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Co3zaHo B MHTEJUIEKTYAIbHOU U3/1atesibckor cucteme Ridero

1

[Henect npeBHEN JIMCTBBI CTapEET apXUTEKTY PO

U3 BO3/LyXa JKeJIe30 U KaMeHb IJIETET CBOIO TeHb

3amax TpaBbl CHHEET BN HEMEIOIIMMH CYMEpKaMH CMPaIHOTO CUMBOJIA
OJIMH rof] U3pyOJIeH Ha THICSUENIETUsI COIIACHO UCTHHE B CO3HAHUM TITHII
BOPOYAIOTCSI OT BUXPEU MbIC/IeH Iy1a3a

CJIOBA BOH3AI0T CBOM HOXH B CJIOBA

TE4ET KPOBb B (hopMe JTojieit

JIaJIOHH YK€ IaBHO KPUBAT CBOU KPBUTbsi OT MOPO3a OMMHOUYECTBA
HEHSIIIMECS KPyUYH TEMJIBIX BOJH BUAHEIOTCS B Cyrpodax cHera

00Jb YIIBIOKH

ceMsI3BepIKeHHe Tuiaya

3TO Taax0acH

9TO MIECOK OKOUEHEBIIIeN UKPbl aTOHUYECKUX THEH.

1

Rustle of an ancient foliage is growing obsolete with architecture

out of air the iron and the stone are twining their shadow

far away the smell of grass is growing blue with numbing twilight of a vile symbol
a year is hacked into millenia as per verity in the minds of birds

eyes are tumbling under a whirlwind of thoughts

words are stabbing words

human-shaped blood is dripping

hands have been curving their wings with the frost of solitude for a long time
foamy cliffs of warm tides appear through piles of snow

ache of a smile

ejaculation of lamentation

this is taachoasy

this is the sand of dead-stiff spawn of agonizing days.

2

YacroTsl 1Ha

3aMUpaHKe IUKOIOTOK HaJ| OECHYIOIIMMUCS KOJIECaMU BaroHa

nay3a B paciesiMHe MOoTycHa 3peeT Openom

CJIETIBIEC TTAJTBLIBI CKOJIB3ST MO JIEKTPOHHBIM OyKBam

yeld 6ECCMBICTIEHHBIN CBET MPOIJIATHIBACT JIUIIA

B MYKYMHE TIOXOKEM Ha MYIIKWHA KaXIbIi MAT YMHUPAET MYIITKUH

KTO-TO €CT COOAKy ¥ COBOKYIUISIETCS C IOKIEM B PEAbHOCTH CBOETO MO3ra
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HO B TOJITE HUKTO HE COAPOTraeTCsl OT COKPYIIUTETLHOTO MaJeHus 3TOro oopasa
XPHUCTOC POOMBILHIACS U3 3¢pHa BOCHOMHUHAHUS ITPOXOJUT MeX Ty OOMOaMU MbICIIEeH
KOJTBIIITYTCSI TOJIOBBI

NpsTYETCs] B MAJICHBKUX 3pavyKax 3eMJIsl

¥ [IEBEJINTCS BBIPAIIEHHBIN B CKBO3HSIKE CaJl BOJIOC

HOKHUIIBI HOT

KPHK BO3[yXa.

2

Frequency of a bottom

motionlessness of ankles above feral railroad wheels

a pause in a crevice of slumber is mellowing with delirium

blind fingers are sliding across electronic letters

whose meaningless light swallows faces

each moment a pushkin is dying inside a pushkin-like man

somebody is eating a dog and is copulating with rain within the reality of their own mind
but nobody in the crowd shudders after a shattering tumble of this image

christ born from the grain of a memory passes between bombs of ideas

heads are wavering

there is soil hiding inside tiny pupils

and a draft-grown hair garden is swaying

scissors of legs

outcry of air.

3

KHuru noxoxwue Ha Joiell MeJIJIEHHO TUTBIBYT B POCTPAHCTBE METPO

B KQKJOW BETXOM CTpaHUIIE elle KUBET apoMat Kode

00yBb HE UYBCTBYET TSKECTH ITOCKOJIbKY OCO3HABAsI CBOE HUUTOKECTBO IJIOTh HEBECOMA
B TOM U3MEPEHUH

I7ie C TOUKU 3peHus1 HeOa MOTOJIKOB He CYILECTBYET

MOTOJIKM CMOTPSIT Ha YEJIOBEUYECTBO KaK Ha 3BE3/IbI

ryOBbI CIIBIIIAT KaK C TOM CTOPOHBI CIEMMBIIHMXCS 3yOOB KONEOMIOTCS YIJIbI YIBIOKH
9TOT (PaKT HA JIUIIE C MPWIKIIIUM IaJIOTeHHBIM CBETOM He OOHaKast

BHE BpEMEHHU

y TIPOTacTu

pacmyckasi IIBETHI C TOM CTOPOHBI HEHABKCTU TPETIEITYT rOJIOCOBBIE CBSZKH
MOJTYa BIOXHOBJISS. . .

3

Human-like books leisurely float in a subway space

each shabby page still bears the smell of coffee

shoes do not feel any burden since flesh recognizing its vanity is weightless

in the dimension

where roofs from the sky’s point of view do not exist

the roofs look down and watch people like they watch stars

lips hear behind the clasped teeth the sounds of vibrating angles of a smile

it is a fact on a face with halogen light sticking to it unexposing

outside the time

by an abyss

blossoming flowers from behind the hatred and vocal cords are trembling
silently inspiring. ..
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3aTou€HHBIE B TUIOTH JIOAM HEOTPHIBHO CIIEIYIOT 32 CBOMMU Iry0aMu K JTIOOBHU YCKOJb3aIOIIEH
INOKA4YMBasCh Ha CJIOBaxX YEJIKOCTU HE CIbIIIaT 6y}(B

HO OTUETIMBO PA3NYaIOT TPENeT CTYIMHENH MOTJaIX

YbM YU BIUIOTHYIO IIPUKUMAIOTCA K 3eMJIE

OTKy/Ia aJ1 0ECCOHHBIN JOHOCHUTCS

W3 I'PpyaH TOJIIIbI BRIXOOWUT U3UI0P JIOKACC

U JTOCTAET OJIOKHOT CBOW UCTICTICIISIONTHIA

KOT/J]a KaYHYBIIIUCh OT HEOCTOPOXKHOTO I1ara

CJIOTM MOJTYAT JIOTPE aM OH

He0O pUCYEeT BO3/IyX HArPOMOXKJICHUEM KPOBABbIM

O[] TIpeesIoM B3IJIsiAa PacTyT Maku OYyITO ajio

BCE Mcye3aeT B crapeionux (otorpadusx cBou pparMeHThl y CTOHA OIVISIIKA OTOMpast
BCE nmasiee Oper

OTIIBETAIOLIE. . .
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People imprisoned in the flesh steadily follow their lips to the eluding love

jaws swaying on words hear no letters

but clearly distinguish the tremble of silent feet

whose ears are stuck to the ground

from where the sleepless hell can be heard

isidore ducasee steps out of the crowd’s bosom

and reaches for his incinerating notebook

when shaken by an incautious step

the syllables are silent lautré am ont

the sky is painting the air with a bloody pileup

under the glance’s verge poppy is growing with vermiliality

everything vanishes in aging photographs grabbing its fragments from a lookback’s moan
the coast is more and more distant

defloredly...

5

B onHouvacke

JOOY BHYTPH JIOJIel 0OKMBAIOT HOBBIE 3eMJIH

U3 TIOBEPXHOCTHU COJTHEUHOT'O CKJIOHA MCTIApsieTCsl TSKECTh

Karuii He oTpakast o0pasa CyIIM HATMBAIOTCS KOCMUYECKON Oe3THON OeCIPUKOCHOBEHHO
0 Ty CTOPOHY MJUTIO30PHOCTH CIIPSTAH MUT

I71a3a MOBTOPSIIOT ce0s1 Ha TOJIOTHAX JIUII

Oy/TO BIOX TIepe[l BHICTPEIOM

B BaroHax METPO MO MY3bIKY CKOPOCTU TAHIYIOIIUE TCHEBUIHBI

BBICh YCTAJION PYKOH PHCYET CBOIO OJIETHYIO TeHb B MAMSITH

CMHUPCHHBIM YTOIIVIECHHUKOM TEJIa BBIHBIPUBAIOT Ha MMOBEPXHOCTL IrOpOa

noctuxeHue GopM HEYJIOBUMO

O] KOKel Ha jKeJlaeMblil 00pa3 JIbET MEJOBYIO CMECh MICTOUHHMK HEIPECTAaHHO

3a TYCKJIBIMU CTEKJIAMH aBTOOYyCa 3epKaJIO UCTUHBI OTPakaeT MUP acaibToOM IUIAYyIIM
Mecs1eoOpa3Hoe CyJIHO BUKHHTa OOpPO3IUT Mope Heba

BOJIHBI HET OeCIpOOY/IHBI.

5

In an instant

people inside people settle in the new lands

burden evaporates from the surface of a sunlit slope
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drops not reflecting the image of the land are ripening with cosmic chasm touchlessly

a moment is hidden on the other side of delusiveness

the eyes reiterate on the surface of faces

resembling an intake of breath before a fire shot

the umbral dancers in a subway are dancing to the music of speed

with a weary hand the ether is painting its pale shadow in a memory

as a meek drowned man the bodies emerge to the surface of a city

the osmose of forms is imperceptible

under the skin a fountain spurts a honey blend on a desired image incessantly

behind the dull bus windows the mirror of verity reflects the world by a weeping asphalt

a viking’s crescent vessel is roaming the spherical sea

the waves of delight are wakeless.

6

COHHOOTBEPCTO COJHIIE

Ha TIOPEMHBIX PELIETKAX JIEHU PACIIPOCTEPTHI 3aAYMUYMBO PYKH

TEMHBIN Kpail oIycHa

Kak Ien3ak MbIJIbHBIX CTEH HEU3MEHEH

JIMIIb TIPEIMETOB U3HOIIEHHBIN 3BOH OepeKET CBOU TEHH

91 MPOCHUCH OJIETHBINA CTPaX

YTO 3a BETEP MOKOI MO KOJIBIIIIET

pacrnagaercsi yaca TeKy4ecThb

OTLBETHI

U3 3aTEPTHIX MEKCIMPOBCKUX CIIEH CJIOT MO BETBH BJICUET B BO3AYX 3BIOKHIA

ThI y O€3/IHBI CTOUIIIb

n HpOéMOM ABEPHBIM TBOU CBETATCA PEYU HEMBIC

Hocepary MOET NECHU BhIOT U3 MJIAJICHUECKON MSKOTH CBUTHIE

IIBBI Bpa)KIIC6HbIX qacTulg

COOMPAIOT CJIe/Ibl CBOM TaMJIETHI B YITy BpEMEHH!

YIUTMHSIET CBOH MyTh MEPeBEPHYTHIN 00pa3 MajJeHusl. . .

6

Sleepgaping sun

pensive hands are spread out on sluggish dungeon bars

a murky edge of somnolence

unalterable as a landscape of dusty walls

only a threadbare clinker of things is guarding its shadows

hey pale guardian wake up

what is that wind that rocks my serenity

flow of an hour decays

deflorection

my poetic style reaches with its branches towards the air from the trite shakespeare acts
trembling

you stand by an abyss

and your mute speech is glowing like a doorway

nosferatu sings the songs of blizzard woven from baby’s flesh

seams of hostile bits

hamlets collect their traces in the corner of time

an inverse image of the fall elongates its journey...

7

Tot campblil yac
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KOTJ]a B HOUM 00pa3 ropojia Taloui

PO¥ CJIOB MCUYE3aeT JILIMOM BO MIJIE 3USIIOIIEH

MUP BBINAAAET U3 MHUpa

Y B XPYCTJIbHYIO TIBUTbILY Pa30MBaeTCsi 0 OECKOHEYHOCTh OKUIAHUS
00JIb KPUYUT IIIyMOM YJIHUI]

B KapTHHAX CTEH CBOW MOCJEJHUI BIOX TOT€H MPOIJIAaThIBAET
3BYKOBU/IBI IIIOPOXa

paciierieHue ryia

BaKyyM

TIPUCTYII TPABbI

NOCTIeHSIS cJIe3a HaJ| LIBETKOM HEBO3MOKHBIM
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