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1. A. Jlarman. «CTUXU U3z6panusie. POEMS Selected»

Ob ABTOPE

HNocud Anzuxosuu Jlarman, poaunics B Ykpausne, B ropoge Habunusl, B 1931 roay.
Kun B Kuese, Bopommiosrpane, Tpouinke na YpaJje, CeBacronosne. Oxonumni Kuesckuii
NOJUTEXHUYeCKHIl NHCTUTYT, TelloTexHn4Yecknil (pakyasTeT. PadoTas cygocrpountesnem
B CeBacrTonoue u Kuese.

IlepBble cTuxu 6bLIM onydJauKoBanbl B 3panie.

B Kanapne uznaresbcrsoMm Altaspera Publishing & Literary Inc. 66111 ony6,1mkoBaHbI
KHHTH:

a) «Ilo cienam ,,KonbiTa nn:xenepa‘ Ilo crynensam... B Hukyna», 2015
0) «Yuras b. Ilacrepnaka Bo3spamasics k B. MasikoBckomy», 2015
B) «Ctuxu. Pazmbinienus (B AByX Tomax), 2018

IIate kaur onyoankoBanbl B Poccnu m3aarenabckum qomom «M3nareanckue penre-
Hus». o smnen3nn Ridero:

a) JIlupuka (B Tpéx Tomax), 2018
0) 1 Peun u Kuctn, 2018
B) CY/IbBA n... CTUXU, 2018

Ctuxu ony0/JMKOBaHbI TaK:Ke B adlbMaHaxax Poccuiickoro coro3a nucareJieii: AHTO-
Jorusi pycckou no33un (3a 2018 rox, 3a 2019 ron), «Ilo3T roga» (3a 2017 roa, 3a 2019 roa
u 3a 2020ron) u «<HACJIEAUE» (3a 2016 rox).

PoccuiickuMm coro30M nucareJieil aBTop Harpa:kaéH megajasimu «Agnexcagap Iymxkun
220 set», «<AHTOH YexoB 160 jeT», «xAnna Axmartosa 130 jger» nu «MiBan bBynun 150 jet».

ABTOpP nyOJHKYyeT CTHXU HA PYCCKOM M aHIVIMHCKOM SI3bIKaX, HA/lesiCh PacIIHPUTH

KPYr yMTaTejJed U YCWINTh HHTEepeC K COBPeMEHHOH PYCCKOM MO33UH U K PYCCKOH JIUTe-
paType B LIeJIOM.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Yosef Aizikovich Latman, was born in Ukraine, the city of Ilintsy, in 1931 year. He lived
in Kiev, Voroshilovgrad, Troitsk in the Urals, Sevastopol. He graduated from Kiev Polytechnic
Institute, Faculty of Heat Engineering. He worked as a shipbuilding in Sevastopol and Kiev.

The first poems were published in Israel.

A number of books have been published in Canada by Altaspera Publishing &
Literary Inc.

incl.:

a) «By the tracks the hoof of engineer. By the steps... into Nowhere», 2015

b) "' Reading B. Pasternak. The return to V. Mayakovsky», 2015

c) " Poems. Reflections» (in two volumes), 2018

Five books were published in Russia by the publishing house «Publishing Solutions
under the license of Ridero, incl. :

a) Lyric (in three volumes}, 2018
b) «Both speech and brush», 2018
¢) «<FATE and POEMS», 2018

Some poem were published in the almanacs of the Union of Writers of Russia:
Anthologies of Russian poetry (for 2018, for 2019), «Poet of the Year» (for 2017, for 2019 and
for 2020) and <HERITAGE» (for 2016).

A row poem published in Russian and English: by hopes that they will expand the circle
of readers, strengthen their interest in modern Russian poetry and literature in general.

He awarded medals by the Writers ' Union of Russia: «Alexander Pushkin 220 years»,
«Anton Chekhov 160 years», «<xAnna Akhmatova 130 years» and «Ivan Bunin 150 years».

11
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O, HOYM CBATDBIE...

EcTb HOUM cBSATHIE, NOJHBI 0KU/IAHNH,
Yro B maMsITH HalIeil ropsiT, KAaK OrHN:
Houu poxxaennii, Houn CBUIAHMI,
Houn Hajge:ka 1 HOYH JHOOBH.

EcTtb HOuYM cBsITBIE, HECUETHO CTPaJaHMIL,
Yro aymy Hamry TpeBOKaT Beeraa:

Houn npomanmii u paccraBaHuii,

Houu yxona ¢ 3emun B Hukyga

O, HOUM CBSITbIE — BEHEI] MHPO3/1aHb!
3aBsi3aHbI BbI B TYTHE y3JIbI:

He O0yner Hajgexabl — He OyJeT CTPaJaHNI,
He Oyner crpagannii — He OyaeT J00BU.

IIpomasics ¢ 3eMJIé10 U IOMHs ObLIOE,
Ckazkure cnacmu6o, 4To ObLIM OHH:
Hape:xapl, cTpagaHbs U KU3Hb 0€3 MOKOsI,
Yro pagocTs U 00Jb BbI IO3HAJM JIOOBH.
1996e.
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O, HOLY NIGHTS...

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

There are in the life holy nights.

They in memory burns like many lights:

The nights of the births and appointment,

The nights of the love and the nights hopes mettle.

There are in the life holy nights

Are full of suffering and soul alarms always:

The nights of the partings and farewells —

The nights when the people vanish into Nowhere...

O, holy nights — the universe crown!

You are bundle up in the tight knots:

Not will be hope — will vanish the sufferings out,
INot will be sufferings — and a love will be not.

Parting forever with our Earth, remembering past,
We say her a lot of Thanks for all she had made for us:
For the joy and the pain, which we had felt from love,
For the all best what can be in this life.

July2001- May 2021
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A POJINJICSA B BYUIHOM MAPTE...

CtoiHeT MapT Ha nepekpécTke
Yiun Jlera u 3umebl,

I'me nmypra ponsiet 6;1écTKH

Ha oceBmiue xoambl.

A poanica B 6yiitnom MapTe
Iloa MeTe M NbSAHBIN CBUCT.
Bec cTosi Torna Ha Baxre
(3a JlyHoi1 B TeHH 3aBHC).

! ¢ Tex nop mMeTeJbHON NbLILIO
3acTuiiaeT MHe I1a3a,

! ucnpIThIBaeT ObLILIO,

U sBasiet uygeca:

To kanesbio o0epHéTCs,

To mopo3om, To myproii,
Huoraa xe... yIbI0HETCA
MHe yabI0KOI0... 4y:KOil.
Hronw 2002 2.— Pespansv 2016e.
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I WAS BORN IN WILD MARCH

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Month March is freezing at crossroad
the streets of Summer and Winter,
Where storm is dropping many sparkles
on to hills,

if the wind is

a petal from the winds rose.

I was born at night in wild March, not in still,
But under of the blizzard’s drunken whistle.
When over Moon on watch an imp hovered,
hiding, with shadow covered.

And since then a cloud of snow dust,
blurring my eyes,

lead away into the past,

Showing miracles. At times they very nice:

It can turn into a drop,

Or in a storm or in a strong frost,

And, sometimes suddenly... imp smiles,
But somehow aloof. I don’t know why...
04.09.2020- 28.06.2021
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KAPTUHKA U3 JIETCTBA

baécrku cHe:xuHOK. COsIT BaJyHbI,
IIpsiuack B CHery oT HOYHOro MOpo3a.
Eian 3acTbiim. B cBeTe JiyHbI

Tsanercs ciel 4yTh 3aMeTHBIN 10J103bEB.

B nnee manka. I méxu, u Hoc
Iunaer Mopo3, NOAryJISIB HEe HA HIYTKY...
Bot yxk K peke J0JIrok/1aHHBIN OTKOC.

Jlec, mo3a0bIB 0 APYruX HA MUHYTKY,
Hac npoBo:kaer... Ckopee nomoit
K xapko HaToIJIeHHOH CTapeHbKON NeYKe...

HercTBa KapTUHLL... Kak caaBHbI mopoit
C Bamu 3a0bIThble BCTPeYH NPH CBeYKe.
Maii 1999e.
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A PICTURE FROM CHILDHOOD

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Hiding at night in the snow from frost,
Sleeping the boulders.

Sparkles of snowflakes.

The trees are frozen.

In moonlight, twinkling,

The footprints stretch

after runners of sledge.

Both cheeks and nose the frost is stinging,
and it’s not a joke...

Cap in the rime. Smog...

At last — long-awaited to the river slope.

Forgetting for a moment about others,
The forest

is seeing off us... Rather home

To the hot old small stove.

Childhood’s paintings... How are pleasant sometimes
The forgotten meetings with them... by candlelight’s.
17.07.2020



. A. Jlarman. «CTHUXU Ns6pannsie. POEMS Selected»

MOA ITEPBAA JIIOBOBb

«I'0e sma yauya? I'oe smom oom?

I0e sma 6apvuuns, umo s 8410016n?
Bom sma yauua, som smom dom,

Bom sma oapvuuns, umo s 6410016H» *

Can aOpukocoBblIii.... Bech kKak B cHery
(HeT HM TPONMHKHU, HN HAIINX CJIEJOB).
B cHax ero BH:Ky.... 3a0bITh HE MOTY
Mops... B poce cepeOpHCTBIX, IBETOB.

BeTep BeceHHMII HECET JIeNeCTKHU. .. —
Kpyxkarcs, KpyKaTcs HaJi r0JIOBOM.

B crapoii 6eceake B caay, y peKu,
Ocenbi0 copBaHHbIi mapd roayooii...

Munya0 BpeMsi, U caJl HAll OTUBET, —
T'oJible BETBH — JIMIIb JHCTHS MIYMST,

A JienecTKOB MOTEeMHEBIIHI KOBEP,
Ci0BHO JII000BB, OypU BOJTHAMH CMAT...

I'ne 3ra yruna? I'me aToT nom?

I'me 3Ta AeBymKa, 4To s BIHOOJIEH? —

Her y:x TOl1 yImuubl, CTHHYJ TOT JOM, —
IlepBoii 1100BH COH... — JUIIb B ceP/Ie MOEM.
Hosopos 20092 - 2021 .

*Ilecnss HeuzgecmHnoz20 asmopa
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MY FIRST LOVE

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Where is this house? Where is this street?
Where is this young girl that I am in love?
Here is this house, here is this street,

And this is the young girl that I am in love.

Apricot orchard is by in full bloom,

One can’t see paths, — blurred now footprints,
Nature in Spring, as in past, very boon.

The clouds in sky... all are as blue pink.

Petals are whirling by storm in the sky,
Are whirling, are whirling... over my head.
I don’t know, I not know why

The blue scarf is here... my girl forgot.

Passed the time — orchard faded to utter...

Branches are bare — only leaves gently rustle.
A darkened carpet of petals... in sadness, —
Storm waves ... — him squeezing to wrinkles.

Where is this house and where is this street,
Where is my love, which was here I met? —
Vanished her house, unrecognizable street,
But in my heart... is the first love remained.
October 2018 — February 2021



U. A. Jlarman. «CTUXU Uz6pannsie. POEMS Selected»

HOYb...

I'po3abst psAOMHBI IOTACIH,
MepkHeT BeuepHHIl 3aKar...
Tyun, kak B cBaJieOHOM BaJibCe,
Craeii HaJ] 1eCOM KpPY:Kar.

TeMeHb cCIeIIUT, HABUTASICh
HNcnoaBoJjib, TUX0M BOJHOI.
Mouya cToAT, 00HUMASACH,
IOHble siceHb ¢ COCHOM.

Hrabl ¢ 1uCTBOI B NIOLEIysAX
Caljnch Ha BETKaX CBOHUX.

Jlec uM mOET: «AJummayisi!..». —
Houb Jumb oHa HA IBOHUX.
Aszycm 19972. — Hionw 20172.— Aneapo 2020e.
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NIGHT...

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Clusters of rowan went out, —
Evening sunset fades now,
Clouds, like in a wedding waltz,
Are circling over forest in flocks.

Darkness of night in a hurry,

Drawing near, as a quiet wave.

Young ash and a pine, green ever,

Are standing in silence, hugging each other.

Needles with foliage in Kisses
Merged in night on their branches.

«Hallelujah! ' — are singing to them green trees... —
Only one night for two on love’s ranch is.
08.09.2020
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BECCOHHUIIA

PacnaxnyJia 6ecCOHHUIIA OKHA,
Oxkpy:xuia mepuammen TbMo

U npsjaér cTpaHHBIX MbICJIel BOJIOKHA,
O6xoas1 pazym MOl CTOPOHOI.

Vepiuén 6ecnpuYnHHOMN MeYyanblo,
A ¢ 0eccoHHuIEil CCOPIOCH K YTPY
! He cabimy, Kak B Jiore HeJaJbHeM
JleTo miaver Ha 3UMHEM BeTpy...
Aseycm 2003e.
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INSOMNIA

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Insomnia opened the windows,

And, surrounding me by shimmering darkness,
Spins in night many various strange thoughts’ fibers,
But bypassing my mind by far ways.

Lulled by the gratuitous sadness,

I am fighting insomnia, when night fog settle will,
not hearing in forest, that not far is,

As the summer is crying on the winter wind...
February 2021

23



. A. Jlarman. «CTHUXU Ns6pannsie. POEMS Selected»

HE CJKUTAVTE MOCTOB, HE C2KUTAWTE...

(Pomamnc)

He c:xuraiite MOCTOB, He C;KHTaHTe:
MocT NOCTPOUTH — He MECEHKY CIeTh,
Bcé, uyTo MmoxkHO, B Iylie coxpaHsiiTe,
Bcé, yTo MOKHO U HY:KHO cOepeyub.

B HebOe apkol0, TOHKOIO BSI3bIO,
Mocrt 3aBuc Haj OypJsieil peKoii.
He xopuTe ero ¢ Helo CBSI3bIO, —
Beperos coxpaHnure NmoKoi...

Bpems cxJbiHeT, peka oomMeeeT, —
MocrT B Kapy U B MeTeJIb YCTOMT,

U o3s101mee cep/ie corpeer,

Jlazke ecJii B ObLIOM COTPEIINT. ..

He c:xuraiite MOCTOB, He C;KHTalTe:
MocT NOCTPOUTH — He MECEHKY CHeTh...
Aneapv 20102.— Pespanv 2021e.
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DON’T BURN THE BRIDGES, DON’T BURN

(Romance)
(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Don’t burn bridges, witch for You been very pretty.
A new bridge to build - is not to sing a song, ditty,
All, what You want and can save in your soul, —
Save, if this is playing for You a big role.

Bridge is hung over the raging river,
How an arch in the pellucid air,

Don’t upbraid him for liaison with her —
Save the Peace of her banks, my dear.

Time will pass, the river will become calm —

But the Bridge will stand in the heat and snow,

In trouble get for You warmth from him (not as alms!),
Even if... he in past committed of sins a row.

Don’t burn bridges, witch for You been very pretty
A new bridge to build - is not to sing a song, ditty.
July2015 — February 2021- June 2021
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PA3BE TAK BbIBAET?..

Pa3Be Tak ObIBaeT, 4T00 cMesJIUCH FPO3bl,
TpaBbl po30BeJin B Jie/IsIHOI poce,
VoexaB u3 cajaa, royoeu po3nl

B pacnuieTénHoi Kk HOUM JeBUYbeH Koce?

Pa3Be Tak ObIBaeT, 4T00 cejble KOCMbI

30/10TOM 0CEeHHUM 3peJiH B SHBape,

Nnb, — He cOUB AbIXaHbs, BHOBb CaBAaJH KPOCC MbI
ITo Tpone B yepHEHOM BJIAKHOM cepedpe?

K cuacTbio, MbI He 3HaeM, UTO MOPOil ObIBaET,
JleToM WJIb 3IMOI0 HACTHTasl HAC...

IToTaéHHBIX MbICJIE O0JI€JH CTal, —

CHblI Kak OyaTO BHKY, HE CMBbIKas IJ1a3.
Despanw 20002. — Hroaw 201 1.
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CAN IT WAS HAPPEN SO?

(Free translation by author Yosef Latman)

Can it was happen so, that thunderstorms laughed,
The grasses get little pink in the icy dew,

Running away from the garden, roses get blue

In a maiden’s braid unraveled for night?

Does it really happen that gray hair,

Like the gold of autumn, ripe in January,

Or we, — holding their breath, are running sport cross-country —
On a path of black wet silver to past (in hope childhood retry?).

Fortunately, we don’t know what can happens sometimes,
In summer or in winter, catching up with us...

Hidden thoughts’ flocks are overcome us, —
Like I seem to see dreams, without closing my eyes.
March 2021
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JIDBOBb 3AKATHIJIA I'JIA3A...

JIro00Bb 3aKaTHJIa IJ1A34,
B uyBcTBEeHHOM NpsYacCh MOJIOHE...

Boxkaabl HanmoJiHeHbI... 3a

Hame 6e3ymue... Toner

Ten HeBecOMOCTh, MepIiasi, BO MIJIE...
I'po3a... pa3BeJjia MOJyCOHHBIX.

Bymara, nepo. Buno na crojae. —

A Ha0 Jb BCE 3HATH NOCTOPOHHUM?..
Hexaope 20102.-Aszycm 2017e.
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THE LOVE ROLLED THE EYES

(Free translation by author Yosef Latman)
The love rolled its eyes,
Hiding in sensual invisible circle,

We lose ourselves, in madness,
Filling to brim our glasses.

Shimmering weightless bodies
Are drowning in darkness...

The thunderstorm... part the half-asleep lovers.
Paper, pen... There is wine on the table...

But need if outsiders know all about us, love labeled?
May 2019- March 2021
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HE JIJI1 TEBS BAHAJIBHOCTH ITPU3HAHUN

He nuist Te6s1 6aHANBLHOCTH NPU3HAHMIT
 BOJIHBI 9POTHYECKUX yTeEX,
BocTopru onocThLIeBIINX CBU/IAHHUI,
Ou4epueHHBII ry0amMu TaJbIi CMeX.

B riiazax Mmoux cToMIIb ThI, KaK KHBas:
Vapyro TeJio, 4yTh HACMENLINB B3IJIS/,
Kak 0yaro He00, *keHIuHy Basis,
IMocTHIIO CMBIC] HEBEIOMBIX YCJIal.

JIBH2KeHbSI HAIlH CTPACTHBI H 0e3rpelIHbl,
I'na3a cMyméHHo npsaYyTcsi B HOYH... —

C pycaJjikoil Tak aykaeTcsl Jieluii,
Tak BTOPAT UM CMelLJIMBbIE KJIIOYH.
Anpeaw 2003e.

30



1. A. Jlarman. «CTUXU U3z6panusie. POEMS Selected»

NOT FOR YOU THE PLATITUDES OF RECOGNITIONS

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Not for you the platitudes of recognitions

And the waves of erotic pleasures,

Insincerity of raptures of the boring love dates

And lips, outlined a drooped laugh and soul’s ache...

In my eyes you as alive from my life book —

Elastic body, slightly mocking look,

As if, sculpting a woman, not a stone, —

The Sky catched the meaning delight’s unknown. —

Our movements are passionate and sinless,

Eyes, shyly in the night, in dark sinking, —

So wood goblin plays with the mermaid,

And, hiding, they one another signs sends:

«I am»

And, purling, risible brooks are giving echo them,
But, their noise in the high grass wane.
August2020 — June 2021
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MMO3IHEE TAHTO

«Ymomaénnoe COJIHUE HEIHCHO C MOopem npouianoce...

My3uvixa E. Ilemepcoypeckozo

JTo0 cTpacTtHoe TaHro! — Her emy B Mupe paBHBIX:
Apku, YETKH IBHKEHbS U... IOPLIBUCTHII HIAr.
Cepaie 0bETCA TPEBOXKHO... YUAIIEHHO JbIXaHbe, —
Kak y napsl napsimeii no-Haj 6e3Hoi JeTsr.

Mbpl cJmanch BO€AUHO... U IyHIOK0 U TEJIOM,

ByaHu Hanpoyb 3a0bITHI... — B TaHr0 JHIIb... — THI U 5.
U, kak B IOHOCTH J1aBHeli, Mbl He’KHbI U He CMeJIbl,
Toabko kpenye 00bATHS... — C10BHO menuemb: «TBosI...».

Bce caoBa, Apyr, N3JMIIHUA: TAHTO Jy4lle BCE CKaKeT
006 ynymeHHOM CYaCThe, 0 HECOBIBIIUXCSI CHAX.
Coxpanum Hamy TaiiHy... I HUKTO He y3HaeT

O neyanm, COKpPBITOIl B HAIIMX I'PYCTHBIX IJIa3ax.
03.01.2013e.

»
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LATER TANGO

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

«Weary sun with the sea gently farewelled...»
Music by E. Petersburgsky

O, that passionate tango! No equal him has may be ... —
Clear, bright are the movements. Gusty are tango steps.

Heart is anxiously beating. And... the breathing more rapid, —
Like have flying squirrels, hover over abyss. —

In star sky looking black they, — like fantastic it is!

We had merged... by soul and body in tango wave.

The everyday life is forgotten ... — only tango and we.

As in our youth we are gentle and not very brave,

Only tighter the embrace ... — like if You whispers me:
«Mine». —

As in past, each other we in love both! And that’s very fine!!!

All words, my friend, are superfluous:

Tango will say better to us

About dreams unfulfilled and lost happiness...
Keep, pleas, our secret... And no one will know
About sorrow, hidden in our sad eyes...

This would be a grief show...

12.02.2020 - 24.03.2021
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HO ITOYEMY C I'PYCTHHKOIO IVIA3A

Bcé Te ke 00J1aka HaJI roJIOBOIO,
Bcé ToT ke He0OBLATHBIH HEOOCBO
IHo-npe:xHeMy J0O0YIOCH: U TPABOIO,
U conHmeM, 1 pyubsiMH TaJbIX BOJI,.

Ocranoch BCE Kak 0yATO HEM3MEHHBIM...
Ho nouemy ¢ rpycTHHKOIO IJ1a3a

Bapyr craau aTpuéyToM HenmpeMeHHbIM? —
IloracJsia B HUX BeCeHHsis1 rpo3a?

Mapm 1998e.
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BUT WHY THE EYES WITH AN EASY SADNESS

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

All the same clouds overhead, like fate’ white sails
The same endless sky above us,

I still admire: and the grass,

And as well I admire meltwater on sunny days.

Everything remains as if unchanged perceptibly...
But why the eyes with easy sadness

Have become the attribute indispensable? —

Did the spring storm in them go out sudden?
01.01.2021
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OJIMHOKMI IIBETOK 3A J0K /14 INEJEHOM. ..

OauHOKHH IIBETOK 32 A0KAA NMeJeH0oH, —
CJ0BHO U1aMsI CBe4YH 32 TYMAHHBIM OKHOM...
Ene cablmiHbii 3BOHOK, IOPOX CTHX 32 CIIMHOM,
TeHbI0 51 IPOCKOJIL3HY B 3aK0J0BAHHBIN JOM.

Tam kaMHH y>k IOTYX, JOropaeT cBeya,

AOpuc cKa304HbI IPE3 MeJIbTEINUT HA CTeHAX,
TummHa pexxker cJIyX, OHeMeJia MeuTa,

! HeBOJILHO B aylIe 3apO:KIaeTcsl CTpax: —

be3paccyaHoii J100BH NOTEPSITH MUPAKH

4 6010CchH, pa30pBaB HAC CKOBABUIYIO IeNb, —
Baaabs roHuMbie BeTPOM, BOJHBI 30J10Ta PKU
B nose, rae y 3apu... TOJbKO rojasi CTelb.

OONHOKHUH IIBETOK 32 NOKAA NMeJeHOH —

CioBHO muIaMsi CBe4H 3a TYMAHHBIM OKHOM,
Yo6e:xanu roga, — Bel ocraanch co MHOI,

CtaB 4yyJecHbIM, YBbI, HO... Hé COBIBIIMMCS CHOM.
Hexaope 20042. — Hrono 201 3.
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LONELY FLOWER BEHIND SHROUD OF RAIN...

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

Lonely flower behind shroud of autumn rain —
Beyond the foggy window as a candle flame.

A barely audible bell... In dark, following him,
I will slip into the enchanted house, grim,

There fireplace has already gone out

Only one lone candle burns in half-dark now,

But whose flame steadfastly dies.

And its outline fabulously is flickering on the walls.
Silence cuts hearing, and my daydreams are numb all,
And involuntarily in soul fear arises.

Of the reckless love to lose mirages

I afraid, having breached the chain, that binds us —
Far fields and, driven by wind, waves golden rye,
And at dusk - bare steppe to edge glow Sky’s.

Lonely flower behind shroud of autumn rain —
Beyond the foggy window as a candle flame.
Has passed years... — You remained with me,
Like a wonderful but not fulfilled dream.
01.04.2021
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HE3ABY 1K MOU, HE3ABY 1K

He3a6yaku Mmon, He3a0yaKu,
Tl'osyOble B TPaBe OrOHBKH,
3akagbIuHbIe Jeca MOAPYKKH,
C10BHO KPacCoOK KNBbIe Ma3KH.

KTo copBaj Bac u cMs1, He3a0yaKH,
Ubu BeTpa yHeCJH JIeNeCTKH,

KTo0 Takyo ceirpaJ 3.y myTky,
YTo KoHBbIHE JbIOT JUBHU FOPbKN?

A Tenepb 0CeHb HIYTHT CO MHOIO:
I'opusoHT 3aTsiHyna TOCKA,

oAb MOBUC 32 OKHOM IIeJIEHOKO...
Kak noJibIHb 5Ta 0CeHb ropbKa.
Anpeaw 2005e.
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MY FORGET-ME-NOTS, BELOVED YOU MINE

(Free translation from Russian by author Yosef Latman)

My forget-me-nots, beloved you mine,

In the green humid grass like blue lights,

Old woods’ dear gentle girlfriends,

Like living brush strokes of wonderful paints.

Who picked and crumpled you, forget-me-nots!
Which winds carried away the petals,

Who has played such the cruel jokes,

And hitherto go down the bitter rains?

And now autumn is joking with me:

Melancholy... The horizon can’t see. A mist

Is hanging outside windows like a dense pall...

This Autumn is more bitter than wormwood in rain cold.
12.01.2021—10.05.2021
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INOMOJIYAB HEMHOT'O, MIJIBI MOIA...

ITomo1uaB HEMHOT0, MIJILIH MOJI,
Bapyr ycabnmmuM: Kak miyMsT AyOpaBbl,
JIncThbs mesgecTAT HaJ roJI0BoOi,
IIlenmuyTcst cO CHA TUXOHBKO TPAaBHL...

U, yBepen, TaiiHble TPeBOrH
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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