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Ob ABTOPE

HNocud AiizuxoBnu Jlarman, poguics B Ykpause, B ro-
pone Uabuunbl, B 1931 roay. 7Kun B KueBe, Bopommn-
Josrpajge, Tpounke na Ypaiue, CeBacronose. OKoHUNI
KueBcknii moiurexHu4ecKuil HHCTUTYT, TeNJIOTEXHUYe-
ckmii (pakyabrer. Padoran cynocrpouresiem B CeBacro-
noJje u Kuese.

IlepBbie cTuxu ObLIN onyoJuKoBaHbl B U3panute.

B Kanane m3aareanctBom Altaspera Publishing &
Literary Inc. 061711 0nMy0JMKOBaHbI KHUTH:

a) «Ilo caepam ,,KonbiTta un:keHepa‘ Ilo crynessm...
B Hukyna», 2015

0) «Uurasn b. Ilactepnaka Bo3spamascs k B. MaskoB-
cKoMy», 2015

B) «Ctuxu. Pazmbiiienus (B AByx Tomax), 2018

IIare kHUT omyOaukoBaHbl B Poccum m3aaTebCcKuM
aomoM «3narenbckue pemenusi». Ilo munen3uu Ridero:

a) J/Iupuka (B Tpéx Tomax), 2018
0) 1 Peus u Kuctn, 2018



B) CY/IbBA u... CTUXU, 2018

Ctuxm ony06JMKOBaHbI TaK:Ke B ajJbMaHaxax Poccnii-
CKOro comw3a mmcarejieii: AHTOJOTHS PYCCKON NMO33UH
(3a 2018 roa, 3a 2019 roxa), «Ilo3T roga» (3a 2017 ron,
3a 2019 roa u 3a 2020rox) u <HACJIEJAUE» (3a 2016 rox).

PoccuiickuM cor30Mm nucareJieil aBTop Harpak/A€éxH me-
nansavMu «Aaekcanap Ilymkun 220 jget», «AHTOH YexoB
160 ser», «AnHa AxmaroBa 130 Jer» u «/Ban ByHun
150 ser».

ABTOp NyOJHMKYeT CTHXH HA PYCCKOM H AHIJIMIICKOM
SI3BIKAX, HA/IESICh PACHIUPHUTH KPYT YNTaTe el U YCUIHTh
HHTEPEeC K COBPEMEHHOI PyCCKOM MO33UM U K PYCCKOM JIH-
TepaTrype B IIeJIOM.



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

¢) " 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».



O, HOYU CBATBIE...

EcTh HOYM CBATHIE, OJHBI 0:KH/IAHMI,
Yrto B namMsTH HalIel ropst, KaK OrHM:
Houn poxxaeHuii, HOUn CBU/IaHHI,
Houn Hagex /1 1 HOYM JIOOBH.

EcTb HOuM CcBSITHIE, HECUETHO CTPaAaHMM,
Yro ayiry Hamly TpeBOKaT Beerja:

Houn npomanmii u paccraBaHuii,

Houu yxoaa ¢ 3emumn B Hukyna

O, HOYH CBATHIE — BeHEI| MUPO31aHbs!
3aBs3aHbl Bbl B TYTHe y3JIbl:

He O0yner Hagexabl — He Oy/AeT CTpaJaHuUI,
He 6yner cTpaganmii — He Oy/aeT JO0BH.

IIpomascek ¢ 3eMJI€I0 1 IOMHS OblLIOE,
Ckakure cmacu60, YTo ObLIH OHM:
Hane:xapl, cTpalaHbs H )KU3Hb 0€3 MOKOs,
Yro pagocThb U 60J1b BbI MO3HAJH JIOOBH.
1996..



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



A POJINJICA B BYUHOM MAPTE...

CrteiHeT MapT Ha mepeKkpécTke
Yaun Jlera n 3umebl,

I'me mypra ponsiet 0J1écTKH

Ha oceBiue X0JIMbl.

A poanica B 6yitHom MapTe
ITox MeTen NbSIHBIA CBHUCT.
Bec cTosia Torna Ha Baxre
(3a JIyHoii B TeHU 3aBHC).

U ¢ Tex mop MeTeJbHOH NMBLILIO
3acTmiiaeT MHe Ija3sa,

U ucnbITHIBAET ObLILIO,

A sBasier uyneca:

To kaneab o6epHETCS,

To mopo3om, TO nyproii,
HNHorpga xe... yIbI0HETCS
MHue yab10KO10... 4y:KOil.
Hronaw 2002 2.— Pespanw 20162.



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



KAPTUHKA N3 IETCTBA

Bbaécrku cHexkunok. CnsT BaJyHbI,
IIpssyack B cHery OT HOYHOr0 MOpoO3a.
Esm 3actbliu. B cBeTe J1yHBI

Tsaunercs cjel 4yTh 3aMeTHBII MOJ03bEB.

B nnee manka. 1 méku, u HOC
[IumiieT MOpPoO3, NOATrYJISIB HE HA IIYTKY...
Bort yxk K peke q0JIrokJaHHbII 0TKOC.

Jlec, m03a0bIB 0 APYrux HA MUHYTKY,
Hac npoBo:kaer... Ckopee nomoii
K :xapko HaTOIUIEHHOI cTapeHbKOM MeYKe...

HercrBa KapTHHBL... Kak ci1aBHbI mopoii
C Bamu 3a0bIThIe BCTPEYH NIPH CBEYKE.
Maii 1999..



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



MO ITEPBA{ JIIOBOBb

«I'0e sma yauya? I'oe s3mom dom?

I0e sma 6apviuns, umo s 841001612
Bom sma yauua, som 3mom dom,

Bom 3ma oapvluns, umo s 641000EH» *

Cax aOpuKOCOBBIil.... Bech Kak B cHery
(HeT HM TPONIMHKM, HU HAIIHX CJIEJIOB).
B cHax ero BHKYy.... 3a0bITh HE MOTY
Mopsi... B poce cepeOpHCTHIX, IIBETOB.

BeTtep BeceHHHIT HECET JIEMECTKH. .. —
Kpy:xarcs, Kpy:KaTcst HaJi T0J0OBOIL.

B crapoii 6eceke B caay, y peKu,
OceHbI0 cCOpBaHHBII MAap@ roJyoomu...

MuHnyJi0o BpeMs1, M ca/{ Hall OTUBET, —
T'oJible BETBH — JIMIIb JHCThS MIYMSIT,

A JIenecTKOB MOTeMHEBIIHI KOBED,
CJ10BHO J1I000Bb, OYPH BOJHAMU CMSIT...

I'ne sta yauna? I'me aToT gom?

I'me 3Ta HeBymKka, 4To sl BJHOOJIEH? —

Hert y:x TOli yJHIbl, CTHHYJ TOT J0M, —
IlepBoii JIOOBU COH... — JUIIb B CEP/Ie MOEM.
Hosopwv 20092 - 2021e.



*Ilecnst Heu38ecmHoz20 agmopa



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



HOYb...

I'po3abs paAGUHBI mOrac/u,
MepkHeT BeuepHHHl 3aKaT...
Tyun, kak B cBaJileOHOM BaJibCe,
Craeii HaJ J1eCOM Kpy»Kar.

TeMeHb CIENIUT, HAABUIAsACh
HNcnoaBoJab, TUXOH BOJHOM.
MoJya cTodaT, 00HMMAsCh,
IOHLBIe siceHb ¢ COCHOM.

Hrjbl ¢ JUCTBOM B MOIEJIYSIX
Ciiauch Ha BeTKaX CBOUX.

Jlec UM MOET: «AJumiyisi!..». —
Houb Jumb 01HA HA BOUX.
Ageycm 19972. — Hionw 20172.— Ansapo 2020e.



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



BECCOHHUIIA

PacnaxHyJia 6eCCOHHHIIA OKHA,
Oxkpy:xunja Mepiarmomei TbMOu

! npsiaéT cTpaHHBIX MbICJEil BOJOKHA,
O6x0/51 pa3ym Moii CTOPOHOIA.

VebIuIéH 6ecnpuYnHHON MeYaiblo,
A ¢ 6eccoHHmIE CCOPIOCH K YTPY
N He cabliny, Kak B Jiore HeJajlbHEM
JleTo miiayer Ha 3MMHEM BeTpy...
Aeszycm 2003e.



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



HE CKUTAUTE MOCTOB,
HE CJKUT'ANTE...

(Pomamnc)

He cxkuraiite MOCTOB, He CKHTalTe:
MocT nOCTPOUTD — He MEeCEHKY CIeTh,
Bcé, uTro Mmo’kHO, B IyllIe cCOXpaHsUTe,
Bcé, uTo MO:KHO U HY?KHO cOepeyb.

B HeGe apKoI0, TOHKOIO BS3BIO,
Mocrt 3aBuc HaJ OypJsineil peKoii.
He xopure ero ¢ Hero CBSI3bI0, —
Beperos coxpanure nokoi...

Bpems cxJbIHeT, peKka o0MesieeT, —
MocT B 2Kapy U B MeTeJIb YCTOUT,

U o3s161mee cep/ue corpeer,

Jaxe ecan B ObLJIOM COTPEIINT...

He ckuraiite MOCTOB, He CKUTalTe:
MocT OCTPOUTH — He NEeCEHKY CIETh...
Aneapw 20102.— Pespanw 2021e.



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



PA3BE TAK BBIBAET?..

Pa3Be Tak ObiBaeT, 4T00 cMesINCH I'PO3bl,
TpaBbl po30oBeJin B Jie/IsTHOH poce,
Vo6e:xaB u3 caja, rojyoean po3bl

B pacnuieTéHnHoll K HOYH IeBUYbel Koce?

Pa3Be Tak ObIBaeT, 4T00 ceble KOCMBI

30J10TOM OCEHHHM 3peJu B sIHBape,

Nab, — He cOUB IbIXaHbsl, BHOBb C1aBAJH KPOCC MbI
ITo Tpone B 4yepHEHOM BJIAXKHOM cepedpe?

K cuactbio, Mbl He 3HaeM, UTO MOPOH ObIBaeET,
JleToM Wb 3MMOI0 HACTHUTasI HAC...

IToTaé€HHBIX MBICJIEN 0/10J1€JIH CTal, —
CHbI Kak OyATO BHKY, HE CMbIKasl IJ1a3.
DPegpanv 20002. — Hroaw 2011 2.



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



JIIOBOBb 3AKATHUJIA TVIA3A...

JIro00Bb 3aKaTHJIa IJIa3a,
B yyBcTBeHHOM NpsiYach MOJIOHE...

BokaJibl HanoJiHeHbI... 3a

Hame 6e3ymue... Toner

Ten HeBecOMOCTb, MepIIasi, BO MIJIE...
I'po3a... pa3Beja noJyCOHHBIX.

bymara, nepo. Buno nHa croJie. —

A Ham0 Jb BCE 3HATH MOCTOPOHHNM?..
exaopw 20102.-Aszycm 2017e.



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



HE J1JIA TEbA
FAHAJIBHOCTHU MPU3HAHUI

He nuist Te6s1 6aHAILHOCTH NPU3HAHMI
N BoJIHBI 9POTHYECKUX yTeEX,
BocTopru onocrbuLieBIINX CBU/IAHUI,
OuepueHHBII ry0aMHu TAJbIA CMeX.

B ri1azax MoOHX CTOMIIE Thl, KAK KHBas:
Vhpyro TeJio, 4yTh HACMEIILJIHB B3IJISA/I,
Kak 0yaro He60, *kxeHIuHy Basisi,
IMocTHUrI0 CMBICJ HEBEIOMBIX yCJaal.

JBU?KeHbsI HAIIH CTPACTHBI U Ge3rpelIHbl,
I'maza cMyménHo npsi9yTcsa B HOUH... —

C pycaakoii Tak aykaeTcs Jemmui,
Tak BTOPAT UM CMelJIMBbIE KJIIOUYH.
Anpeaw 2003e.



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



IHHO3/THEE TAHI'O

«Ymomnénnoe coanue HexucHo ¢ mopem

npowanoce. . »
My3vixa E. Ilemepcoypeckozo

IT10 cTpacTHoe TaHro! — Het emy B Mupe paBHbIX:
Apxu, 4ETKU NBUKEHbS U... IOPHIBUCTHII HIAr.
Cepane 0bETCSA TPEBOXKHO... YUAIIEHHO JbIXaHbe, —
Kak y napbl napsimeii mo-Haj 6e3/1Hoii JeTsr.

MpbI camich BO€JUHO... H YO0 H TEJIOM,

Byanu Hanpoys 3a0bIThI... — B TaHro JMIIb... — THI 4 1.

N, kak B 10HOCTH /1aBHel, Mbl He>KHbI U He CMeJIbl,

Toabko kpenue o00BATHA... — CJI0OBHO memYemnb:
«TBos...».

Bce caoBa, 1pyr, H3JIUIIHUA: TAHTO Jy4llle BCé CKaXeT
06 ynyleHHOM cYacThe, 0 HeCOLIBIIMXCS CHAX.
Coxpanum Hamy TaiiHy... I HUKTO He y3HaeT

O neyayn, COKpPBITON B HAIINX I'PYCTHBIX IJIa3ax.
03.01.2013..



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



HO ITOYEMY
CI'PYCTHHRKOIO I'VTIA3A

Bcé Te ke o0J1aKka Hax roJ10BOIO,
Bcé ToT ke HeOOLATHBIN HE00CBO
IHo-npe:xxHeMy JIOOYIOCH: H TPaBOIO,
N coannem, 1 pyubsiMi TaJbIX BO.

Ocranoch Bcé Kak 0yaAT0 HEM3MEHHbBIM...
Ho nmouemy ¢ rpycTHHKOIO Ij1a3a

Bapyr craau aTpudyToM HenmpeMeHHbIM? —
Iloracsia B HUX BeCeHHsIs1 rpo3a?

Mapm 1998.



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



OJINHOKUI IBETOK
3A TOK A IMEJIEHOM. ..

OauHOKMIT IBETOK 32 J0K/]I IeJeHOH, —
CJi0BHO MJIaMsI CBeUH 32 TYMAHHBIM OKHOM...
Eje caplmHbIil 3BOHOK, IOPOX CTHX 33 CIIHHOM,
TeHbIO s NPOCKOJb3HY B 3aK0JI0BAHHbBIN JOM.

Tam KaMHH y:K IOTYX, I0rOpaeT cBeya,

AOpuc CKa304YHBIH I'PE3 MeJbTENIUT Ha CTEHAX,
TumuHa pexxeT CJIyX, OHeMeJa MeyuTa,

! HeBOJBLHO B aylIe 3apOo:KaaeTcs CTpax: —

Be3paccyaHoii J100BH NOTEPATH MUPAXKHU

4 6010Ch, pa3opBaB HAC CKOBABIIYIO IeNb, —
Bnaaab ronuMbie BeTpOM, BOJIHBI 30J10Ta PKU
B noase, rae y 3apu... TOJbKO roJias cTelb.

OauHOKMIT IBETOK 32 J02K/]1s MeJeHOH —

CJ0BHO ILUIaMsI CB€YH 32 TYMAHHBIM OKHOM,
Yoexauau roaa, — Bol ocTtaanch co MHOM,

CraB 4ygecHbIM, YBbI, HO... He COBIBIIUMCSI CHOM.
Jlexaopo 2004e2. — Hronw 201 32.



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 SKky’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






HE3ABYAKN MOU, HE3ABY 1K

He3a6yaku Mmon, He3a0yaKu,
T'osyOble B TpaBe OroHbLKH,
3akajbIyHble Jeca MOAPYKKH,
C/I0BHO KpPacoK KHBbIe Ma3KH.

Kto copBaJj Bac u cmsij1, He3a0yIKH,
Ybu BeTpa yHeCJId JIeNeCTKH,

KTo Takyi ceirpaJ 3.1y10 mIyTKy,
Y10 JOHBIHE JBIOT JUBHHU F'OPbKH?

A Tenepb 0CeHb IIYTHT CO MHOIO:
T'opu3oHT 3aTsHYyJa TOCKA,

oAb NOBHC 32 OKHOM IEJIEHOIO. ..
Kak noJibiHb 3Ta 0CeHb ropbKa.
Anpeaw 2005e.



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



IMMOMOJIYAB HEMHOTIO,
MMWJIBIN MOJA...

IlomoJsiuaB HEeMHOT0, MIJIBIT MO,
Bapyr ycjablmmum: Kak IyMsAT 1y0pasBbl,
JIMCTBA MIeJIeCTAT Ha/X IOJIOBOM,
IlenuyTcs co cHA THXOHLKO TPaBbl...

N, yBepeH, TaiiHbie TPeBOTH
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