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skokok

['ne-To psioM - CMEpPTHBIN 001,
[lepecTpenka, OuTBa, CThIUKA,
3/1ech Ke - MoJIOT ToJIy0oi

W nopxaroiasi nTUYKa.

['ne-to psimoM - OoitHs, OpaHb,
KpoBb u rubensb, ceua, cxBarTka,
31€ECh K€ - B YTPEHHIOK PaHb
Cnsar, mocansiBasi CJIaaKO.

O, Co3narennb, gail OTBET,

B mupe, uro To6oit ocHOBaH,
JIHsI cerogHsIIHEro Open

brin ¢ ToGoro cornacoBan?

*kok

Somewhere not far away is fighting to the death,
exchange of fire, battles and skirmishes;

here though, there is a canopy of blue,

and a bird flutters overhead.

Somewhere not far away, carnage, abuse,
blood, death, clashes, dismemberment;

here though, in the early morning hours,
people are still asleep, and snuffle touchingly.
Creator, we need an answer from you:

in this world, the world that you established,
was all today’s insanity always

part of the bargain with you?



skokok

JKuBy oHMM, HO TWBHBIM THEM,
JIerko urparommm ¢ OrHEM
JINCTBBI JIETAIIEN.

JKuBy ¢ yTpa 10 HOUM B HEM
Cpenu ciensien

JIMCTBBI, 4YTO POIILIET HA THIETY
W, yieras B TEMHOTY,

Bapyr 3aBucaer,

TBOps HEBOJIBHO KPacoTy,

Yro mup cnacaer.

skokok

I live only one day, but an astounding one
that plays at ease with flames

of flying leaves;

morning to night, I live it through

amidst the blinding

leaves that protest against futility;

and, flying into darkness,

suddenly it hangs still

and, without meaning to, creates that beauty
that will save the world.



skokok

Ho noOexaaer - HeT, HE CKPEXKET, -
A 3BYK, KOTOPBIN YXO HEXHUT.

M mmobexgaeT - HeT, He BOM, -
becena noxanka ¢ TpaBOM.

N mobexnaer He OpsiaHbe,

A peUyKu TUXO€ MEPIIAHbE.

He nukwuii p€s, HE PBIK, HE OD,

A TeBYMX NTHUIl PACCBETHBIN XOP.
He uepnb, morps3mas B o0naax,

A 49eyi-To TUXHUU BIIOX U BBIJIOX.

skokok

But victory comes, not with gnashing teeth,

it comes with sounds that will caress our ears.
Victory comes, not with voices wailing,

it comes in conversation between rain and grass.
Victory comes, not with the rattle of weapons,

it is the silent glitter of a river.

Not a wild howl, a roar, a yell,

but birdsong at first light.

And not a mob bogged down in grievance,

just someone breathing quietly, in and out.



Hkok

Korpa, 3arnymas BECCHHUAM Talaéx,
Pasznacrtcs mpOH3UTENIBHBIN T'OJIOC CUPEHBI,
To ThI, MOKKUAAA POAUMBIE CTEHBI,

bepu TosibKO TO, 06€3 Yero npomnajaciib.
bepu, coOupasich B HEBEIOMbIN MYTh,
Ko#-uTo u3 1eKkapcTB, KOE-4TO U3 OHECHK/IBI,
A TIaBHOE, KaIUTIO MOCIIEIHEN HATEHK b

Cpenp MpoYnx BEIIeH 3aXBaTUTh HE 3a0y/Ib.

skokok

So, when the springtime noises are drowned out
by strident wailing from the sirens,

you, as you leave behind the walls you know,
take no more than you would be lost without.
Take it as you embark on unknown roads —
stuff from the medicine cupboard, a few clothes:
only, above all else, never forget to grab,

with all the other things, a final drop of hope.



Kok

B 3aa61MIIEHHOM ITPOCTPAHCTBE, BOMHBI HOCPEAN
KTO-TO ¥0HBIN € YyTOBUIIHOW JBIPKOW B IPYAU
HenBrmxumo nexuT nocpeu MUpo3aaHbs,
BolnonHss 6e3yMHOE UbE-TO 3a/1aHbE.

W ranaut BOpOHBE HA KPOBABOM ITHDY,

W tep3aer KpoBaByloO 3Ty JbIPY,

W netaror Hax M0 UCTEP3aHHOU CylIU

BCSYTCHIHLIC, CKOp6HBI€ IOHBIC NYIIIH.

skokok

In a smoky space in the middle of the battle,

some young man sprawls, a monster hole in his chest,
unmoving in the middle of the universe,

fulfilling somebody or other’s mad command.

And the crows racket over their bloody meal,

and worry away at the bloody hole,

they fly across a stretch of tortured soil,

inconsolable, sorrowful young souls.



Kok

A B pa300MOJICHHOM JIOME BUCHUT KaJIeH]1aph,
TouHO, KaKk y MeHsA. MHE TakoM )K€ KyIUIN.
Kanenmapp modepHes, Tak Kak J1oM pa300oMOUIIH,
[IpeBpaTuB 4bK-TO PAIOCTH B MEMNEI U raph.

N BucuT KasieHaapbh HEU3BECTHO HA YEM —

Ha kakoi-T0 BepeBOUYKE, HUTOUKE, JIECKE,

N urpaert oCcTaToK LIBETHOW 3aHABECKU

C 3arryTaBIIMM CIIYyYaiiHO NEYAIBHBIM JTYyYOM.

skokok

But in the bombed house, there is a calendar

just like mine. It’s the same one I bought.

A calendar that blackened as the house was bombed,
turning all somebody’s delights to ash and cinders.
A calendar that hangs precariously on something —
some sort of rope or thread or fishing-line,

and what’s left of the coloured curtain plays

with a stray, casually regretful, sunbeam.



Kk

A cTasg nTHYbUX O0KbUX TBApPEH
CeromHsa HOUBIO C TPEX 4aCOB

B Takom HaxoguTcs yaape -

Het cHa OT ITUYBUX TrOJIOCOB.
3aps B OKHO MOE IJIECKaeT
[Ipuropinu Tpenen u pyJanu. ..
N xak BCeBBbIIIHNMT TOTTYCKAET,
Yto rae-To psaoM Cyluu an,
YT0 rae-To psAIoM ¢ BEITHEW NTHULIEH,
Ubs niecHs IbETCS, KaK CTPYA -
JIoMOB 0OYTJIEHHBIX TJIa3HUIIBI

I'mapgar va nemnen ObITHA?

ks

A flock of the creator’s bird-creation

starts up the song at three a.m —

such a clapping of sound, a din so loud

you can’t sleep for the bird-noise.

And dawn is spattering my window

with a handful of trills and roulades.

So how come the Almighty sits back and permits
that somewhere not far away from the spring bird,
its song that runs in spate just like a brook,

there are charred eye-sockets of houses

looking out empty on the ashes of being?



Kk

51 0 cTpalliHOM M 3HATH HE XO4Y.

Cun He cTano, - yK Bbl U3BUHUTE, -
Ha noapoOHOCTH ¢ MecTa COOBITHIA.
51 Beab TOXKE TEM PEHCOM JIEUy

B camosiére, 4TO 10KEH ynacTh

W niponacth rae-To B TEMHBIX IITyOMHAX.
51 Beap Toxke 00IOCH, UTO B JTFOOMMBIX
MoskeT HekHil 6e3yMel] TonacTh.

A Benb TOXKE HOUYaMM OeTry

OT KaKoM-TO KOBPOBOM OOMOEKKHU

N mnazneHny B KpOBaBOU OJIEXKKE

[Touemy-TO ITIOMOYb HE MOTY.

ks

I don’t want to know about all the horrors.
Sorry. There’s just no strength left

to cope with all the on-site details.

[ am a passenger too on the same flight,

a plane inexorably headed for the plunge
into some gulf or other, into shadowed depths.
I too am terrified some lunatic

is going to break in, get at the ones I love.
And I too, I’m running through the night,
running from saturation bombing,

and a baby with bloodstained clothes —

for some reason I can’t help.



Kk

«Kak xuBére?», - cnpocryiv. BoT Tak u :KUBEM:
B mactu 1ukoro 3Beps yIOT CO31aEM,

B nmactu aukoro 3Bepst HABOAUM YIOT,
3aHaBECKH IIIYPIIAT, HOJIOBUIIBI MMOIOT.
MenpTenmmM, medapiium, a, yCTaB XJIonoTarh,
ITo3BomsseM cede B 00IaKax MOBUTATh,

Ecii HaMm 1103BOJISIET pa3BEpPCTas NaCTh

BI/I,HGTI) CBETJIBIX HEOEC XOTh KaKyH-TO 49aCThb.

skokok

“How’s life?” they asked. This is how.

In a wild animal’s jaws we make ourselves at home;

in a wild animal’s jaws we build our nest.

The curtains rustle and the floorboards sing.

Flickering and muttering, but too tired to bother,

we let ourselves drift off into the clouds —

if there is space enough to see, through the gaping jaws,
the shining heaven, or at least a bit of it.



Kk

OnoMalIHUIIMCh CJIOBA;
«IIepectpenka, B3pbIB, 0OMOEKKAN»
WM 3By4aT moYTH Kak «KOIIIKay,
Kak «mopoxka» u «TpaBay.
YT0oOBI 10M CBOM yTEIUIUTD,
Hano, nByx Han€ToB Mexny,
[TocenuTp B aylie HAIECXKAY,
Yto0bI KaKk-HHOY/IH MIPOIJIUTH
DTy KWU3Hb, TJI€ THU TOAPSIA
3a OKHOM HE CHET UCKPUTCH,
W netut He JIUCT, HE NTUIIA,

A yOuNCTBEHHBIN CHApsIA.

ks

The words have been domesticated:
“exchange of fire”, “explosion”, “bomb attack”;
they’ve come to sound almost like “cat”,
like “path™, like “grass”.

And if you want to warm your home,
then, in the gap between two raids

you need to give houseroom to hope,

so as somehow to prolong this life —
where day by day by day it is not

snow that sparkles outside the window,
nor 18 it leaf or bird that flies,

but the death-bearing missile.



