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“Battle from the XXI Century”

Battle from the XXI Century
translated by Yelena Synkova

Extension of connectives with the further world

The world saving the wonder of life carefully carrying

The love for nature, growing and framing
One color, just being praised

Color of life

The color that lets us all live

And what is there under the blanket
Empty, or alive

A playful look

Motif of appointed merges

With projections on the rivers, mountains, forests
And covering the lively plants

The earth and human walking miles
Giving life, cover, and strength

And renounce comfort

The soul of peacefulness and life of quiet

But here disappear the contemplation of the work from foot

With worries, thoughts or returning from flight
This whole world, the person
Designed to take to under blanket
The growing limitations of creations
To stupefy those and self

To live or disturb the rustling sand
Turn everything

Like strong fetters

Folded structures happen

Deciding after many years

Only one question

We will be or we won't

How easy to make laws eternal
What give us these: “create”, “create”, “create”
Destiny of global countries

It is not so refractive

In its meanings there is no rush

The wisdom of contemplation is only present
They are responsible for life on earth
And eternal youth

Halo of their glory

Experiment on the level of existence
Here is their destiny

Short stormy splashes

Abundance of strength

And the turn of all human positions
The pus of science on the outskirts
Cleansing

Receive the world

Birth and continuation

An infant on its knees for the altar
Well, and there, just for thought
Silence ensues

And a period of silent sleep

With one eye slightly open

Directing the ray of hope

Into the soul with one dream

How to live, the human life

To save

Have governments’ imaginary shoots

Where imperials thrones are reduced to chairs
Rulers forge the earth

They are elected into the schedule of the world
To govern it

For that duration

Until the clump of earth does turn to sand
Desert of life is its dream

And bent over, with gray added to the hair and
Skewed soul, on throne they take seat
Phenomenon to understand

A cricket was born, a worldly stepchild

To cut him down and throw away

Not let him flourish

Try to short the earthly life

With ranks of archers, the world, the earth filling
Forge just for yourself

A clump of metal with burrows for the belly
Only predilection towards rocks saved

Create and multiply them

And in the clothes of a demon

Rise up before that world

Which, having created

Rough boulder using in the layer of the wall
Building an earthly house

Builds a sacrificial altar

To himself

He thought for the people

But turned out for the stones

Creator of stones

And himself living in their eternal glaring presence
The world not able to imagine other

How was book born

Why

- continued

Or fervor and people’s deeds

Everything filtered prior

Or spread the tears of people later

Maybe the person should cry

To cry, to be a tough person

And here the rock appeared

Who will be next

Receive and give and answer

And carry out

So all people would receive

But this you will

Or maybe a creation of similar ranks for you
Where and when

In which year

The century left behind

Not playing cards

Yes life - only costs one cent

A new dictionary published

Without letters there are only buttons, buttons
A century according to the dictionary from buttons will be ours
Come together with spices, clothes or in attire
At the crossroads of thee roads

Two giants

From Glass, Concrete, Steel, Bronze
Holding in one hand but a single cudgel

The candle light

And squint from twilight

Carefully looking ahead

Suddenly they see each other

And shouting

Horses, bring us horses

Here old jade rides out

And laying down a mark about self

Went where her eyes would look

Old | have become, carrying these geldings
Wait, what about, the forecast of the world
Where is Sivka-Burka finally

Or of bad end, that steed, that we grew through the world
Confound you all, here nothing makes sense
But we must move

History hears all

We can not slow our step down

Let us go - one tells the other

Here voices of the chorus heard
For good fortune or of mourning.
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“Battle from the XXI Century”

ButBa XXI Beka
by Nikolay Synkov

MpUCTOMHOCTL CBA3EN C AarbHUM MUPOM

Mwup coxpaHsast AUBHOCTb XU3HN BepexHO HeCET
ITio6oB.b k Npupode, pactut n obpamnseT

LiBeT oawH, ero nuwwb Bocnesas

LiBeT Xn3Hun

LiBeT Aaowmmn xuntb BCemM Ham

A 4TO e Tam noJ NoKpbIBanom

[MycTbIHHA Nb XW3Hb

Wrpus nu B3rnag

MOTUB Ha3HaAYEHHbIX CIUAHUN

B npoekuusax Ha peku, ropel 1 reca

M nokpbiBana }XU3HEHHbIX pacTeHui

Ho To 3emns 1 Yenosek MAYLIMIA MUK
Jatowmmn xnsHb, NOKPOB U CUny

W oTpekasch OT ytoTa

OyLin CNOKONCTBUS U KU3HU TULLIVHBI

Ho BoT nponano cosepuaHbe Mypa LLiarom

B 3aboTax, Aymax nnu Bo3Bpalyasicb U3 nonéta
Becb Myp BOT 3TOT YenoBek

Peluvn noa nokpbiBano B3sTb
Pacts n3bbITku Tex TBOUX TBOPEHUI
YUTtob ogypmaHuUTb MU 1 cebs

Wb XWTb UNK B NECOK LUypLUALLWIA
Bcé npespatuth

Kak kpenkue okoBbl

BbiBatoT CroxeHbl CTPYKTYpbI
Pelas MHorMmmn rogamu

Bcero oauH Bonpoc

Ham 6bITb Unun He GbITb

M Kak nerko yBekoBeuMBaTb 3aKOHbI
Yrto Ham gatoT "TBOpUTL","TBOPUTL","TBOPUTL"
Cypabba rmobanbHbIx cTpaH

OHa He Tak cTponTuea

B noHATUsAX €€ HeT cneLuku

MpucyTcTBYET NULLBL MyAPOCTb PasMbILLNEHbS
OHM OTBETCTBEHHbI 32 MUP 3eMIn

M BeyHoCTb MOMOgoOCTH

Opeon 1x cnasbl

JkcrnepeMeT Ha YpOBHE NMOHSATUIA ObITUS

Bot nx yoen

KopoTkuM BypHbIM BbINMeckom

M3bbiTka cunbl

M NoBOpOT BCEX KU3HEHBIX MO3ULWIA

W rHost Hakunu Hapyxy

MnageHua nokoneHbs Anst BeHua

Hy, a Tam, onsi pasmblLLneHbs
HactynaeT TuwwmHa

M nepuog Tmxowm cnsiukm

'na3 oauH 4yTb NPUOTKPLIB

Jlyy Hapgexabl Hanpaensas

B aywwm nuwb ¢ ogHoM meyTomn

Kak Ham XuTb 4TO 6 XU3Hb 3eMHYI0
CoxpaHuTb

Ho ecTb oTpoCTKM B rocyaapcTBax MHUMbIX
e TPOH Benu4ybsi cokpaTuB A0 CTyna
KytoT npaBuTenew 3emnu

Mx HazHayatoT B pacnucaHbe Mupa

[ns ynpaBneHbsi OHbIM

Ha ToT cpok

[Moka KOMOK 3eMnu He NpeBpaTUT Necok
[MyCTbIHS XXN3HN BOT €ro meyta

M oH corHyBLunCh, ceauHbl 06aBMB B BONOC
KpvBsi ayLion, Ha TpoH caguTcst

[MoHATb siBNeHbe aTo

CTpyyok poauncs NacbHOK 3eMnu

Y706 cpe3anu ero u BbIKUHYB

He patb emy pa3Butbcs

MbITasiCb XU3Hb 3EMHYIO COKPaTUTb
OTpsigamu CTPenkoB, MUP, 3EMITK0 HAMOJHAS
KyeT cebe nuvwb ogHOMy

Komok meTanna ¢ Hopamu s YpeBa
MpucTpacTne K KaMHSM MULLb COXpaHsis
Mx TBOPS M MHOXa

M 4T06 B 06nnybe aAbaABona

MpencTatb npea MMpoM Tem

KoTopbin coTBopsst

HeTtecaHHbI kupnvy 6eps B yknaaky CTeH
OH cTpos fom 3emnu

MocTpoun epTBEHHUK

B noknoH cebe

OH gyman ans niogen

A BbILLNO ANs KaMHen

KamHen TBOpey

M caMm xuByLLuiA B co3epLaHbm nx

He moxeT mup cebe apyron npeacrtaBuTb
Kak kHmkeyka poamnach Thbl

3auem

- continued

Wnn 3agop 1 gesHbsa niogen

Bcé cunbTpoBaTth 3apaHee

Mnb pasHocuTb NOTokM Cnés nmogen

A MOXEeT N 1 JOMKEH NnakaTb YenoBek
Cne3nnBoCTb, HaAo TBEPAbIM ObITb

M BOT y KameHb nosiBUmcs

Kto byneT cnepytowwmin

Mpumn 1 gan oTeet

M pasHecun

Yto 6 npuHsnu BCe noamn

Ho aTto byaewwb Thl

A MOXeT co3faHHbI NoJ06HbIX psig Tebe
Korma u rge

B kakom rogy

OcTancs Bek

He B kapTbl e urpaem

[a »X13Hb- BCEro NULLb CTOUT LIEHT
CnoBapb n3ganv HoBbI

Be3 BykB TaM TONbKO KHOMKW, KHOMKM

M Bek no crnosapto U3 KHOMOK ByaeT Haw
ConayTcs B NPsIHOCTSIX, OAeXAax unb B ybopax
Ha nepekpéctke Tpéx gopor

[Ba BenukaHa

M3 Crekna, betoHa, Ctanu, BpoH3bl
[epxa B pyke OOHOW NULLb Nanuvuy U3 Bakcbl
To cBe4kun cseT

M wypsack oT noTémok

MonpucTtanebHen cMOTps BNepeq
YBuasT BApYr Apyr Apyra

W 3akpuya

KoHelt nogaTtb, KoHen

TyT knava cTapas BbIXoauT

M nonoxus otmeTky o0 cebe

Mowna kyga rmasa rmsagaTt

Crapa 5 cTana, CMx Mep1HOB BO3UTb
MocTon, a kak xe, NpeackasaHbe Mupa
I'ne Cueka-bypka HakoHel,

Wnb Ha Xy,EI,OVI KOHel, KOHb TOT, YTO Mbl pacTuin MMPOM

Tbdpy Bac Bcex, TyT HUYero He pasobpatb
Ho Hapo aBuratbes

McTopus BCé cnblwet

Henb3s Ham 3ameansTb CBOW Lwar
Mownu -oguH apyromy rosoput

TyT cnbiWwHbI ronoca xopana
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“How the Whiteness Scattered Itself on the
Field and the Redness Embraced It”
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“How the Whiteness Scattered Itself on the Field and

the Redness Embraced It”- continued

How the Whiteness Scattered Itself on the Field and
the Redness Embraced It

translated by Yelena Synkova

Sitting in the restaurant

Wine flows like a river

Favorites walking in herds

Oh, I will go with you

Oh, you should go with me
People look for each other
Finding

Victorious adventures

Victorious pleasures

Circles dances in straw hats
Nimbly making "Pa"

A kiss bestowed onto me

And amores scattered in the hall
A kiss bestowed onto me

And amores scattered in the hall
A crane's call is heard

I'm yours, I'm yours

And amores scattered in the hall
Well and there, yes and here

All dancing around

And the wine is glistening in glasses
I'm yours, I'm yours

A crane's call is heard

They no longer pass around the glasses full of wine
| am tired, pamper me

You should comfort me

Kiss on the lips sweetly, oh sweetly
| am tired, not now

So please leave right now

Carry off somewhere

It was nastily

All was so nastily

I am disgusting to you

I am drunk, | am drunk

Wait, freeze

Hear the heart in the chest

Oh, how sweet it all was, how sweet
Then receive my treasure

Take me away

So we would be so hot, how hot
No, no, not right now

Well forgive, just help

To part ways with you

Oh how all was so hot, so hot
Walking through the world

People of penance

Giving the thicket of penance
Washing the splatters

Only the droplets of candles

Pass around and give to all

Oh how sweet it all was, how sweet
And was the color of love received
Maiden's treasure

And virgin's land

Disappeared

Birth

But only this,

Which the world will not stop on earth

Crusades and vivat, vivat victorious
salvation

All that was needed for it
And will be drunk by all of us
A campaign flute

And the world will find its own
salvation.

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved. 9



“How the Whiteness Scattered Itself on the Field and

the Redness Embraced It”- continued

Kak aTo 6enoe paccbinanocb no nony u KpacHoe
NpUHANO ero

by Nikolay Synkov

B pectopaHe cugar

BuHo nbéTtcsa pekon

TabyHamu nobrumynkn xooaTt
Ox, nonay st ¢ Tobon

Ox, nonaun Tbl CO MHOW

NMopn vwyT Opyr apyra
Haxopat

MpuknioveHnin noben
HacnaxngeHnun nobepq

Kpyru TaHua B CONMOMEHHBIX LUMsAnKax
JloBko genas "TA"

Mouenyn mHe paps

W amypbl no 3any pasHocATt
Mouenyv mHe paps

W aMypbl No 3any pasHocAT
CnblWeH KpUK >XXypaBns

A 1BOSA, A TBOS

W amypbl no 3any pasHocsT

Hy a Tam, pa n 1yt

Bce TaHLyoT BOKpyr

M BUHO cepebputcs B cTakaHax
A 1BOS, A TBOA

CriblLLEH KpVK XXypaBrnsi

YK BUHO He pasHocaT B 6okanax
A yctana, noTeLlb xe

[MoTelwb Tbl MeHS

Mouenyn B rybbl cnagko, o cnagko
A ycTtana, He cyac

Hy yinan xe cenvac

YHecu xoTb Kyaa

Bbino ragko

Bcé 6bino Tak ragko

A npoTtuBHa Tebe

A nbgaHa, 9 NbsiHa

CTton, 3ampu

Cnblwvwe cepaue B rpyam

Ox, kak bbIno Bce cnaako, o cnagko

Tak npummn xxe mon gap

3abepu Tbl MeHsI

YT0 6 Ham BbINO OX XKapKo, Kak >Kapko

HeT, HeT, HeT He cenyac

Hy npoctu, nomoru

MHe pacTtaTbcs ¢ cobon

Ox kak BbIfo BCe XapKo, 0 XapKo

Mo mnpy xoaaT

MokasiBLuMCh nroau

MMywb nokasiHea gaps

BpbI3ru cTupas

JIMWb Kanenbkn cBeYek

Bcem pacHocs 1 gap4

Ox Kak ObINno Bce cnagko, 0 cnagko

A npuyHAn nn uBeT NobBU

HeBunubl oap

W neBCTBEHHOCTb 3eMIK

Mponana

PoxneHbe,

BoT nuwb To,

YTto Mup 3emMnu He OCTaHOBUT

Moxopgbl u vivat BuBaT noben cnaceHui

Bcé TO UTO HY>XKHO ANngA Hero

W 6ygeT Hamu Bcem pacnut
LIaMMaHCKOro JeO

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reselﬁf Y HAAET CBOE CrIACEH



“Main Sheet of Remembrance:
There Was No Storm. It Turned into

a Wind Blowing Some Bubbles™
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“Main Sheet of Remembrance:
There Was No Storm. It Turned into
a Wind Blowing Some Bubbles” - continued

Main Sheet of Remembrance: There Was No Storm.

It Turned into a Wind Blowing Some Bubbles
translated by Yelena Synkova

What should | remember,

What to remember

Somersaulting everything flying at once
How to forget, what to retell

Or should everything going its course

Its own order

Wind, wind picks up everything

Scatter those leaves from life

This life of ours, always “golden”

| am led along an intricate path to the storage room
Lazily going along

Suddenly, an ice hole appears

And in it a golden fish

A pike, a pike came after

Ivanushka, Ivan where are you

Hello!

Well this was long ago

And now

Where should | turn or back towards

Lie down or rest or give oneself to a glass of cognac
And here a cuckoo’s cry is heard

The countdown of my life has started
Looking at me with reproach

The owl rotating its head

Why have you come here

To hear all of this and

Should have sat on the shore sighing, remembering
That a whiff of wind can make a present
Well yes, remembrances have come

But should this all be this way
Remembrances

Those caps, bonnets made of straw

And ribbons beating on the wind
Remembering me those moments of love
And the whisper of leaves, agitations souls
Was it really how it was

The beatings of the wind and their victories
Those ribbons on bonnets

Above myself

That was a moment of a bravado life Copyrlght NIkOIay SynkOV A” rlghts r

But this was all long ago

Mapyc Bocnomunanuin: Bypu He Beino. OHa
Okasanacb Betepkom HagyBlumm lMy3bipn
by Nikolay Synkov

YTO MHE NOMHUTB,

YTO BCNOMHUTB

KyBblpkom noneTteno Bcé cpasy
Kak 3abbITb, pacckasaTb 4TO
Mnu nycTb BCé naeT Kak nonano
Yepenom cBomM

BeTep, BeTep Tbl BCE noaxeatu
PasHecu Te NUCTOYKM U3 XKU3HU
JKunsHmn Hawewn Bcerga "sonoton”

MeHs BEOET U3siLLiHaa TPOMNMHKa B KNagoBYHO
JleHnBO ABurasicb No Hem

Bapyr Buxy npopybb nosisunacb

A Tam u pbibka 3onoTas nosiBUnacb

A Wwyka, Wyka 1 3a HeWn

MBaHywka, VBaH rae Bbl

Ay-Ya

Hy 310 6bIno Tak gaBHO

A celtvac

Kyna MHe noBepHyTb Unb BCNSTb NoAaThbes

Mpuneyb nu, OTAOXHYTb UMb PIOMKE KOHbAKa OTAaTbCA

A BOT cOBa NeTUT Ha BETKE pa3MecTunach
A TYT U KPUK KYKYLLKM pasgaértcst

[MoLwén oTcYET MHE XM3HWU NeT

C yKopoM rnsas Ha MeHst

CoBa BpaLiasi ronoson

3ayem ctoga npuwen Thbl

YT106 cnbiwaTb 1 BCE 3TO

Cupen 6bl Ha Bpery B3gpixasi, BCIOMUHast
YT0 OyHOBEHbS BETPa MOryT NoaapuTb
Hy na, BocnoMuHaHusi npuinu

Ho Tak nu 1o BCE Hago

BocnomuHaHbs

Tex WNSanokK, WSNOK U3 COMoMbl

M neHTo4kax B BreHbsx Ha BETpYy
HanoMHunn mHe Te MrHOBeHUs No6BuK

M nucTbeB LIENOTOK, BOMHEHMS AyLLUN
HeyxT0 37O BCE Tak GbIno

B 6ueHbsx Ha BeTpy u nx noben

Tex neHToquaa LunsAnKax 1 2
To 6bIn MOMEHT BpaBagbl XXU3HU

Ho 370 6bino Tak gaBHO



“Different Generations and Judges in Robes. And
the Smell of Warm Lilacs”
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“Different Generations and Judges in Robes.
And the Smell of Warm Lilacs” - continued

Different Generations and Judges in Robes.
And the Smell of Warm Lilacs
translated by Yelena Synkova

Sedge poison growing almost everywhere
Plains, fields, sands and marshes

All her places are familiar

She can give birth to herself

Or is she planted artificially

No

Withering the earth

Nourishment from all fields

Which is also useful for fodder cereals
She takes all from mother earth

And wither in her fields with wheat, rye.
Sought after ways of saving one from her
Defined a row of codices and laws

With every year she spreads

And we multiply measures

We can and want to bring her to destruction

She only this does not want

Are we that strong with powerful might, wanting

Or the lack of these fodders what be with them

And we do not need them

Or all of this bravado of our strength

So then we are powerless even here

To weave, and weave the cloth for a robes

Even more with every year

Generations of people have changed places

And yet we need it even more

And we plan, raise people for the deed of the ropes
But here let us decide and end with the sedge
Suddenly, even right away

We'll wake up in the morning and no more sedge

The sparrow was exterminated from the fields of China
Well yes, where should we put the cloth, brothers
Yes, of lilacs in the warmth

It only needs a little bit

In order to be born

And then that warmth will only destroy it

Apparently everything is permitted

And in order to win one must only know more

About this very victory

Or simply to multiply the cloth for the rob(is

PasHble MokoneHusa n Cyabun B MaHTusXx.
W LUset Ténnown Cupexnn
by Nikolay Synkov

Ocoka TpaBa pacTyLlasi novTv Be3ae
PaBHWHbI, nons necka 1 Tonu

Eé pogHble Bce mecTa

OHa cama cebs poauT 1 MHOXUT
MICKyCTBEHHO caxaloT I eg€,

Het

WccywmBas 3emnio

MutaHne n3 Bcex nonen

YUTo TaKkke 1 NONEe3HO ANs 3N1akoB KOPMOBbIX
M3 maTywkmn 3emnum Bcé 3abupaet

M yaxHyT OT Heé nons ¢ nweHnuen, poXxbio.
M3bicKkaHbl NyTW cnaceHbs OT Heé
OnpegerneH psg KOO4EeKCoB 3aKOHOB

Ho ¢ kaxabiM rogom paspacTtaeTcsi oHa

A Mbl MEPOMPUSATLS MHOXMWM

Mbl MOXXEM 1 XOTVMM CBECTM €€ Ha HeT

OHa nuWb TONMbKO 3TOro0 HEe Xo4YeT

Mkl MOXeEM 1 XOTUM

A TaK N1 Mbl CUMbHbI 6OraTcTBOM MOYb, XOTEHbS
Mnu n3bbiTka 3TMX KOPMOBbIX YTO ByAeT ux
N Ham He Hapo nx

Mnb BCce aTO GpaBaga Haluew cunbl

Tak 3HaunT Mbl 6eccunbHbl faxe TyT

B 6opbbe 3a nponuTaHbe

W TKyT, U TKYT AN MaHTUI NOSIOTHO

Bcé 6onblue ¢ KaxablM roaom

YK NOKOMNEHMWI HECKONBKO CMEHUNoCcS noaem
A Ham ero Bcé bonblue Hago

A Mbl NNaHnpyem, pacTum niogen Ansa ogesiHbs MaHTUh
W BOT faBaw pelnm 1 npekpaTtum ¢ OCOKON
BHe3anHo, npsmMo BOT cenvac

Ha yTpo BcTaHem HeT ocoku

Benb yHuyTOXEH BopobGeii ¢ noneli B Kutae
Hy na, kyaa e nonoTHo AesaTb Ham 6paTubl
[a, o cupeHn 41O B Tenne

Ev Hago Tonbko NuLLb YyTb-4yTb

YT06bI pOoauTCA

A panblue To Tenno noryéut nuwes eé
OkasblBaeTcsi BCE MOXHO

N 4yTo6bl N0GeayTh Haao TONbKO NobonbLue 3HaTb

opyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights resere@er nosene
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“Pastel in Bed and
Cracks in the Ceiling”
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“Pastel in Bed and
Cracks in the Ceiling” - continued

Pastel in Bed and Cracks in the Ceiling
translated by Yelena Synkova

Raised to the n*" power, a number can be
Retelling a fable

Reading a poem

Quietly in the night

Or close to the morning

We really never thought of it

How could it be, what is occurring

Without connection to our understanding of love
We do not need this

It is itself already present in everything

Why do we need hurricanes, storms, wars
Why is slavery present, jealousy and enmity
Well yes, the wrath of the sovereign

And searches for miracles are in the devil’s face
And all of that is sent to us from the cosmos
And we advance towards the dwelling wharf
And through the priests

We send off our gift of love

The Highest being, to Him

And praising, we ask forgiveness

For our sin, which

Adam and Eve committed

Bit the apple, having plucked the forbidden fruit
Through incitation of only a snake

And place of people living

In one moment everything changed

Earth to them became “heaven”

Thus through love

With what the snake only presented people
Forever is the crack upon the blanket
People’s abode

Mactenb B lNoctene u TpewuHbl Ha MoTonke
by Nikolay Synkov

YcTeneHas, MHOXa yncna
PacckasbiBas nu 6aceHky

Yutasa ctmx

Twxa nn Houb

Unb 6nnsko yTpo

Ham 6bIno kak-To HEBOOMEK

Kak moxeT ObITb TO, YTO NpomcxoauT
Bes cBS3K C HAWMM NOHMMaHueM nbBwm
Ham aToro He Hafo

OHO camo npUCyTCTBYET BO BCEM
3ayem Ham yparaHbl, 6ypu, BOMHbI
3adem npucyTCTBYIOT U pabCcTBO, 3aBUCTL U Bpaxaa
Hy pa,To rHeB Bnagplku mupa

W nponckn gesiHUn nuka caTaHbl

M BCE TO KOCMOC MNOCLINIAeT HaMm

A Mbl naéM B Te NpucTaHn obutenen
W upes xpeLos.,

Mel nockinaem Haw gap nosowu
BceBbilwHemy, emy

W BocxBanss, Mbl NpPoOLLEHbE MPOCUM
3a rpex Halw, KOTophIn

Apam 1 EBa coepLumnu

Bkycunu 96noko, 3anpeTHbI Nnog copsas
Mo HayLeHWIo BCEro NyLb 3MUS

U mecTo npoxuBaHus nogen

B MomMeHT BCce nsmeHunoch

3emns um ctana "paem"

Tak upes noboBb

Uem 3men nuwib ogapwn nogemn
HaBeku TpellmHa Hag NOKpPbIBarioM
ObuTenu nogen

A gift from the Highest being was IefCOpyright leolay Synkov. All rights &ﬁé&éc BbILLHEr0 ocTanacbh 16

And we forever patch it up.

‘rataem nNullb ee.
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“Threshing Accepted by the Walls” -

Threshing Accepted by the Walls
translated by Yelena Synkova

Backwoods

In darkness such fright

Night is dark

Yes, morning couldn't be seen

An animal roar is heard

And nearby

The crackle of a fire

And then paradise

The heart missed a beat: maybe it will pass by

Morning has come

How hot

The sun has risen again

The sound of wheels is heard

And close by

Tearing by that sudden detachment
Genius of thoughts

Hero of all victories

And a passer-by walking on foot

Who will distinguish you at that moment
Where moments of decisions collide
Unrealized hearts of somebody

Suddenly a push, cannot be buried

The cosmos is near

Looking there in the distance

What you search for in your path

Yes.

You are only a fellow traveler to passer-by
Who will dispel in you that sorrow

What the intoxication of those nightly agitations
Laying down those perturbations of the soul
White swan,

Receive the image

No, it has already became another
Sivka-Burka

You should at least come

There rushing by headlong without stopping
The laughter of Satan is walking the earth
Lots of tears and love are all gone

Fear has come for you, for myself

Who, who will come in that night

Take by the hands, quietly sing

The new musical motif of life

And we will walk the world together

continued

MepemonoTo u CteHamu MpuHsaTo
By Nikolay Synkov

[nywb necHas

B noTémkax kak cTpalHo

Houb TeMHa

[Oa, yTpa He BMaaTb

Pbik 3BepuHbIV pa3gancs

A psgom

Tpeck kocTpa

W 3atem Gnarogatb

Ceppaue éxaeT, BOPYr NPOHECET

Hactynuno n ytpo

Kak »apko

CornHue BcTano onsitb..

CTyk KOnéc pasgaétcs

W 6nnsko

Mpockounn Tex BHe3anHbIX oTpAg
[eHuii Mbicnen,

epowi Bcex noben,

M newukom nNpoxoasiLLmm NpoXoXui
KTo Tebst oTNNYNT B TOT MOMEHT

e CTONKHYTCA MIHOBEHbS PELLEHWI
Heoco3HaHHbIX YbUX-TO cepaeL,
Bopyr TONYoK, CXOPOHUTLCS HE CMOXeLLb
Kocmoc 6nmsok

naps Tyna Boans

Y70 ThI MLELWb B NYyTH

Oa.

Tbl BCEro NuiLb NONyTYUK NPOXOXUM
KTo pa3seeT B Te6s Ty nevansb

Y70 AypMaH TeX HOYHbIX BO3OYXXAEHWIN
3anoxun Te CMATeHbs AyLn

Ilebenb Genas,

O6pa3 npumu

HeT, oHa yxe cTana gpyras

CuBka -bypka

Tbl XOTb NpUAK

BoH npoHéccs cTpemrnae He BcTaBasi
XoauT No MUpy CMeX caTaHbl

MHoro cnés n nobBu He ocTanochb
CTtpax npuwen 3a Tebs, 3a cebs
KT0-Xe, KTo-Xe NnpuaéT B TOM HOUM
MpumeT 3a pyku, TUXO CMOET

HoBoWn NneceHHOM XN3HN MOTHB

M Mbl BMecTe no mupy novigem

or.. Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved. 18
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“Remembrances after the Battle”- continued

Remembrances after the battle
translated by Yelena Synkova

To understand and after just lay in bed with you
To know all the darkness, passions, storm’s moan
To know all this

And suddenly to hear quiet — forgive-
Quickly getting up, you left

Silently closing the door

And disappeared forever

But this is only with love to...

Yes, what remains, what is gone
Without thought a hand traces

On the wall with chalk

Not looking up above

As s... splash

That cannot be held

Like the feelings of passion

We cannot understand

We grow thoughts in confusion

Jostle joyously

We fly down from a hill

I'm first,

| reached bottom before all

And here flies, flying, flying

Where and why we keep flying

And not just walk

Have we grown stronger in our bodies
Or gained more wisdom

Reading...

No

We’'re only going through our old clothes
Which we are afraid to even throw away
And to wear it is already too late

We want only to asperse it

To save the century old wisdom

And turn all to darkness

And was there a shot from the ironclad
Was it the first or in series

How s... splash

Which cannot be contained

That the feeling of passion

BocnomuHanus MNocne Butebl
by Nikolay Synkov

MoHATb 1 nocne NpPocTo neyb B NocTenb ¢ Tobow
Y3HaTb NOTEMKU CTpacTu, Oypu CTOH
lMosHaTb BCé 31O

W BOpyr ycnbiwatb TMXoe -NpocTu-
BcTas 6bICTpO Thi ywwina

TnXOHBLKO ABEPb NPUKPbLIB

W HaBcerga nponana

Ho 3710 TOoNbKO NULLb B NOGBM C .............
[a, 4To ocTanocs, 4To Nponarno
BeccMbICNEeHHO pyKOW BOXY

Mo cTteHkam menom

BBepx yx He rmsixy

Kak c... BbInneck

To He coepxaTb

Tak 4yBCTBO CTpacTu

Ham He noHaTb

M TO 1 TO MrHOBEHHO

Pactum wmbl 3abnyxaeHuin mbicnm
Tonkadcb pagocTHO

MbI € ropku BCE netum

A nepsbinA,

£ BCex paHbLUe BHU3 CNyCTUICA

W BOT neTuT, neTum, netum

Kyna v noyemy Mbl Bce netum

A nNpocTo He ngem

Mbl 4TO cunbHee cTanu Tenom

Wnb myapocTtn Habpanu 6onblue

Het

Mbl Tonbko ctapoe 6enwé nepebupas
KoTtopoe u Bbibpocuts Gonmces

Hy a HocuTb ero Tem 6one no3gHo
XOTVM €ro nuLb OKPONUTb

YUto 6 BEKOBYIO MyApOCTb COXPaHUTb
W BCE B MOTEMKN NpeBpaTUTb

W 6bin nu BeICTpen ¢ 6poHeHocLa
Bbin nepBbIi Nb CEPUNHBIN BbIN
Kak c... Bbinneck

To He caepxaTb

we donotunderstand - COPYright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reseméeghcrso crpacu 20

Is it not that only this we’ve understood

Ham He noHaTb
HeyXTo 3TO TOMbKO Mbl NO3HaNU



“Oceanic Shells and Pebbles”

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved.

21



“Oceanic Shells and Pebbles” - continued

Oceanic shells and pebbles
translated by Yelena Synkova

The beginning comes gradually

And gradually we tire

We make up promises to the elephant
Also knowing that we will die as well

At least it has large tusks

Yet it feeds on only grass

It is big so it will be lucky

In this life, and also in that

To shed tears, but to whom

To drink vodka, but for what

Easier to come early and discover

The bird which has long since flown away
The sore is washed out and there are no more shells
Birds, their flocks scud past

Only and here can’t be saved

They don’t have sun or salvation

Clouds and thunder of the skies

Cudgel, moans and screams —save —

Yes, only | have these dreams as well
Moans, begging, - you towards me —

In an hour all grew quiet suddenly

In the luster of water the moon appeared
Someone is boiling a fish soup over the fire
Stars in the skies

There are many

Quietly on the shore together we go

Glory to the motif of this story of nature
The smell of shells, smoke from a fire

The breeze carries all

To awake early is only to remember yourself
Peebles, smooth you should look at them
Well, and the wave keeps on sharpening them
Everything seems so simple and merry
Seagulls flying

Channels and currents confluences everywhere
An invitation ashore — come —

Invitation

A solid road

Do not go there

The surface of amber will swallow you up
That and that is all needed

To look on you

And confession of love

They cannot be counted

Mopckue Pakywku n Kamywku OTroyeHHble OkeaHOM
by Nikolay Synkov

[MocTeneHHo NpuxoauT Havano
[MocTeneHHo 1 Mbl ycTaem

MbI npuaymas crnoHy obellaHbe
Tarke 3HaeM 4TO TOXe YMPEM

Y Hero xoTb 1 GUBHM BornbLune

Ho nuTaeTtca Tonbko TpaBoun

OH 6onbLuor 3HaunT ByaeTt yaaunvs
B aTOM XM3HK, a Takke 1 B TON
Cnésbl NnTb, TaK KOMY e

Boaky nuTb, Tak 3a Yyem xe

Jlerye paHo npuinTn 1 3actaTb
MTuyy Ty YTO AaBHO yneTena

Beper pa3mbIT 1 pakyLLek Y HeT
MTuupbl, ux ctam HecyTcst

TonbKko 1 TYT He cnacTuCb

HeTy um conHua, cnaceHbsi

Tyun v rpom nopgHebecbs

Manuua, CTOHbI N KPKKK -Cnacu-

[a, TONbKO CHUTCSI MHE TOXe
CTOHbI, MOnbba, -Tbl KO MHE -

B yac Bcé 3aTuxno n Bapyr

B 6necke Boabl nosiBUNack nyHa
KTo-TO yxy Ha kocTpe cebe BapuT
3Bé3g B nogHebecbe

Wx mHoro

Tuxo no 6epery BMecTe naém
CnaBbCsi MOTMB 3TOM CKa3kv NpUpOAbI
3anax pakyLuek, AbIMOK OT KOoCcTpa
Bcé BeTepok nuLb pasHoCcuT

PaHo BCcTaBath, Nuwwb cebs noOMUHaThL
Kameluku, rmagb Tbl HA HAX NOCMOTPYU
Hy, a BonHa nx BC& TOYMT 1 TOUUT
Bcé Tak n npocTto n Beceno Bpoae
Yarikn netatot

Toku NpoTOKK, CNMsHbE Be3fae
Bbi3oB Ha 6eper -npuan-

BbizoB

Teéppaas gopora

He xogn Tyaa

AHTaps NOBEPXHOCTb NOrMoTUT Teds
To n To BC& Haao

Ha 1ebsa cmoTpeTb

M B nto6BK NpusHaHbe

Mx He nepevecTb.

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved. 22



“Preamble”

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved. 23



“Preamble” - continued

Preamble
translated by Yelena Synkova

That is quiet and how quit it is

That loud and how loud it is

But that is all later

Stepping into the world of the people

Trying to understand them, separate and bring together
With each other

Hoping to do something in the world

But for them

You be the start-reader

Their earthy victories

You see the shooting star

Look , it disappeared

It is no longer

Who will remember

This is about it

For it to always be and preserve the light of rays
Yes, only the star-reader

Mpunambyna
by Nikolay Synkov

To TUXO 1 TaK TUXO

To rpOMKO 1 Tak rpOMKO

Ho 310 BCE noTtom

BcTtynasa B mup nogen

MbiTasscb X NOHATb, PA3HATL N MOMUPUTL
C cobon

Hapescb 4To-TO caenaTb B Mupe

Ho ans Hux

Tbl 3Be3004ETOM BYyab

X »n3HeHHbIX nobepn

Tbl BUAULLBb BOH 3Be34a NeTut

CmoTpu oHa nponana

HeTt eé

KTo BCNOMHUT

Tak o Hen

UTtobbl OHa Bcerga 6bina u coxpaHsana cBeT nyyven
[la, TonbKO 3BE3004ET

Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights reserved. 24
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Guard at the door and mirror of honor
translated by Yelena Synkova

Ghosts, that which cannot be lead through
But together step quietly

Clasping hands close to hips

And standing by that head of the bed

I, honestly recognize you, have called
Signora, madam, pani, lady

Oh, no for you there is no hand

All slender handsome army man

You will not find, they are not here

The schedules arrived from the army
Again that crusade

But those warriors are not present

Nor those armies

That clash for the honor of those fathers
Who in statues of bronze

Remained in the hearts forever

Bowing low for the lady of your heart
Leaving to fulfill the obligation to the fatherland
And the standard banner to be saved

To die in the array of war

To give up a moment to idols

That world which was glorified by the poets
To the beloved who only waited

To sing out and quiet down forever

And have repent to the world

That moment has come for the hearts
That love with passion and fire

But no they do not exist

There are none

To walk by the mirror of pride

To give them a deep bow

To those far far away idols

With their lives they have only saved you
A short moment in a life of an idol's pride
In the heat of passion and love

Or in victory, or in battle

Only no, no

Not in war

But the postulates are not known

To fight an enemy but not vanquish him
And his destiny is but only success

The standard of pridg of the cayali
The halo of his vict@@

pyright Nikolay Synkov. All right

“Guard at the Door and Mirror of Honor” - continued

OxpaHa Bxopa un 3epkano Yectu
By Nikolay Synkov

MpvBeaeHue, NPOBECTU TO YTO HENb3st HYKaK
Ho BmecTe cTynas TMXOHbKO
Hepxa pyku k 6eapam npuxas

W cTaB y TOro n3ronosbs

£, YecTHO NpusHaB Bac, Ha3Ban
CuHbopa, Magam, naHu, neam

Ox HeT, BamM Tam HeTy pyku

Bcex CcTpoiiHbIX KpacaBLEB 13 apMuin
Bam HeT He HanTw, TYT ux HeT
Mpuwnu pacnucaHba 13 apmMun
OnATb TOT KPECTOBbIV NMOXOA,

Ho HeT Tex Goiiuos

U Tex apmui

YTo GbloTCHA 33 YECTb TEX OTLIOB
KoTopbix B cTaTysx u3 6poH3bI
OcTanucek B cepauax Nuib HaBek
OTBecvB NOKIOH Aame cepaua
LWnun gonr npes, 0TYU3HOWN NPUHATL
W 3HameHun cTsr coxpaHnTb

A B paTHoM 6oto ymupas
MrHoBeHbs Kymupam otaaTb

ToT Myp 4TO BOCMET BbINT MO3TOM
K ntoGumoi 4To TONbKO Xaana
[MponeTb 1 yTUXHYTb HaBEK.

Ho BOT 1 nokasiTbCsi MUPOM
Mpuwén TOT MOMEHT Ans cepaeL
YT0 NOBAT M CTPACTHO M MNbINKO
Ho HeT e nx Her,

HeTty HeT

MMponaa Mmumo 3epkana 4ectn
MoknoH nm rny6okuii oTBeCh

Tem ganbHUM Janéknum kymupam
YTO XM3HbIO TEbA NULb cnacnu
KpaTkuin XXnU3HM MUT Kymmpa 4ecTu
B nbine ctpactu n nobsu

Wnb B nobepne, nnb B cpaxeHbe
TonbKo HeT, HeT,

He B BoWiHe

OH He 3HaeT noctynartbl

Kak Bpara 6utb He nobus

W ero yaen ecTb TONbKO NULb ycnex
3Hams yecTu kaBafiepa

FeSe . 26
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“Television of the XIX Century” — continued

Television of the XIX century
translated by Yelena Synkova

What to see how it was

In a world of travel horsemen and coachmen
At the moment when it broke

The wheel's metal felloe

But then,

Yes, the was success with ladies

Their faces they cover up with pretty ones
All shivers and trembling

Only in the movement of tarantass

Hearing the hearth of invocating trumpets
Absorbed in herself the sweetness of victories
And engagement

Yes,

That was the turn

“Those in love” hearts in the law

Much in the continuation

Talking not about this

But admitted those defeats

Then to whom shall we present

The color of forests, valleys of mountains
And fields of flowers

And through love the heart injure

What then who should we love

Hearing the hearth of invocating trumpets
Impermeable tendrils of thoughts
Sweetness of fleshy flows

The refining tribute to dress

Or the toes of the shoes

Or the quiet whisper of the leaves

A kiss, all suddenly

Or business, a flow of deeds

In gratification of the country

Or simply in the continuation of posterity

TeneBupeHue Mosanpownoro Beka
by Nikolay Synkov

Xouellb NOCMOTPETL Kak bbIno

B Mupe cTpaHCTBUIA CEA0KOB M BO3HML]
B ToT MOMeHT korga nomancs

Ob6opa 13 meTanna koneca

Ho Toraa,

Oa, 6bin ycnex y oam

UTO CBOW NUK NPUKPLIB HAKUAKOW fnymka
Bcs gpoxa u Tpenewia

JInwb B ABMXKEHbe TapaHTaca

Cnbiwa ropH nNpu3bIBHbIX TPYO

Bcsa BobpaB B cebs Ty cnacTtb noben
W BeHuanacb

da,

To 6bin yepen

"MiobAWmMX" cepaeL, B 3akoHe

MOXXHO MHOrO B NPOAOITKEHBE
He 06 atom roBoputb

Ho npu3HaB Te nopaxeHbs
Tak KoMy xe Ham JapuTb
LiseT necos, AonuHbl rop

W nons useTtoB

M noboBblo cepaue paHs
YT0, KOro Xe Ham nbuTb
Cnbiwa ropH Npu3bIBHbIX TPYO
3aBUTKM CNOXEHWI MbICTen
CnagocTb TenbHbIX U3NMUSAHWIA
M3oLwpéHHOCTb AaHn nnaTbs
Wnn Tydpenek Hocok

Mnu Tuxumi lonoT NnUCTLEB,
Mouenyn, BCé HeB3HaYan

Mnn 3aHATOCTb, MNOTOK AEAHUN
B ybnaxeHun cTpaHbl

Wnn npocTo B NpogormkeHbe poaa

Knowing that all of this is only -~ Copyright Nikolay Synkov. All rights réSeRasg: oro Torero 28

But only in herself

b 1 TONbKO B HEN OHOM
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