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1

[enect gpeBHEN JIMCTBHI CTAPEET APXUTEKTYPOU

U3 BO3JIyXa XkeJie30 U KaMeHb TUIETET CBOIO TEHb

3arax TpaBbl CUHEET BAAJIM HEMEIOIIMMU CyMEPKaMy CMpaj-
HOT'O CUMBOJIA

OJIVH TOJ1 U3pYyOJIeH Ha ThICSYEJIeTUSI COTJIACHO WICTHHE B CO-
3HAHUU MTHIL

BOPOYAIOTCSI OT BUXPEN MBIC/IEH TJ1a3a

CJIOBa BOH3AI0T CBOM HOXH B CJIOBA

TEYET KPOBb B (popMe Joaen

JIAJIOHU YK€ JaBHO KPUBSIT CBOU KPbUIbsI OT MOPO3a OIMHOYE-
cTBa

TICHSIIMECs] KPYYH TETUIBIX BOJTH BUIHEIOTCS B Cyrpodax cHera



00JIb YIBIOKH

ceMsAU3BepKEeHME I1ava

9TO Taaxoacu

9TO MECOK OKOYEHEBINEH UKPbl arOHMYECKUX JHEH.

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

YacToTHl 1HA

3aMUpaHue MUKOJIOTOK HaJl OECHYIOIIUMUCS KOJIECAMU Baro-



nay3a B paciiesifHe MOJIyCHa 3peeT Opeaom

CJIETIBIE TTAJTBLIBI CKOJIB3SIT TIO EKTPOHHBIM OyKBam

yeii 6ecCMbICIIEHHBIN CBET MPOIJIaThIBAET JIULA

B MY)KUMHE IMOXOKEM Ha MYNIKWHA KaKAbl MUT yMHUpaeT
MYIIKUH

KTO-TO €CT COOaKy U COBOKYIUISIETCS C JOKAEM B PEATbHOCTH
CBOEro Mo3ra

HO B TOJITIE HUKTO HE COAPOraeTcsi OT COKPYIIUTENIHLHOrO Ma-
JIEHHSI 3TOro oopasa

XPUCTOC POAMBUIMICS M3 3€pHa BOCHOMHUHAHUS MPOXOAMT
Mex Iy OoMOamMu MbIcien

KOJIBIIIIYTCSI TOJIOBBI

NPSYETCS B MAJICHBKHX 3payKax 3eMIIst

Y LLIEBEJIUTCS BBIPALLIEHHBII B CKBO3HSIKE CaJl BOJIOC

HO>KHMITB HOT

KPUK 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 noxoxue Ha Jiioiell MeJJIEHHO IUIBIBYT B IPOCTPAHCTBE
METpO

B KaXX/IOM BETXOM CTpaHUIIE elI€ KUBET apoMaT Kode

00yBb HE YyBCTBYET TSKECTH ITOCKOJIbKY OCO3HABAs CBOE HU-
YTOKECTBO IUIOTh HEBECOMA

B TOM MU3MEpEHUU

I/Ie C TOYKH 3peHust HeOa MOTOJIKOB HE CYIIECTBYET

TIOTOJIKM CMOTPSAT Ha YEJIOBEUYECTBO KaK Ha 3BE3IbI

ryOBI CITBIIIAT KaK C TOM CTOPOHBI CIIENMBIIAXCS 3yOOB KONeO-
JHOTCS YIJIbI YIBIOKU

9TOT (haKT Ha JIUIIE C MPWIUIIINM TaJIOTeHHBIM CBETOM He 00-
HaKas

BHE BPEMEHU

y MpOoNacTu

pacmyckasi 1IBEThI C TO CTOPOHBI HEHABUCTU TPEMeNlyT rojo-
COBBIE CBSI3KU

MOJT4a B/IOXHOBJISIA. . .



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 1s 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...

4

3aTO4€HHbIE B IUIOTH JIIOAW HEOTPHIBHO CJIEAYIOT 32 CBOUMU
ry0amMu K JIIoOBU YCKOJIb3aIoIIen

MOKAYMBAasICh HA CJIOBAX YEJIIOCTU He CIIBIIIAT OYKB

HO OTYETJIMBO Pa3IMYaIOT TPEerneT CTYITHEeW MOTJaIIuX

YbU YIIU BIUIOTHYIO IPUKUMAIOTCS K 3eMJIe

OTKYy[a aj1 0eCCOHHBIN JOHOCUTCS

U3 TPYJH TOJIIBI BBIXOAUT U3UIOP I0KACC

M TO0CTAET OJIOKHOT CBOM MCHENESIONIAN

KOIJla KauHYBIIMCh OT HEOCTOPOKHOIO I11ara



CJIOTH MOJTYAT JIOTPE aM OH

He0O pUCyeT BO3/IyX HArPOMOXIEHHEM KPOBABbIM

TIOJ1 TIPeIeIOM B3IJIs/Ia PACTyT Maku OyJTO ajio

BCE ucue3aer B crapeonux ¢ororpadusx cBou (pparMeHThl
y CTOHA OIJISIAKY OTOUpast

BCE nmasiee Oper

OTLBETAIOLIE. . .

4

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 omHouacre



JIONIY BHYTPH JI0fIEN 00KUBAIOT HOBBIE 3eMJIH

U3 TIOBEPXHOCTHU COJTHEYHOIO CKJIOHA UCTIApSIETCS TAKECTh

Karuti He oTpakasi oOpas3a CyIIN HaJMBAIOTCSI KOCMUYECKOM
0e31HOU OeCIPUKOCHOBEHHO

10 Ty CTOPOHY WJUTIO30PHOCTH CIIPSITAH MUT

I71a3a MOBTOPSIIOT ce0sl Ha MOJIOTHAX JIMI

Oy/ATO BAOX Mepe]] BHICTPEIOM

B BaroOHax METPO IOJ] My3bIKY CKOPOCTH TaHITYIOI1E TeHEBU/I-
HBI

BBICh YCTAJION PYKOH PHCYET CBOIO ONIEHYIO TeHb B MAMSTH

CMHMPEHHBIM YTOIUICHHUKOM Tejla BbIHBIPUBAIOT Ha MOBEPX-
HOCTb TOpofia

NOCTHKEHHE (pOpM HEYJIOBUMO

TOJT KOKEeW Ha JKeJlaeMbIi 00pa3 JIbET MEIOBYI0 CMECh HCTOU-
HUK HEMPeCTaHHO

3a TYCKJIBIMU CTEKJIAaMU aBTOOYCa 3epKajio UCTUHBI OTpakaeT
MUp achanbToM IUIadyIIUM

MecsIieoOpa3Hoe CyTHO BUKMHTa OOPO3AUT MOpe Heba

BOJTHBI HET OECTIPOOY/THBI.

5

In an instant

people inside people settle in the new lands

burden evaporates from the surface of a sunlit slope

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 COJIHIIE

HA TIOPEMHBIX PELIETKAX JIEHU PACIIPOCTEPTHI 3ayMUYUBO PY-
KU

TEMHBIM Kpai MojycHa

KaK Mei3aX MbUTbHBIX CTeH HeM3MEeHEeH

JIMIIb TIPEIMETOB M3HOIICHHBIA 3BOH OEPEkET CBOM TEHU

91 IPOCHKCH OJIEAHBIN CTpaK

YTO 32 BETEP NOKOM MOU KOJIBIILIET

pacrnajgaercs yaca TeKy4ecTb

OTILIBETHI



U3 3aTEPTHIX IMIEKCIMPOBCKUX CIIEH CJIOT MOW BETBU BJICUYET
B BO3/IyX 3bIOKUIA

Thl Y O€3/IHbI CTOUIIIh

Y IPOEMOM JBEPHBIM TBOU CBETSATCS] PEYU HEMbIE

HocepaTy MOET MEeCHU BhIOT U3 MJIAJICHYECKON MSIKOTH CBU-
Thie

IIBBI BPaK/I€OHBIX YaCTHII

COOMPAIOT CJie/Ibl CBOM FaMJIETHI B YIJIy BpEMEHU

YIJIMHSIET CBOY Iy Th MIePEeBEPHYTHIN 00pa3 MaIeHHUs . . .

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

Tor camblid yac

KOrJja B HOUM 00pa3 ropoya Tailuii

PO CJIOB MCYE3aET JIBIMOM BO MIJIE 3USIOIIEN

MUD BbINIAJAET U3 MUPA

¥ B XPYCTAJbHYIO TBUIbIYy pa3OuBaercsi 0 OECKOHEYHOCTh
OXUIaHUS

60JIb KPUYUT IIyMOM YJIHI

B KapTUHAX CTEH CBOM MOCJEJHUI BAOX IOre€H MPOIJIaThIBaeT

3BYKOBU/IbI IIIOPOXA

paciierieHue ryia

BaKyyM

IIPUCTYTI TPaBbI

NOCJIE/IHSIS cJle3a HaJl IBETKOM HEBO3MOXKHBIM
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