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Moum cTrxam, HanMCaHHbIM TaK PaHo,
YTO 1 He 3Hana A, 4To A — NoaT,
CopBaBLwmmcA, Kak bpbi3rv u3 GoHTaHa,
Kak nckpbl n3 paker,

BopBaBWKMMCA, Kak MafieHbKNE YEepPTH,
B cBaTMAuwe, rae cCoH U dummam,
Moum cTUXam O KOHOCTU U CMEpPTH,

— HeyntaHHbIM cTUXam!

Pa3bpocaHHbIM B Mbl/IX MO MarasmMHam,
[oe UX HUKTO He Bpan n He Bepér,

MouMm cTUXam, KaK AparoLeHHbIM BUHAM,
HactaHeT cBol Yepégn.

My earliest poems, so early, | recall,
Came hurriedly and fast,

Flowing freely like a waterfall,
Before | knew they might last.

My poems exploring life and death
Were demons fighting perceptions.
They remained ignored and unread.
Even demons succumb to deceptions.

Sitting in shops with dust and grime,
Never picked up by anyone,

But maturing like a good vintage wine,
Waiting for their day to come.




