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KOABIIO

Koub110 2Ke TBO€ 0T/al0 S NKOHE.
IToka He pemnia: abe nap Matpone?
IToka s BOOOIIEe HMUYero He pelnnia.
Kosrw1io oTnaro, XoTh Te6sa He 3a0bL14.

Kosb1io oTHao HeIpeMeHHO Ha CYACThE,
Kotopoe MHe He 3a0BITH B OJJHOUACKE.
Koib110 oTIa10 51 ¢ TBOEGI I'PaBUPOBKOIA:
Anima mea! — Ho ¢ AyIII0i POKHPOBKA.

Cucrema, B KOTOPO# Ha KOH CTaBAT AYIITY, —
Taxyio cucTeMy HUKTO He Pa3pyILInT.
Ho a npeamouTy OBITHL BHE 9TOM CUCTEMEI,
Yr06 He 6BLTT0 OOIBIE TYIITIEBHOM AUJIEMMBI.

" xaMeHb B KOJIbIe TAK CBEPKaeT KPacuBO:
1 momHI0, KaK MHE OHO OUeHb IIOJIbCTHIIO.
KosbI1o mogapui MHe KOT/Ia-TO aBaHCOM.
TsI BepuJ1, 4To OyeM MPEeKPACHBIM aJbIHCOM.

1 Myuia mos.



YOUR RING

Your ring I return to the icon so holy,
I’ve not yet decided: to Ilya or Matrony?
As yet, I have reached no decision at all,

I give back the ring, though I still you recall.

I give back the ring, it must bring me good
fortune,

Which I cannot just in an instant importune.
I give back the ring with the words you
engraved,

Anima mea — but my soul, it is saved.

A system where souls on the altar are laid:
A system like that can never be swayed.
But I will choose to be out of that scheme,
So never again will I face this soul-dilemma.

And the stone in the ring, how it glitters so
bright,
I remember the moment you made my heart
light.
You gave me the ring as a credit, a token,
You trusted an alliance, never to be broken.



HE HAAO CAMIIIKOM
«J[TIPABUABHO>» AIOBUTDbD

He Hamo cIUIIKOM «IIPaBUJILHO» JIOOUTH —
He cTasb TBI caM cebe TaKol 3amaun.
W nHu B 0cOOHAKE, U JHU HA CTAPOM Aaue
M=e Bce paBHO BOBEKH He 3a0BITh.

He Hamo CINIIKOM UIeaJIbHBIM OBITH —
He zaronsii, mporry, Hac B 9T POJIH.
HaBHO ApyT APYry CAAIU BCE IIAPOJIHT

Or gy, cepaern. Y aunisb 61arogapuTh

Mory BceBbIIHETO TeTIeph, YTO OH AJIA Hac
OTKPBLI CEKPET O TOM, YTO HAIIY IYIIN —
ITo cyTu ecTh ogHO. BodMokHO, qake JIydlie
JI100UTh He «IIPABUJIBHO», 4 «IIPOCTO»,
«be3 IpuKpac».



DON’T BE
TOO PERFECT

Don’t love me in a way that’s far too «right» —
Don’t set yourself a task so strict and narrow.
The days in the manor is like the Cupid’s arrow
For me, they’re etched in memory ever bright.

Don’t be too perfect in your love and light —
Don’t force us, I implore, into those roles.
We’ve long since given up the secret codes
To hearts and souls. And now I can requite

The Lord above, for He has let us see
The secret that our souls, in their existence,
Are truly one. And maybe it’s less distance
To love not «right», but «simply», «artlessly».



OCKOAKH

Yobeper oT cebst ML MeHs He cOeper.

Mgz1 kaKoi# ¢ TOOOM, MUJIBIH, TPOXOAUM YPOK?
Hawm 3auem ke ¢ To60i BMecTe ObITH
BCeM HasJo?

Kak cuuraenrsb, Ipyr Apyra JiOOUTH ITOBE3JI0?
MbI OCKOJIKH OT cepaIia Kak moToM cobepem?
MbI X CKJIeMM OOPIOBBIM BECEHHUM JOXKIEM.

10



IN THE HEART
OF THE CITY

Did I save you from me, or not save you at all?
What kind of a lesson is this, dear,
for our call?

Why defy the whole world just to stay
in this game?
Do you think we were lucky to love,
all the same?

How to gather the shards of a heart torn
in two?
«In the heart of the city, I’'m drinking
to you».
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BYKET AUAUN

A, xaxxercs, Bce 3a0nLia.

A 4T0 a JoyKHA ObLIA IOMHUTD?
Byker u3 60pA0OBBIX JTUIUH

U TaHelr, 4TO HaM He HUCIIOJHUTD.
Koneuno, ue Bce s 3a0n11a.
A KaK OBITH MOTJIO MHAYE?
Kax 6yaTo Ha cTapoii faue

Byker Ha OKHe U3 TeX JUJINI.
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LILIES

I think I’ve forgotten it all now
But what should have stayed in my mind
A bouquet of burgundy lilies war

And the dance that we left far behind.

Of course, I’ve not forgotten everything
For how could it ever be so
Like back at the old dacha in spring

That bouquet on the windowsill’s glow.
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