing upon us fear and sadness

Our never-occurring movement, but forward

And darkness does not scare us, not punishment of gales
Or | and you, we're no longer those that were before

The bear in that thicket breaks small trees
Ran into a giant - oak

And could not pass him by

And started digging out his lair
Enticement for himself

To stop life, the flow

Or to gain knowledge

From the giant's life into life

Walking pigeon-toed, wobbling

| want our happiness to understand

That disparate understanding in movement

That which carries us to far away places

Passion and loyalty of that oath across the river

Do not pause for an instant

We're in a campaign, and the horizon is becoming light, but that's all in the distance
Not understanding your passion in that love

There is not a lot required from us
And to grow up more and more
And while that loftiness comes
There is time yet to see childhood
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Porch

AXYPHOCTb JOMA U NUCaHbE KUCTbIO
Co3patb B MOMEHT TOT TOH Havana
[MoBecTBOBaHbA, O XXWU3HU CTPALLUHON U NPUATHON

Wnb BCce BCce aTo U Cpasy Xe Cpa3unTb uib OTpa3nTb, HO B
annnukaunm opyroum

YTto Ham gatoT TBOpLbl AOMOB 6e3 nnotu
HauvanbHble NpuATHbIE MTHOBEHbLSA BEPbI B TO
YTO Tbl M B MUPE 3TOM HaACnaguLLbCs
CoeanHeHnem MeYTbl TOW XXU3HKU, 3TOW Ha 3emrie

MpUATHLIE MITHOBEHHbLIE MOMEHThI CHOBEAEeHUiA

W nunLLb OHM NPUBOAMT HAC K TEM MOUCKaM MecTevek
KoTopblx He BOCMOMHUT NpobyKaeHbe

B yloTHOM JoMe Ons Xunbs

Ho roe 1ot gom, v GyaeT N NocTPoeH OH
OcHoBa GydeT N1 KUpnudb, UMb KamMeHb NPobyKaeHbs
Nnb s6noko AgamoBo, B N0GBM rae HaM YKPbITbCA HA MIHOBEHbBS

B MmeuTe, unb B gomMe-wwanaile, Uib B BEHHOM TOM ABMXKEHbE NO
3emMrne

Kakown Tbl Oyaelb, AOM MOEn MeyThl

W HyxeH nu ckadaHap Ha NMK TBON

Wnun ykpalueHbe

[aBaviTe Mbl 0 BCeM, 06 3TOM MPOKPYTUM KONECO UCTOPUIN PasHbIX
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The house's tracery and paint with brush

It creates that tone of beginning

Narratives, of life frightening and pleasant

Or all all this and right away or reflect, but in a
different application

What houses of creators without flesh do give us
Initially pleasant moments of belief in that

That you in this world will enjoy

The union of that dream of life, of this on earth

Pleasant instances of dream inducing moments
And only they lead us to searches of those places
Which will not supplement awakenings

In a cozy home for living

But where's that house, and will it be built
Will the foundation be made of brick, or from the rock of awakening
Or from Adam's apple, to shelter in love for a moment

In a dream, or in a house-hut, or in in that eternal moment on the
earth

What will you be like, house of my dream

And will armor be needed for that face of yours

Or decoration

Let us about everything, of this scrolled wheel the other histories



Corridor; Stairway to the 2nd Floor; Hallway

Corridor

BbiBaeT xonogHo B Ha4yane npeacTaBneHbs
Tbl OTKpbIBaELLb NUCT ByMaru B N3noxeHoe
O Halen Xn3HW B NOHMMaHbe Mupa
CrpacTei bywwyrowmx n GUCMapkoB B HOUM
Ho u3Hb OTKpbITa, ABEPb XWUMKLLA HACTEXb
U kpbinbLo

Hac npurnawaet

BoiTu BO BHYTpb

W mawleT geBylLika pykomn

>Kenas B 4oM TOT TBOW

Bovitn ¢ To6ow

A MoXeT 6bITb HE3OBLITOYHO XenaHbe To
HameCTHMK B XXW3HW He poguncsa Ans Hee

Kakasi nyTaHuUa B TeX BEKOBbIX MeCTax Ansi XWU3HW Ha 3emie
W Bce aTo

Bce Ham

OTnyLleHOo ¢ NMxBom

Stairway to the Second Floor

CTtuxaeT Opoxb, Tak byaopaxuias xusHb 6e3 gHa
CTpeMHuHbI B3neTa W nageHbst

Ha To 1 kopoTOK Haw Bek

JTio6BM, nevanu, BOOXHOBEHUI HEYMECTHBIX

A MOXeT ObITb He HanaeH YenoBek

A ObIn N1 OH B TOWN HaLLUEeWn XXN3HN

Tak npurnsiHynucb, Ho HaBeK paccTanucb

Hallway Remodeled

TyT BCSI CEMbs B NPOXOA€E KanaypHoMm
BcTtpevaeTcsa nub MMMOXOAOM

CTuxaeT wenoT dnmxe NuLb K 3akaTy
3akaTy ConHua N Unb XU3HEHHbIX BUAEHWN
A TaKk ¢ yTpa npuaTHbIE YrbIOKN

W nosgpasneHus B npoxoae

Hy Tak obblgeHHOCTL No6BM

Bcex Bpoae oT AyLum,HO MUMOXOA0M

Ho Tak Tbl TOMBbKO NOCTENEHHO NPUBLIKAELLb XUTb
A rfe xe KpUK KOTOpbIli Obif B pOXKAEHbE?

Corridor

Sometimes it's cold at the starting of a play
You open the page of paper in the index
Of our life in the understanding of the world
Fiery passions and Bismarks in the night
But life is ajar, the dwelling’s door wide open
And a porch

Welcomes us

To enter inside

And the young girl waves her hand
Wishing into that house of yours

To enter with you

And maybe that unrealizable wish

The vicar in life is not born for her

What muddle in those ancient places for
life on earth

And all this

All for us

Dismissed with plenty

Stairway to the Second Floor

The shivering abates, animated life without a bottom
Rapid lifting and falling

For that our life is too short

The love, sadness, untimely inspiration

And maybe we won't find a person

And was he in that life of ours

Thus appealed to and parted for a century

Hallway Remodeled

Here the whole family in the back rooms hallway
Encountered only passing by

The whispering quieting down only towards the setting
The setting of the sun or life’s apparition

And so from morning pleasant smiles

And felicitation in the hallway

And prosiness of love

All seeming from the soul, but passing by

But thus you only slowly grow accustomed to life
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Bedroom #1& #2, Remodeled

Bedroom #1 Remodeled

MpekpacHas Ta Ba3a B yKpalleHbe

[MonHa BbITb MOXET yKpalleHW pa3HbIX U B LiBETaX
Ho n monuTte BO MMs 1 cnaceHbe

Ho Takke CTpOroct Bo BCeX ee U yKpalleHbsX

Ho Tonbko gencTBuii HeT, OesAHUIN HeT

[a v He BygeT Hukoraa

He co3paHa oHa

Ons gaxe ManeHbKUX peLleHni

Ho Tak oHa HexHa 1 TpebyeT C Hell Bcex 3TUKETOB B obpallieHbe

MpekpacHas Ta Basa

Tebsi He BOOXHOBUWT OHA Ha OENCTBEHHOCTb

C noTokaMu peku HecyLel Takke NycToTy u 6e3pasnuube
M He yToHeT 37O HUKOrAa

A Tbl COMTOMHKY N1 B34 B CBOW NyTb TOT AaNbHUA

Bedroom #2 Remodeled

MATHBILWKO,COMHUA He BUOHO

W yparaH Hawwmx gyLu

[Janblue 1 ganblie cnyckasch

BoT yx 1 ABepu OTKPbINKCH

B mMup TOT Apyron u uHon

HerT, TO He paWickas nTMua Ham He JaeT yTpoM cnaTb
HeT, To gHeBHULA 3a6bITa U NPEKNOHEHbS Y CBATOCTb AEAHUIA
[MamsTHOCTb, CTpax U NOHATLSA

K Ham yXX WHble NpULLnn

Bce 3pechb B no6BM 1 3aKNATbAX
MpoTue Toro, 3a Toro

HeT 3pecb 3a4atbs , poXaEHbs
EcTb NULWb NOHATBSA Of4HU

Bce B pacTopxeHbe, Tonkas

Mapas To nu BCTaBasi

Barnsig mbl Ha Bepx,

Ho n HeGa HeBuaHO

Pa3 HaBcerga Bce nponano

TyT Mbl pykamu, HOITSIMU CKPECTU
[Bepb 0TBOpPUCH

Ho He Byget Takoro

C HaMu CoXpaHHbl MNM3MN HaLmn
[a, TONbKO NULLbL U OHW U OLHU

Yro Tam morno 6bITb

#ABUNocb Nb OHO

Bedroom #1 Remodeled

Magnificent is that vase in decoration

Full perhaps of varying decorations and the flowers
And also prayers in the name of and salvation

And also severity in all it is decorated by

But only there are no actions, no deeds

And will never yet occur

It is not created

Even for small decisions

But it is so delicate and demands etiquette in handling
Magnificent is that vase

It will not tempt you towards chastity

With river rapids carrying both emptiness and indifference
And this will never sink

And did you bring a straw on your far away journey

Bedroom #2 Remodeled

A spot, the sun can’t be seen

And the hurricane of our souls

Lowers further and further

And here the doors are already open
Into that world that is different and other
No, that is not a heavenly bird that doesn’t allow us sleep in the morning
No, that daylight forgotten and admiration of and holy deeds
Remembrance, fear and understanding
To us the other already come

All here in love and spells

Against that, for that

There is no life here, no birth

Here there’s only one understanding

All in dissolution, pushing

Falling or rising

Look we above,

The sky can’t be seen

Once forever all disappears

Here we with hands, feet scrape away
Open door

But there will be no such thing

With us preserve our illusions

Yes, only if them and only them

What there could have been

Appeared have it
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Master Bedroom, Remodeled

Bcerga 4to cHUTCS Ham 1 TpebyeT pasragku
Wnwu goragku Bcexe

YT0 K Yemy n 6bIn0

MomeHTbI He npolleaLwmnx QHEN B HOUUN AyLUn
TyT KpMBM3HA NO3HAHbSA UCYe3aeT

M HacTynatoT npuspaku nobBu nnb NokasiHbS
OHu Tebsi BCe OKpyxatoT

W paspacTtaeTcsa noTok

[oTOK, CTPEMHUHA JeNCTBUN, NECHSA

Ho Tak fin Mbl XOTMM NOBEPUTL B 3TO

TyT gocTuras B3neTa B TeX BUAEHbSAX

MbI 3aTyxaem OT NOTOKOB U CTEYEHUN

Tex 06CTOATENBLCTB XKU3HEHHbLIX BUAEHWNA

He ¢ Hamu, HeT, TO Bbino

Ho npuspaku 4to B 06pase nioackom

TaaTtcst BeYHO, n3desas nuilb MrHOBEHHO

W nuwb oCbMyLLKY ANUTCSA 3Ta NEeCHs

Ho kTO B TOW NecHe NeMTMOTUB Aepxan

Mnb nuwb roboi cTsxan Hac U Hac KoH4an
Wnb dnewnta cHoBa K Xun3Hu npobyxgana

M Tnxo oTkpbiBana Ham nogHebeckbs B3nag,
W B3goX 9BNsNCs, CTaHOBUITOCh Tak CMOKOWHO
W Tnxo npocbinancs HakoHew, naa 3atem

Te kanenbku pockl, YTO HOYb HaM nNodapwna
C ynbIbkon pagoCTHOM BCE CMbITb

M noGbicTpeit 3abbITb

Mkl BCe NpuMBbLIKNKY TOM BOAOW YX OYULLATHCS
Bopow 3abbiBLUE HaBceraa

[NoToKkM MbICNen 1 BUAEHUN

[MNepexuBaHnin HaWnX fanbHUX NOKONEHUN
Bopoii,a 6biro nu Bce 31O

Mnb MoxeT HaBaXgeHbst COH NPUHEC

JNbeTcs unctaa Boga M3 nod KpaHa Ha MeHst
Ho uucra nu Tta Boaa, BoAa.......
A n3HexeH Becb, U3MbINEH, U Koraa....

BbicTpeli Obl BCe e B peyKy OKyHyTbCS,
3arteMm u TyT e Mope yBuaaTb
A MoXeT BbITb OTNIMB YHEC BCe pa3 U HaBceraa

Always, its what we dream that demands an explanation
Or a guess nevertheless

What to what had occurred

The moments of a gone by day and souls of the night
Here the curvature of knowledge is disappearing
And phantoms of love or repentance advance
They all surround you

The flow ever-growing

The flow, rapid actions, songs

Is this how we want to believe in this

Here attaining flight in those sightings

We fade away from the flows and confluences
Those circumstances of life's sightings

Not with us, no, that occurred

But phantoms which in a human shape

Lurk eternally, disappearing only for a moment
And only for an eighth does this song last

But who in that song held the leitmotiv

At least an oboe acquired us for us in closing

Or the flute again woke us back to life

And quietly opening for us the firmament's view
The sigh emerged, becoming so calm

And quietly awaking at long last, go after

Those drops of dew, that night gifted us with

All washed away with a joyous smile

And quickly to forget

We've gotten used to cleansing ourselves with that water
Water forgotten for eternity

The flow of thoughts and dreams

Experience of generations far away

With water, and did all this occur

Or maybe an illusion was a dream

Clear water is flowing from the faucet onto me
Yet is that water clean, the water.......
I am all effeminate, soaped up, and when.....

Quickly to dip into the river,
Then and here to see the sea
And maybe at low tide to carry all away once and for all
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Master Bedroom Bathroom, Remodeled

MowmeHT Tex TpeboBaHuI B NM06BM 1 NOCTUXKEHUIA

Korga Tbl NPOCTO HacTUraellb NoTb U Bce bepellb

HeT TalHbl B yBNEYEHMsIX, OHM KaK JaHb

Tbl nonyyaeLlb Bce cnornHa

HamecTHuK yecTn Bce nocTtaBnsieT n tebe

Ho nocteneHHo n Tebe

Bce 6onblue cnactn Habupas

W aTa cTpacTb NpuUTBOpHas Hacky4us

TepsieTcsl TYT O€Hb M HOYb

B poragkax, korga Tbl KTO B CBOMX CTPEeMIeHbsX

Tbl BEYHbI CTPAHHWK, CTPAHHUK UITb MOHAaX

[BrXeHb0 MbICNN Ha Xo0ab0Y Thl MEPHOCTLIO ABWKEHUIA 3aMEHSELLb
M kocTeHeellb Tbl B CBOMX NOXodax

HaBbtoyeH kak BepOriog Tbl 4aHSIMU HOUN

W Tbl rOTOB yX K MOCTMXKEHBLIO, HO XITaAHOKPOBHOCTL HE AaeT

He myuunca Tel, He cTpagan, Tbl HE TOMUSCS TOW TOCKOK

O Tor ogHoM 1 nocTurasi NIIoTb NWLb, Tbl YBAS

WM BblHECEH B MOMEHT BOJTHOM Ha Beper, HO MYCTbIHHbIV

['oe 1 NOCTUrHeLLb HAaKOHEL, U CTPacTb U NOGBK, HO MOXOTU KOHEL]
Ho npumeT nn Bce 3T0 3TO OT Teb4, Ta YTO HEe BEpHynacb HUKoraa
XBaTuro e NuLlb B3rnsga TBoero, Y4To Obl yBUAETb

To, 4TO He aaHo Tebe U Thl y>ke MOHaX AaBHO

W 3aTepsaBLUMCE CTPAHHWKOM Cpeau nogen

Tbl BECb U3paHEH M U30MT, Aylla yxe gaBHO nornbna y T1eds
MpocTu, oHa ckasana u npowuna Tedsi, n cpaldy HaBceraa, noka

The moment of those demands in love and comprehension

When you are simply overtaking flesh and take it all

There is no mystery in enamourment, they like tribute

You receive everything in full

The governor of honor delivers even to you

But gradually and to you

Gaining more and more sweetmeats

And this false passion tiring out

Is at a loss here day and night

In puzzles, when you are in your aspirations

You're an eternal traveler, traveler or monk

The movement of thought you change to walking and rhythmic movement
And in your campaigns you ossify

Packed like a camel you with gifts of the night

And you are ready for comprehension, but cold-blooded does not allow
You did not agonize, did not suffer, you did not pine with that melancholy
And that only flesh comprehend, you withered away

And washed ashore at a moment’s time, onto a deserted shore

Where you will finally understand passion and love, but end of lust

But will she receive it all all from you, that which never returned

A glance at you sufficed for her, in order to see

That, which is not given to you and you are a monk already

And a lost traveler amongst the people

You are wounded all over and forgotten, the soul has long ago perish within you

Forgive, said she was walk by you, and right away forever, goodbye
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New Addition Corridor;

New Addition Corridor

Mpoleawnii AeHb YHeC CBET ICHOCTU TeX NOTPSICEHWI B MUpe
M acHoBMALEB BCEX UCTOPUIA Ha 3emrie

3aTyxna peyb, KOCHOSA3bIYbE HacCTynuIo

M B6opoHa ¢ coxon yx cTanu Bo rnase

M MupHble TBOpeHbst cyaeb ynpollas

CTy4yaT BCE MOMIOTKOM MO CTEHKE U3 KanauTa

A roe e rBo3aun, HeT reosaen

LLlypynbl MOXeT 6bITb, HO MOFOTOK 3a4eMm

A Wypyno-MonoTok

JIMWb TONbKO aneraHTHbIM Max Tbl Aenaellb PyKon
Kak ToT Wwypyn yx Tam, coeamHun Bce To,

YTO B KOMMNIIEKTOBKY CTEH BXOAMIIO

XopoLuni NpoYHbIN “matepban”

M “copeHsieTca” Tak NPOYHO CO BCEM YTO Thbl MOAHOCULLb
K cTeHke, a Tbl UL MOMOTKOM CTy4#

Cebe cTyun

M mbicneHHo Monumn

Ho roBopu nuwb npo cebs

W Gonblie ayman, gyman

A Mbl TEGS NOXEHUM U NPUYELLIEM, A TAKXKE .......

A Tbl MONYK, Mbl 32 TEDS BCe TaKKe CKaXeM

Ho TonbKo Tbl CTy4aTb He NpecTaBan

He 3apaBait BonpocoB, Ham X0o4eTcs Bce, BCe cka3aTb
Ho 3a 1ebs .........

Ha BbIGopbl He xo4elb?

Bathroom Remodeled

BeyHoCTb, y30pbl TauHcTBa

Beper pa3mbIT

CTpenbl NeTAT U BCE MUMO MUMO

Tbl NOCTYNaeLlb Kak CraBHbI U3 BCEX Ha 3eMne nobeautenei 6ute
Tak Bce M ckasaHo 6blno

YTo X nomonymm

BeyHoCTb, 1 CTpenbl, 1 Tak

Beper v Tbl, HY 1 4TO

TanHcTBa MMMO, BCe 6bino

Pa3mbIT nobeguTens Bcex 6uTB Ha 3emne, U MONYUT

Bathroom, Remodeled

New Addition Corridor

A gone-by day carried away the clarity of light those commotions in the world
And the clairvoyants of all histories on earth

The conversation faded, becoming tongue-tied

The harrow with the plow emerged at the lead

And peaceful creations of fate are simplified

All pounding with a hammer on a wall from kapzit*
And where are the nails, there are no nails

Screw perhaps, then what is the hammer for

And a screw-hammer

But only an elegant wave of the hand you make
Then that screw is already there, joining all that,
Which in assembly of walls went into

Good and sturdy material

And connecting so durably with all that you bring forward
To the wall, and you merely pound with a hammer
For yourself you pound

And thoughtfully be silent

But speak only to yourself

And think more, think

And we'll brush and marry you off, and also.......
And you be silent, we will say everything for you
But only don't stop pounding

Do not ask questions, we want everything, to say all
But for you..........

An election do you want to attend?

Note *) new material for bricks

Bathroom Remodeled

Eternity, fretwork of sacrament

Washed out shore

Arrows flying and all amiss amiss

You act as the most glorious from all victors of battles on Earth
Thus all has been said

So shall we be quiet

Eternity, and arrows, and thus

The shore and you, and what

Sacrament aside, everything happened

Washed away is the victor of all battles on Earth, and is silent
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New Addition Bathroom, Bedroom # 1

New Addition Bathroom

KonHa, cTor ceHa 1 M3BO34MK NbsHbIV

Bapyr ¢ obnydka cneten

A Tbl BcnoTten

He yx-To MHe onaTb NOBO3KY C AaMOon

[omon Be3Tu B Aanekuin Henpogen

Ha obnyyok Bnesasi kabenbepom

Bopyr BcnomHunace 6binas patb

W cTeraHyB KoHsi, npuLInopue o6ny4ok 60TUHKOM naka
Tbl CBUCTHYN

Hy nowmna tBOIO-TO .......

M nockakana B Mvp noBo3ka 13 metanna

Ho TyT konHa, cTor ceHa, TWLb fecHas

A Tbl NexwuLwb Bce BCNOMUHast

Ynbibku , 380H Hokanos

M cTyk Tex BbloLumxcs, cropatolmx cepael

M aTo Bce 1 Tonbko Ans Tebs

Ho koH4mncs 6eH3nH y Tol NoBO3KM

Mpuaetcs nogoxaaTte Koraa npueaet Tpunon A-in
KoHs cero Tbl He npucnopuLlb

Tak xo4ellb N Tbl BEPHYTbCH Hy B TOT CTapbli BeK

New Addition Bedroom # 1
Bce HanpskeHHO Mbl criyLiaem
CnoBa aBuxeHbe u3 OykB

Ho 4To MbI cnywaem, cnywaem
MAHb-ka anTbIH y>X rOTOB
MecHb KonbIGENbHYIO HAHIOLWKA
[Mena MHe Ha HOYb ANs CHa

Hy a mbl npocTo u cnywaem
Bbinbem Tak Bce xe Ao gHa
Konuku no Mmupy HocsaTtcs

Ckas Ham XOTSIT pacckasaTb

Ho Mbl B moOTeMKax XOpoLUEeHbKM
YT0-X Bam elle 1 ckasaTtb

BoT Bce rmaronsit o LEHHOCTSIX
W Bce xoTAT fokasaTtb

Tak nu Ta feHexKa cyacTnmea
Hy Tak 6epu x e€ maTb

CTaHeM Mupckue Mbl CryLlaHbst
Bce noHumatb, roBoputb

Ho Tyt psiboi Haw ToT GaTioLka
Crtan Hac 6paHnTb 1 KOpUTb

AX Bbl Ta MUInble pebATYLLKN

To nu Bam Aeno AaHo

KynTe Bbl NpSAHWKK cHacTus

£ X BaM CTOrKyo, BHEMITIO
[onro Ham neceHky aTyto

New Addition Bathroom

Shock, stack of hay and a drunken cabby
Suddenly flies off from the coachman's seat
And you're in sweat

Could it be that carriage with the lady

Drive home to a far away rural spot

Onto the driving-box climbing as caballero
Suddenly an old army is remembered

And lashing the horse, spurning the driving-box with polished heel's edge
You whistled

Goyou ...

And galloped into the world a carriage made of metal
But here is a shock, stack of hay, forest calm
And you lay still remembering

Smiles, the ring of wine cups

And the rattle of those pulsating, burning hearts
And this is only but for you

But the fuel ran out in that carriage

We'll need to wait until triple A arrives

This horse you will not spur

Thus do you want to return to that past century

New Addition Bedroom # 1
All strenuously we are listening
Words and movements of letters

But what do we listen to, hear

Look a penny is ready

A song of lullaby nanny

Sang to me at night for sleep

And we simply listened

Drink everything until the last drop
Colic scamper around the world

A story they want to tell us

But we in darkness are comely
What else should we say

Here all are verbing about valuables
And want to prove everything

Is that coin a lucky one

Well then take it mother

We'll start worldly conversations
Understand them all, and speak them
But nearby here is our priest

Started to scold and reprobate us

Oh you darling children

Is the right task given to you

Forge you gingerbreads of happiness
| will explain to you, expound

For a long time this song to us

Poem eternally ready

If only the children would listen

Tonur G cnyusanon ATy Copyright Nikolay Synkewsatkrights reserved. 10
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KomnaHbs !!!, HoBas!!!

M B ouepenb Bce BcTanu

Begb MoXeT 4TO-TO HOBOE AatoT
Mpnbowi 3naToro okeaHa

Mnb Muccucnnm

Kannu peku Ton

Ho BmecTe ¢ annuratopamu cyacTbs
KoTopbIx CMOXeLLUb NOMECTUTb Thl faxe
B cBoem GecceliHe, foma

W nabniogas, pagoBaTtbcs

Bce 6onblue BocxuLlasicb

OXx, KaK OHW pacTyT 1 BbICTpO cuny HabupatoT

KopmMu nx Tonbko, Aa pe3sucs ¢ HUMK
Ho HeT oHu B cBOEM Kpyry

W Tbl He Byaelub BXOX B Kpyr TOT

Benb Bcex nnaHeT YTO XopoBOAbLI BOAAT
Bokpyr cBeTuna Hawero

I‘IpvaHo MOXelLlb co3epuaTtb U TOJIbKO NALUb

Ho cyHyTbCS TyAa, He cmew
Cnanuwb cebs

Tak cTpacTu packansisicb 3a HOBbIN Kpyr
Ho kpyr Bce 6onblue, 6onbLue

W BOT, BOT nonHeT

HeT yx cun BceM 3a pyku gepxarbes
Hy a Tebe-To BCce paBHO

Tebs xe HET B TOM Kpyre

[a, oeHb KopoToK

Mbl Bce nbiTaemcsi paboTtatb

Oa n yuutbes

Mnb npocto pagocTHO NOGUTL U XUTb
M nonb3oBaTbcs Bcem

Yem Tak cTpaHa borata

M Tonbko nuwb cnonHa

M cymouky Ty cyacTba

MbI Kpenko OepXXuM Nog CEMbIO 3aMKamu
Ee He BblpBaTh CnpyTy

HeT y Hero He xBaTuUT LWynanbLeB

M Byoem Tak xe Mbl BOAUTH

Te xopoBoAbl NeCeH

MycTb Kaxgbii cBOM

Ho Beab koraa-To NonHyT 1 OHW

W 6ypeT, n HacTymuT

EAvHbIA rnac BCEBbLILWHErO

Ho 6yget oH

B no6Bu k Bcem Ham

HamecTHWKM BCeBbILLHETO

HawgyT nyTn obLieHbs

W uepkeu -LuKonbl

[Bepu Ham oTKpotT

M ByneT obLas n gpyxHas ceMbs

W xopoBog oaunH

Bo Becb TOT kpyr 6onbLuon COpyrIght N|k0|ay Syn kOV A” r|gh

YTo Hawa nuwb 3emns umeet

New Addition
Bedroom #2

Company!!!, new!!!

And everyone is standing in queue
Perhaps something new is given out
Land swell of a golden ocean

Or Mississippi

Drops of that river

But together with the alligators of happiness
Which even you can place

Into your pool, at home

And observing, rejoice

Admiring even more

Oh, how they grow and quickly gather strength
Feed them only, and frolic with them
But no they are in their own sphere

And you will not be part of that sphere
Since all the planets leading roundelays
Around our luminary

Pleasantly to gaze and only that

But tamper there, don't dare

You'll singe yourself

So will the passions burn red over the new sphere emerging
The sphere but bigger, bigger

And here, behold will burst

There is no more strength for all to hold each other's hand
But for you though it matters not

Since you're not present in that sphere
Yes, the day is short

We all try to work

As well as study

Or simply happily to love and live

And make use of all

With what the country's wealthy

And only but wholly

That little purse of bliss

We tightly hold under seven locks

An octopus cannot snatch it

No it will not have enough tentacles
And we will keep conducting as before
Those roundelays of song

Let each their own

But then one day they too will burst
And emerge, and occur

The sole voice of the most high

But will it be

With love towards us all

The vicar of the divine

Will find the ways of dialogue

And churches - schools

Doors for us will open

And will be a common and harmonious family
And one roundelay

Aty 11



Attic

3akoH 1 MonoTka yaap

M nognucklo ckpennsas nuilb NocneaHui NucT
Ero Tbl oTnpaBnsiellb B NyTb N0 MUPY

3aKoH 1 BCTpeya HOBbIX NuL,

Ho B cuTyaumsix UHbIX Y HOBbIX

TyT cnesbl, CTYK cepaeL 1 Noxb

Ho BbICBETMNOCS C HOBOWA CUMOW

Bce T0, 4TO ThI HE 3ameyan

XKviBs B cBOEI YOOrow CBATOCTU KaMenbu

3aKoH U BCe peluaeTcs, HO He cnneya

M BUAHO OKO 1 NMLIO CBATOrO

3aKoH, TEMHULbI pyLuaTcs 1 NpobyxaaeTcs TBopeL
Bo umsa n ana nyywero

YTto cospgaHo B obuTenu noackon

3aKkoH, nornbLuen nagaeT U HeT cnaceHbs

[ywa cnaceHbs 1 NpoLLeHbs NPOCUT

OT Tex ycTaBoOB cyacTbsl Ha 3emne

Y10 C TEenom npmeena Nuilb K paccTaBaHbIO

He Ha mur, HaBek

3akoH

BOT >XepTBEHHWK rOTOB MPUHSITL U OyLIN

Takxke TENO Ha COXKEHbe

Ho nuwb ogHo, TOro Nuib 04HOro

YT0 Hac NpoCcTWT, 1 HaM rrasa NpUKpoeT

Koraa mbl B MUp MHOW BCE OTONAEM

Bce x ByneT Tex MUHYT cTpadaHbst

MocTurHyB BCe YTO MOT, U paccTaBasiCb

OH npunogHsiB cBOe Yeno Hag rpobom

OKUWHET B3rnsigoM Mup

Y706 6bINO BCE NO YMHY ObINO

Mo putyany

OH ObIn 3axopoHeH

3akoH

[aBaiite He cHUMas Te NoTpsiceHnst 3eMHbIX OpoUT
Bokpyr cBeTuna Haliero

Benb kpyTuTbCS 1 BepTMTCA 3emns

3ayeM e YenoBek CTPEMUTCS M TyAa BMELLATHCS
moGanbHble 3agauu, Lynas MeYom

Meub Tak CTpEMUTCS UBMEHWUTL TEOS

Ho Takke oH n3meHy 1 Tebe rotoBut

OT Tex NpuLLEeALIMX MHONMAHETSH

KoTopble roToBbl kK TEM, TBOUM JIOOMMbIM YNPaXKHEHbSIM
Ho ¢ meyom

Mx MoxeT Tonbko 06e30pyxunTb

YKusHb TBOSI U NpaBuna Tou XU3HU

OHM BekaMu CrnoXeHbl 1 nogHeceHbl Tebe

Ha 6ntoaue 3onotom

Bocnonb3ytobcst e Aapom aTum

O-yenoBek

XBana Tebe u cnasa

OuncTunCh, U NOKaNcsa nepes MUPoM

Tbl He 3a6bIT U NTUK TBOWN ACEH, YMCT.

To uTO HeceT Tebs, MenbKaeT 3a CTEKIIOM BaroHa
W BUANLLL Tbi pearbHble NEN3aXU XKU3HW,

Tam Bce 3aKOHOM NULLb COXPaHHOCTb 1 BritoaeTcs

The law and bang of the hammer

And signature fastening only the last sheet

You send it on its path throughout the world

The law and meeting of new faces

But in situations new and varied

Here tears, beating of hearts and lies

But displayed with newfound strength

All that, which you never noticed

Living in your miserable sanctity of the camellias
The law and all's decided, but not straight from shoulder
The eye and face of the holy is seen

The law, dungeons crumbling and the creator is awakened
In the name of and for the good of

That which is created in man's dwelling

The law, perishing while falling and there's no salvation
The soul asks for salvation and forgiveness

Of those statutes of happiness on Earth

That with flesh led only to parting

Not for a moment, but forever

The law

Here the altar is ready to receive and souls

Also flesh for conflagration

But only one, that only one

That will forgive us, and shelter our eyes

When we all into the other world retreat

All will be the suffering of those few minutes

Betide everything that was possible, and parting
He stilted his brow over the casket

Throwing the world a glance

That everything by rank should be

By ritual

He was buried

The law

Let's not dampened of the Earth's orbit's shocks
Around our luminary

Since the Earth spins and reels

Why does the person try to intervene even there
Global puzzles, probed with a sword

The sword tries hard to change you

But also it prepares treason for you as well

He to those arriving aliens

Who are ready for those, your favored drills

But with a sword

Them he can only but disarm

That life of yours and the rules along with it

They have for an eternity been compiled and offered up to you
On a golden platter

Then take advantage of this gift

Oh —aman

Praise to you and glory

Cleanse, and repent before the world

You are not forgotten and your face is bright, clean.
That which carries you, flickers from the window of the train
And you see life's real landscapes,

There all through law is safety and preserved

Ho Ha kakoW Tbl BbliAfieLlb OCTAHOBKE B XU3HU? Copyng ht N | kOIay Syn kov A” ng ht% @ will you get off on? 1 2
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On the doorstep we stand

On the doorstep

Into the distance we glance at the sea
Nothing can be seen

On the doorstep we stand

Building the shadow of those movements

Washed out global creations of Earth
Those from childhood’s

Earth

All movements are not those

What was before

Not remember

Not needed

On the doorstep we stand

Here glittering again

Those attentive faces

Those cherished faces from fairy tales
And poems in oblivion

And someone's shepherd horn

Here the herd has already come

And here the cry of a crane

And again all grew quiet and silent
On the doorstep

We just need the door opened slightly
And go inside, enter

But we stand firmly at the doorstep
And build, and build, and build
Steady firmly we stand

Face of earth,

It is not there

Completely unrecognizable

Penetrating, and here forgotten in a moment

Native lands are left behind

We enter the eternally lonely path

The Earth all lined with paths

As an army leaving battle, all separate

Garage, New

Thus we try to find

What our ancestors lost long before
And still running, running

And where is our marshal of the stick
And where's our bivouac

Throw down a camp, dip into the sea
And stand in that place

But now for eternity

Yes, but everything has changed

And there is no extended transportation anymore
And no carriages covered and creaking

There is only a pause in the dance

Briefly sit on the chair, the onward

Yes, we're all in movement

And our bivouac is thrown on earth

And our house, also on the earth

But why the viva of campaigns does not grow quiet
And battles in understanding enemy around you
And this in the house — of yours

Or the dance we do not perform the right one
Or the speech we not the right one speak

And for some reason all together we recite

Of what, that no one knows, of what

Only sounds pronounced

Or the Champaign is not so sparkly

Or the lady “not up to our shoulder”

Or there's no money in the pocket

To say, | will pay for those campaigns

And to put an end to all of this

And this in that house of yours

Where you treat all

Then maybe on the doorstep we dance

But how, when and with whom

We'll build a house on earth

To execute that dance in that house

But your own
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Garage, New - continued

Ha nopore ctonm

Ha nopore

Baanb Ha mope rnagum

He BupaTtb Hu4ero

Ha nopore ctonm

CTpoMM TeHb TeX ABMXEHUN
PasmbITbIX rnobanbHbIX TBOpeHUn 3emnu
Tex n3 geTtctBa

3emnu

Bce aBuxkeHbs He Te

Yto xe 6bino

He BCNOMHUTL

He Hapo

Ha nopore ctonm

BoT menbkaHbe onaTb

Tex BHUMATENbHbIX NKL

Tex nackaroLmx NIMYUK U3 CKazok

M cTtuxoB B 3abbiTbe

M noctywimnumin 4en-to poxok

Bot yx ctago npuwno

Ho TyT Kpuk xxypaBns

M onsiTe BCe 3aTMXII0 U CTUXIO

Ha nopore

Ham Obl ABEpb MPUOTKPLITH

W 3anTn BHYTpb, BONTH

Ho mbl TBEPAO CTOMM Ha nopore

M Bce cTponm, 1 CTpouMm, 1 CTPOUM
CToliko TBEpAO CTOMM

Jlvk 3emnn,

HeT ero

Y COBCEM He y3HaTb

BHukas, HO TyT e 1 B MOMEHT 3abbIB
MoknHyTbI Kpasi poaHbIe

MbI BXoOAMM B 6ECKOHEYHbIX OAMHOYEK NYTb
TponuHkamu BCst UcnonocoBaHa 3emnsi

Kak apmusa ywepnwas us 6os, Bpocchinb Bce
Tak Mbl NbiITaeMcst HauTn

YUTto noTepsanu Halm Nnpeaky yx AaBHO

N Bce bexum, bexum

A rae Haw TOT NpeaBOAMTENb Ceun

W roe Haw ctaH

BuBak 6 packuHyB, OKyHYTbCS B MOpe

W BcTatb B TOM MecTe

Ho yxxe HaBeku

[a, Ho Bce cMeHunochb

M nepeBO30K HET YK ANUTENbHbIX

W HeT NOKPbITbIX Y CKPUMSILLUX TEX NOBO30K
A ecTb NuLLIb OCTaHOBKAa B TaHLe

W yyTb NnpucecTb Ha CTyn u ganblue

[la, Mbl BCce B ABMKEHBU

W Haw OvBak packuHyT Ha 3emre

W pom Haw, Toxe Ta 3eMns

Ho noyemy Busat noxogoB He 3aTuxaeT
W cpaxeHuii B NoOHMMaHbe Bpar BOKpyr Tebs
N 310 B JOME-TO TBOEM

Mnb TaHel Mbl He TOT BCE UCMOSHSAEM
Mnb peyb He Ty Mbl FOBOPUM

W noyemy-To BMECTe XOpOM roBOpUM

O yeMm, oa HEN3BECTHO TO, O YeM

JIMweb 3BYKM NPOM3HOCUM

Mnn wamnaHckoe He CToMb UrpuBO

Mnb nama HaMm He no nnevy

Mnb aeHer HeT B kapMaHe

CkasaTb 4TO 6, 4 32 Te moxoAbl 3annavy
M 4yT0 6 BCE 3TO NpekpaTUTb

N 310 B JOME-TO TBOEM

['Oe Tbl BCex yrowaellb

Tak MOXET Mbl TaHLyeM Ha rnopore

Ho kak, koraa v c kem

Mbl gom nocTpoum Ha 3emne

Y106 TaHeu TOT UCMONMHUTL B AoMe

Ho ceoewm.
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Beka, Beka OHM B kapMaHe Hallem

Bot 6unntoTeHb npocmoTpa

Mbl MOXeM Bce y3HaTb

YTo ObINO B KAXXOOM 13 BEKOB

HaxmeMm nuib KHOMKY 3Ty Unmn Ty

A moxem cpasy obe, Toraa yBuamm

Mbl Beka B TeHAEME

MbI MOXXeM nepBbIM 3anyCcTUTb BCe OENCTBUS
Hy ckaxxem Beka 1-oro

Hy, a 3aTem nycTuTb COBLITUS Mbl BEKA COBPEMEHHOTO

Mnun Bce moxem mbl HaobopoT
Bo3bmeM Mbl BEK CTONETUI ckaxem 18-biin
Hy a 3a HUM paccmoTpuM ckaxem 1-bii Bek
Kak ctpaHHO

Beka paccmatpuBaTth B TeHaeme
KTo nepBbIi 1 KOro KTO TawmT
C3apgu y cebsi B noBO3ke

Wnn Tebs TonkaeT ToT

KTo y Tebs1 B noBo3ke

Bbin cunbHbIN BEK

Bbin cnabbin Bek

MeHsisicb Bce X mectamu

OHu Hac BbiHEC Ha Bper

M Mbl BCe MOKpble cuaum

W Dpoxb HUKaK YHSTb HE MOXEM

M xoueTca Tyga, onsATb

B panekun ganbHui gom

Bot TeneBusop, BeCb CO CTEHY
KaHanoB MHOXECTBO, BEKOB Ha HUX
He cyectb

Hy Bpoae 6kl nokoiiHen,

Wnun cnokonHemn

He pa3b6epeLub

[a v He Hapo pa3bupatb

B kakoM Tbl BEke xo4yellb

B ToM 1 Xu1BeLWb

MpuaTHo cTano Ha aywe

Beab He 3abbinu e MeyTy MO UCNOMHUTD
KTo Tam meyTy moto ncnomnHmun?
Tak 1 3a Toro cBOW rnac otgam
BoBek

Ho noroawu Tbl npexxae NnocMoTpu
YUTo B BEeke 3TOM BOT TBOPUTCS
3auem

MeHs ycTpansaeT TOT,Apyron

Hy aa npowepawmin

M BOT rotoBa konblbenb elle ogHa
W ybBatokaH crniegyimin Beplumtens cyneb
Hawen cebe npaButens B Bekax

A Ham ero nokaumeaTtb Nub

Ho Tuxo, Tuxo

Dining Room,
Remodeled

Centuries, centuries they are in our pocket
Here's the bulletin of what follows

We can find out anything

What was in each of those centuries

We'll just press this button or that

And maybe both together, then we see
The centuries in tandem

We can be the first to launch all actions
We'll say for a first century

Well, and then let in the modern centuries’ events

Or maybe we all can in reverse

Let's take a century, say the 18th

And after which let's look at say the 1st
How ancient

To look at centuries in tandem

Who's first and who is dragged by whom
In the back of one's cart

There was a mighty century

There was a feeble century
Ever-changing in places

They carried us on to the shore

And soaked we all are sitting

And shivers we can't calm down

And we want to be there, again

Into the far away distant house

Here's the television, as a wall
Multitude of channels, centuries on them
Cannot be counted

Well seemingly be departed,

Or calm

And there's no need to tell apart

In which century you want to

Then live in that

A pleasantness spread on the soul

Since my dream was not forgotten to be fulfilled

Who there fulfilled that dream of mine?
That is for whom my eye I'll give
Forever

But wait you should first look

What in this century here occurs

What for

For me that, the other are sufficient
Well yes the bygone

And here another cradle is prepared

The next ----- of souls is lulled

For himself is found the ruler of the centuries
And we just have to rock him

But quiet, quiet

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved.
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Living Room, Remodeled

Who there all of a sudden yelled and fell
He won't get up for ever

Who there now does not hear a sound
Which pours from the victorious appeal of the horn
Goes there where blow flows

Fellow citizens of those battles

A soldier then to battle

Who now pesters us there

Listen, since we are heroes

And here we all just shied away

But alive, thank the lord

It moves like roll-call

You alive

I, yes

And that one already in world's grave
Which will preserve only his ashes
The heart flutters and with love

We'll save with you

In the hands a firing weapon

The target there is man

Carrying in hands are trusty stretchers
There is that soldier

Who will not continue the battle

In firing hands, a weapon

For tribute to the fallen give

In the hands holding a scalpel, the surgeon's weapon
That is the most dependable weapon
To save the soldier's life

The scalpel and the rifle

Those sharp weapons

Can only save you

And give the chance to keep on living
But the bullet from another

The world gives opportunity to restore
That balance of disturbances on earth
And to continue living on that earth

But distant campaigns

The idols of our honor

How to understand their motives
Creation of weapons

To take lives away

Was the person created

And was the person in the right
And sober is he, or forever intoxicated
To shatter, to chop

Looking for motives for victory

In those distant

In those campaigns of glory

Which are created for those idols of honor
We or honor

Honor or vengeance

But honor has died long ago

Only we and vengeance remain
And we retaliate

For that perished honor

Aside from honor

Lost with the centuries

Remains eternal dialog

Dialog is alive and will keep living
Until the time

When we pronounce those sounds
That dialog

Of those adversaries
Friends in love

Or through misfortune

But dialogs

It is only created

To resolve all problems

The tall pedestal of weapons will collapse
A scalpel will remain

But into life
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Living Room, Remodeled

KTo Tam celtvyac BaApyr BCKPUKHYB CHUK
He BcTatb emy BO Bek

KTo Tam ceiyac He cnblweT 3BYK

Yto nbetcsa us nobegHoro npusbiBa ropHa
WpeT Tyna roe nbetcs KpoBb
CorpaxgaH Tex no 6ot

Conpart 3aTtem B 6010

KTo Tam cenyac Hac Tepebut
MocnywanTe, Beab Mbl repoun

A Mbl TYT BCe BAPYT CHUKNN

Ho >xuBbl, cnaea 6ory

MpeT kak nepeknumyka

Thbl xXnBown

A, na

A TOT yXe B morune mvpa

YTo npax ero nuilb COXpaHUT

A cepgaua TpeneTt 1 noboBb

Mbl coxpaHum ¢ Toboto

B pykax cTpensitoLmx opyxue
MuLieHb Tam YenoBek

B pykax HecyLuMx BEpPHbIE HOCUITKM
Tam TOT conpat

YUto He npogomkeT 60s

B pykax cTpenstowmx, opyxue

Y106 gaHb normbliemy otaaTb

B pykax aepxalyux ckanenenb, OpyXue xupypra
To caMoe HagexXHoe opyxue

YT006 *M3Hb conpaTy CoxpaHuTb
Ckanbnenb 1 BUHTOBKa

To ocTpue opyxusi

Tebs NULWb COXpaHUT

W pacT BO3MOXOCTb NpOAOIKaTh U XUTb
Ho nyns n3 gpyroro

[laeT BO3MOXXHOCTb MUP BOCCTAHOBUTb
HapyweHHbin 6anaHc ToT B Mupe

M npogomkaTtb NyLWb B MUPE XNUTb

Ho panbHue noxoabl
KymunpoB Hawuen yectu

Kak Ham MOTMBbI UX MOHSATH
CospgaHus opyxus

Y70 6 XU3Hb OTHATL

M 6bin nn co3agaH YenoBek

W npaB nu Takxe yenosek

W TpesB nu OH, Unb BEYEH BO XMEN0
Kpywa, py6s

Mwa moTtunebl ansa noben

B Tex ganbHux

B Tex noxogax yectu
KoTopble n co3gaHbl Ans TeX KYMUPOB YeCcTH
Mbl nnn yectb

YecTb nnb MecTb

Ho yecTb AaBHO norubna
OcTtannck Mbl U MECTb

N mcTm mbl

3a Ty normbwmo nNub 4ecTb
Ho kpome yectn
[NoTepsaHHOM C BEKaMu
OcTancs BeYHbI avanor
Ownanor oH xuB n BygeT Xntb
[o Tex nop

Moka Mbl 3ByKM MPON3HOCKUM
To ananor

ConepHUKoB nu

Opysewn B nobsun

Wnb no HecyacTbio

Ho guanor

OH nuLwb co3naH

B pelueHbe Bcex npobnem

M pyxHeT BbICOTHBIN MbefecTan opyxus
OcTaHeTca NywWb ckanenenb
Ho B %un3Hb
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PasroBop HeBnonapg

To nu A TyT He npaB

Tak kak KOHb MOW yHeC

MeHs Boanb nogHebecbksi

W 5 BHU3 He xouy

He xouy st Hasa BOpOTUTLCS

To nu cTyk Tonopa

Ham nopa, Ham nopa

Meyb roToBa, NOAKUHb-KA NOMeLleK
Msbl ¢ ToGoI nocuanm

MbI ¢ ToGol nomonyMm

M pacctanemcs Takke BOT Monya
Tbl MHe 6onblue He LK
BcnomunHaHbs Tex gHen

Y70 NUWbL Hac npueBenu

BoT k TakoMy 3aTULLIbIO

W kaMuH TyT 3aTyx

Crano crpallHo, TEMHO

Twxo cTpaLLHO 1 TUXO

A Hawen B Tex NoTeMKax

PyKy, pyKy TBOO

M napoHb, 4TO Nnackana mMeHs
JInwe nobs

A cenvac

HeT noTyx TOT OroHb

He nornaguvwb meHs

He paccTtenelub onsi Hac NoKpbIBano
Ho cmoTpu BOH yx 3peeT 3aps
A cmoTpto Ha Tebsa

Ho He Bmxy T€64

Xouellb s pacckaxy

Tebe npocTo 0 gome
[omM-xunbe Tex NpocTbIX

M xopowmx niogen

[om, Hy npocTo n AoM

ToT KoTOpbIV UcHe3

M koTopbIi 5 OMKEH NOCTPOUTL
Tbl MONUULLB U ONATL

He xouy s TepaATb, fa 1eb6s

A nocTpoto Hall oM B Halle cyacTbe
CoxpaHto 1 Tebs u cebs

Kitchen, Remodeled

The conversation's amiss

Either I'm not right here

Since my horse carried off

Me to a far away firmament

And down | don’t want to go

Or go backwards

Is that the crack of the hatchet
We should go, we should go
The oven is ready, throw in some firewood
You and | will sit down

You and | will be silent

And will part in the same silence
Please don't send me anymore
Recollections of those days
Which have only led us

To this very lull

And the fireplace quieted down
Became frightening, dark

Quiet terrifying and quiet

| found in that darkness

Hand, your hand

and your palm, which caressed me before
Only lovingly

And now

No that fire has died down

You won't stroke me anymore
You won't spread the blanket for us
And look the dawn is ripening

| look onto you

But don't see you

Do you want me to tell

You simply of the house

House - dwelling of those simple
And goodly people

House, well simply a house
That which has disappeared
And that which | must yet build
You're silent and again

| don't want to lose, yes yourself
And build our house in our happiness
Saving yourself and myself
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Bathroom, Remodeled

CTtepunbHO, YNCTO, YMCTOTa KPYrom

Ho yTtobbl 3TO Nnony4nTb

Ham rmagb NOBEPXHOCTU HyXXHa

Ee Ham Hago nonyunTb

Ho rmagb noBepXHOCTU Mbl Nofy4yas

Bo BHyTpb NbITasAch 3arnsHyTb

He ynycTuTb MOMEHT yBUAETH

A uTO Tam, KTO Tam

MoyncTume nyyie

Mbl nbITasicb pasansgeTb

3anevyatnsem ToOnbko obpa3 cBou

Ho yeM xe OH oTnn4yeH

Ho yem xe oH apyron

[MoTOMOK Ham TOT camblii BRVDKHMI

W HeTy TyT TeX CbEMOK 3NIEMEHTOB

Tam npocTo Thl

W B1avwbe TonbKo nuwb cebs

TBos N0OOBBL, OHA NWLLB TOMNBLKO U TBOSI
TBou rnasa, Ux He NCMOPTUT KaMep NH3a
OHu ocTaHyTCs TBOMMMU

TBos gywa, eé He BOCMOET NoaT 6e3 NCKaKEHWI
[MoaTomy OHa ocTaHeTcs TBOEN NULLb

Tak YTo Thl BUAMLLb B 3aCTbIBLUMX KaMeLLKax rpaHuTa
[a, To nuuwb cebs

To kak monuTBa, Bpoae 6 BMecTe

Bce B patywle, unb gome s MOnuTBbl
Ho HeT Tbl MOnULWbLCA cama

W aTo Tonbko nuwb TBOE

W Tbl cebsa nepefaellb HaBEYHO B pyKku
a, K Tomy nuwb ogHOMY

Komy Tbl BepuLb, NOOVLLb 1 AYLIOW U TENOM
HaBek coeanHeHa

Sterile, clean, cleanliness everywhere

But in order to achieve this

We need a mirrored surface

It we need to obtain

But the smoothness of the surface we obtain
Trying to look inside

Not let a single moment pass by

And what is there, who is there

By cleaning better

We, trying to make out

Can see only our own image

But how is it distinct

But how does it differ

That descendant of ours, that nearest one
And there are no elemental images

There is simply you

And only see yourself

Your love, it is but yours alone

Your eyes, the camera lens will not ruin them
They will remain your own

Your soul, a poet cannot praise it without distortions
Hence it will remain your own

Thus you will see in set stones of granite
Yes, only but yourself

And so the prayer, seemingly together

All'in a town hall, or a house for prayer

But no you pray on your own

And this is only yours

And you yourself deliver into hands forever
Yes, to that only one

Whom you believe, love through soul and body
Forever linked
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Family Room, Remodeled

Bcran u ywen

Ho kyna

Yto TO Hawen

Monoxwun

Ho kyna

KT0 TO OKNUKHYN

Tl MMMO npoLuen

Ho kyna

Bot BCce cmetoTcs

W naney HanpaBneH y Bcex
Ho kyna

CrtpacTb ogonena 1ebs

Tbl BeCb BOCnaneH
Xouelb yhTn OT BCEX
TeHen, HeB3rog

Ho kyna

Jlackor Tebs opgapuna mevta
[a Tbl npoHeccs Bnepen
Ho kyna

BoT n HeceTcst no mopto kopabnb

Boanb Bnepen

BoT 1 ¢ coxoto 3emnenaluew, 3emnu

B 3emnto Bpoc HaBcerga

BoT 1 Mbl cMOTpUM Ha He6O NafoHbLI0 NPYKPLIBLLK rNasa
He BnpaTtb HU4ero

Bot 1 Ukap Becb nog Boay ywen

Hasceraa

KpaTKoCTb MFHOBEHWI NS MbICTEN, peLleHmnin

[aHa

KpaTKoCTb MFHOBEHWI CyAMNULL, AN Hac NuLlb

[aHa

KpaTkocTb MrHOBeHWI TeBA He NOHATL NULLb

Oana

KpaTocTb MrHOBEHUI 1 TBOW Ananor o6cyxaeHbe
KopoTko KOHYeEH, HO Bpemsi OTMyLLEHO He 6bIno, HO Gblno
[aHo

Beceno, opyXHO HaMm XuTb B MUpe HalleM
oA kamep ycnex n Nof, APYXHbIA X CMex
Ho BOT B TOM KOMHaTe Ham

Op=a3ru, ckanganel, NpenoHsbl Apyr apyry
Kak B TOn cTpaHe

KamnaHbs!

Got up and left

But where

Found something

Placed

But where

Someone called

You passed by

But where

Here all are laughing

Onto the finger the laugh is directed
But where

Passion has conquered you

You're all inflamed

Want to walk away from all
Shadows, misfortunes

But where

Affection was gifted to you by a dream
Yes you carrying forward

But where

Here a ship rushes over the sea

Far and forward

Here with a plow an agricole of earth

Rooted in the earth forever

Here we look up at the sky with one hand shielding the eyes
Nothing can be seen

Here Icarus has descended under the water

For ever

Brevity of moments for thoughts, decisions

Is given

Brevity of moments judicatory for us only

Is given

Brevity of moments you cannot be understood

Is given

Brevity of moments and your dialog of discussion
End of briefness, but time was not there, not there
Is given

Joyous, happily we live in our world

Under cameras of success and under their harmonious laughter

And in that room for us

Squabbles, scandals, repellent one from the other
Like in that country

Company!
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Well what should we do

Let's say on a free Earth

Box of matches

How much energy there is, and fire
From every small one of the birds

A box, also the shell of the Earth

It's preservation from....

Well, forwards we already know it all
But where's the little bird

Where did the little bird go

Here's virginity and morality
Conversed amongst themselves

Of delightful partaking of the ocean breakers
Sitting by the river,

There they gossiped for hours

Of politics, intimacy, and calzones
The Lenten fare

They thought of fasting

The river was quiet

Delightfully calm

Only little boys were digging in the sand
There were no corals

And little grains of pearls

No one has ever found since birth there
And soon it dried up

The country built there a not too big

A self igniting giant

Which kept the peace on that Earth
For centuries

Corals, ridges or islands

Yes it is with them Earth is ours

Who wants to glance at that belt of Earth
But someone wants to

But there living is so simple

On our earthly belt

Living and suffering from sultriness
But suffering, hardly

Suffering we

That never will we visit there

And of that earthly belt

We can talk much, much about

And ponder

How and what do people live there for
And suddenly, breaking out in sweat
And suddenly some ruler

Will build there, a factory of self-.....

Green House, New

About Ea-r-th,

But also will be three,
Then Ear-th,

But probably no,

Then at least everything will not disappear

And the Milky Way

And much of that, which starts

From three letters, that mil.....

Let us open the dictionaries, and start reading

Well there, there are only five of them

And two of them

Mammals and milky

And the third one the Milky Way

Better to close the dictionaries

And all take a vow of silence

Wanting into the desert

But even there are people,

And if people, then a ruler is there

But longing to start advertising

Hurray advertisement, here's our business

The products we will advertise

But only those that will distract the people

And the ruler of the Earth from self-ignition

Well you blurted it straight out

The need to possess this thought, but only inside yourself
And you should advertise as such, to know about this

But generally would be better if you forgot about it too
And simply, be happy and love

Let's say morality, but only on the river

But one can fall in love with virginity as well

Fr-ee-dom, fr -ee- dom give. Give. Give.

(Here a period should be and look to see if given or not given,
And later if not given, then again with capital "G")

Give! Give! Give! (But now with an exclamation mark,
Well, and maybe, with this should end, and what of virginity,
Well, yes, morality can be left to stay, but only for the chosen,
Well for those are elected into government, OH, THEN IT IS ANOTHER MATTER)
We'll gallop, we'll gallop, on reindeer without bridles
Straight into an eternal blizzard

Then what should we Busy ourselves with

Let's sayon ....... Earth

And was there an Earth

G-o-d for-give us

A-l-l-e-l-u-i-a

But here someone is left
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Green House, New - continued

A yem Bbl Ham 3aHATCSH

Hy ckaxem Ha cBobogHomn 3emne.
Kopobka cnnyek

CKONnbKO Tam SHEpPruu, orHs

Y Kagor ManeHbKom U3 NTuyek
Kopo6bka, Taxxe obonoyka y 3emnum
OHa npegoxpaHseT oT ...

Hy panblue Ham n3BecTHO Bce

Ho rage xe ntuuka

Kyna e genack ntudka

BoT AeBCTBEHHOCTb U HPABCTBEHHOCTb
3aroBopunu mex coboi

O cnapocTsix BKyLLIeHUs Npubos okeaHa
Cwuas Ha peuke,

Tam cygauunu oHu Yyacamu

[Mpo nonuTUM, HTUM M paccTeram ,
Ho nocTHble

MocTutbcsa B3gymanu oHu

Ho peuyka u Tuxa 6bina

N cnapocTHO crnokonHa

JIMWb KOBBLIPSNUCH MarnbyYuKu B Necke
Tam He 6bIno Kopannos

W xxem4yra mantoCeHbKNX NECYNHOK
HWKTO He Haxogun ¢ poXaeHbs Tam
[a ckopo X Bbicoxna K Tomy

CTtpaHa noctpouna Tam HebonbLUoW
'wraHT camocoXxaeHbs

KoTopbii coxpaHun nokow 3emnu Ton
Ha Beka

Kopannbl, rpsigbl unb ocTpoBa

[a vvun Begb 3eMns Bcs Halwla

KTo xo4eT nocmoTpeTb TOT nosic y 3emnu
Hy kTO0-TO X0YeT

Hy a Tak Tam npocTo 1 XuBYT

Ha Hawem nosice 3eMHOM

YKuBs n Myyasicb OT CONTHEYHOTO 3HOSI
Ho myuyasce, HaBpsig nv

Myuaemcs mbl

YTo HMKOrga Mbl TaMm He nNobbiBaeM

A BOT 06 3TOM nosice 3emnu

MbI MOXXeM MHOFO, MHOFO FOBOPUTb
W nymatb

Kak 1 yem xuByT Tam nogu

W Bapyr, ax not npowmb

W BApyr kakon-HMbyab npaBuTenb
MocTtpouT Tam, 3aBog camo........

[a npocTo Mbl BBEAEM B MOHATME

O 3e-m-ne,

Ho Takxe 6yget Tpu
Torpa 3em-ne,
Ho HeT HaBepHoe

Toraga xoTb HEMCYE3HET BCe

M mneyHnm Mytb

M mMHoroe Bce To, 4TO HaunHaeTcs

C Tpex BykB, 4TO Mne.....

OTKpoeM crnoBapu, Hy U HAYHEM YNTaTb

Hy BOT nx Tam Bcero nuilb NATbL

W nBa 13 Hux

MnekonuTatoLume 1 MNevYHNKn

A TpeTbe MneyHbli NyTb

3akpoem nydlle crioBapu

M Bce BO3bMeM 06eT MonyaHbs

B nycTbIHIO xo4eTbCs

Ho un yx Tam Hapog,

A pa3s Hapoga, TaK 1 npaBuTenb Tam

Hy xo4eTbCsi peknamoro 3aHATbLCA

Ypppa peknama, BOT 613Hec Hall

Mbl 6ynem peknamupoBaTb ToBap

Ho Tonbko TOT, 4TO OTBNEYET Haposa

[a v npaButens 3emnu OT CaMOCOXOKEHb

Hy 6yxHyn Tbl 1 npsmo B no6

Benb Hago aTy MbICnb MMETb, HO TONBKO Npo cebs

A Tbl peknamy fenan Tak, 4Tob 3Han ob aTom

Hy B obwem nyywe n Tebe 06 aTom no3abbiTb

A npocTo, pagoBaTbCsi U NobuTb

Hy ckaxxeM HpaBCTBEHHOCTb, HO TOMbKO NULLb Ha peyke
Hy moxeLub Takke nonobuTb N 4EBCTBEHHOCTb
CBo-60-aa , cBo -60- oy gan. [an. Oan.

(TyT Hapo CTaBWUTb TOYKY M CMOTPETbL Aanu Uinu He Aanu,
a rnocne ecnu He Aganu, To oNsTb € 3arnasHon "A")

Oan! Oan! Oan! (Ho yxxe ¢ BoCcKNMUaTeNbHbIM 3HaKOM,
HY, @ MOXHO, Ha 3TOM U KOHYUTb, a KaK e AEBCTBEHHOCTb,
Hy, oa, HpaBCTBEHHOCTb MOXHO U OCTaBUTb, HO ANsi U3OpaHHbIX,
Hy Ans Tex koro usbepyt B npasutenu, O TOIMOQA 3TO OPYIOE AEJO)
Mbl nockayem, Mbl MOCKayYeM, Ha OreHsix 6e3 ynpsikkm
MpsiMo B BeYHyto nypry

Tak yeM xe Ham 3aHATbCA

Hy ckaxem Ha ......... 3emne

A 6bina nu 3emns -To

[oc-no-av no-mu-nyn

A-nn-nyn-a

[a TyT KTO-TO OCTancs

Hy nagHo ecnu He oguH
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