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Puppet 

   And the crowd`s applauding in delight.

   What will be sooner?

                Comedy or drama, idyll or etude.

   But life is absurd.

                When their heads will be full of wine

   Your hollow body will become a soot.

               05.09.

   There is no rest on the vital way.

   Who once chose the thorny path

   That won`t see where flowering meadows lay

   And the wished peace is only given by death.         

               05.11.

   While you concealed your love

   My nightly heaven had no bounds;

   And a moonlight pallor was enough.

   But you just found

                   some words and bounds.

   The day began. The light had died out.      

   When like an evil bella-donna the sun bitterly flames

   And shadows implacably creep

   The blood sight incinerates. No strength to endure it!

   Despair, solt grief expels again.

   And through the dusty exhausting heat

   The mist of muddy lanes

   Through the stench of roadways

   By the mercury shine and across the bridge

   With a clatter of hoofs and a sickening crush of squares

   The mind is disturbing

   And the heat trembles in scream...

   Inside, in the fevered eyes, there

   The bottomless chasm is seen.  ( after reading Dostoevsky )

                   19.08.

   No! My spirit doesn`t know the suffering mocked

   And vows unrecognized and impossible dreams.

   It`s strange to shame of criminal hopes

   And secret happiness like a design of thieves.

   Now I glorify the light of love released

   Of joyful songs and honest words

   Crisp truth and delight of longwaiting meets

   No more temerity and repentance sore.

   But... Quiet! Someone bitterly laughs. Inly`.

   "You say your "no" vainly`."

                   17.08.

         What happened with me?

   The wanderer-Month, what happened with me?

   Now there is only charm song inside

   That calls me ahead by the voice of dream

   But immersed the rest world into night.

   Within my soul the silver lyre tunes

   The harmonious row of couplet iterations,

   Of meets and partings, and novel retuns,

   From light to shade, from shade to new illuminations.

   By the shine and higher swarms the line leads;

   The highest way glides on the sorrow dark,

   And I wonder was the earth my home indeed?

   And I know my primordial shelter is morning stars

                   1.09.

              To my friend 

   I simply believed we own the one truth

   And fear alike nigh aims, a numb rest.

   Than how oblivion darks distress

   The quenched desire is more terrible for you.

   You incidentally came in my alone room

   And you were lightened by the trust beam.

   But lucid revelation disturbed you.

   My friend, now you are strange to me!

   All evenings fade by your will.

   Of gnawing thoughts my bitter mind is full

   Tart vexation presses my heart in the fist

   Return all words you didn`t listen to!..

          *****************

   Rejected, forlorn, bent on my knees

   I whispered:" Why did you behave so with me?" 

                         09.04.

  Well, I don`t care where`s truth and where`s lies,

  And does it matter who`ll win the endless dispute?

  It`s equally known: neither virtue nor vice.

  I just tell you it`s vainly to search the one truth.

  Sacred words were engraved on the heart of mine:

  "Don`t only believe but know, desire and dare!"

  In the pitchy dark their verity shines;

  This amber torch leads me through thorns and nightmares.

  With you if you want I can share my light,

  (Although my words are the same to others),

  My sister, it`s needless blindly to follow advice;

  Do not judge promptly, my brother. 

                          09.05.

  Maybe, I met you in the streets

  Of our north and stern metropolis 

                     so  many times before;

  And you also walked in the morning mist

  By smoky canals and under grey swarms,

  And even our ways didn`t come across

  I know your sight would notice me!

  But, maybe, you are very far from here

  Your eyes see other sky and pure green meads

  My name`s unknown for you 

                       and my language is strange.

  But all obstacles disappear,

  Because I humbly trust predestination exists!

  And our souls are just in short wrench.

                           09.08.
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