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Echoes of My Moods:
Poems of Romance, Philosophy,
and the Magic of the Seasons

For over forty years, Lilia Yermak has captured fleeting moments, deep
emotions, and timeless reflections in verse. Echoes of My Moods is a poetic
journey through the landscapes of love, the musings of the soul, and the ever-
changing beauty of nature.

Divided into three evocative sections—Romantic Moods, Philosophical Moods,
and Seasonal Moods—this collection invites readers to experience the tenderness
of love, the depth of thought, and the enchantment of the seasons. Each poem is
a whisper from the past, a reflection of the present, and a dream of what’s to
ome.

Let these verses stir your heart, awaken your mind, and remind you of the
poetry within every moment of life.
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Cegonnste HacmpoeHLs

3APHULIbI

BbIBalOT rPYCTHBLIMY 3apHULbI

B BeceHHeli cBexecTu none...

Koraa HuKak, yBbl, He cnnTcs,
Bapyr, B3APOrHyB, TOMHbIe PeCHULbI

MonpocAaT 6bITb Tebs cmenei.

W BeTep 3aHaBecC KONbILLET,
Kak 6yATO MaHWT: MOCKOpPe...
l'y6 nenecTky COKOMHO AbIWaT,
OHWM Noka eLé He cablwaT
3apHuLy OHOCTV CBOE.
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DISTANT LIGHTNING

At times, the lightning’s distant glow
Feels sad in springtime’s fields so wide...
When sleep won’t come, your lashes, though,
Will tremble softly, whisper low:

Be brave—don’t let the night decide.

The breeze now stirs the curtain light,
As if it beckons: don’t delay...
Your lips, like petals, breathe so slight,
Still unaware they’ll soon ignite
With youthful lightning’s fleeting play.

1991

# o)



Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

OCEHb

A1 T060+0 3aBOPOXKEHa,
OceHb, Tbl MOSI OTAYLUNHA.
JleToM ApKUM 8 UccyLleHa,

A TO60I 3aMOpOXeHa.

MHe c MOpPO30M sierye AbILINTCSA
W cnokoiiHee meuTaeTcs.
CepaLie 3a neTo HaMaeTcs

N HacMOTpUTCS, HAaC/bILLNTCS.
A leHbKW NPUAYT OCEHHMe

Cror 3a60T No BeTpy BeepoMm
Pa3meTaeT HOUbIO CEPOID

C norpebanbHbIM NeCHOMeHneM.

OceHb, A TBOA 3aTBOPHMLA.

Cepp,ue C4HacTbeM rneperiojiHeHo.

YTo XOTenocb, TO MCMONHEHO,
A nnoxoe 1 He BCMOMHUTCA...

1993
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

AUTUMN

I am spellbound by your whispers,
Autumn, you’re my soul’s retreat.
Summer’s blaze has left me withered,
Yet your frost restores my beat.

In the chill, | breathe much deeper,
Dreams flow calmer, free from strain.
Summer leaves my heart in shivers,
Overwhelmed by sights and pain.
But when autumn days are nearing,
Winds will scatter cares away,
Sweeping worries into darkness
With a requiem’s soft sway.
Autumn, I’'m your quiet captive,
Filled with joy so full, so bright.
What | wished for has been granted,
And what’s painful fades from sight...

1993
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

BECEHHUE 4 0>XXAN

A o610 BECEHHME A0XAN,
MoOKpBbIX pyK NpoxiagHble 06bATbS.
Tbl 3a Tyuyerli, conHue, 06oXau,
Besb AOXAMHKMW, MOU CECTPLI-6paThs,
0O6nennnm HeXXHO MHe L,
Mowvrpas pecHULAMWN HeCMeNo,
Kanenbkoi ynanum Ha KpbinbLo.

B cepaLe rpycTb nCUe3HYTb He ycnena,
JLOXXAMKOM CKOMIb3HYa MO LUEeKe,
3afpoxaB OT Xo/104a 1 CTpaxa,
MpokaTunack No Moeit pyke
W ncuesna cpeam 6e3aHbI Kanenb.
$ ocTanacb YMCTON, Kak cnesa!
JlerkocTbto nocnopuna 6 ¢ AOPOroi.
ToNbKO AOXAb, MHe 3arnsiHyB B r1a3a,
X ocTaBW BNAXXHbIMW HEMHOTO.

1992

0

4



Seasonal, 7Tocas

SPRING RAINS

| love the springtime rains that softly fall,
The cool embrace of hands so gently wet.
Wait behind the clouds, dear sun, stall—
For raindrops, my sisters and brothers yet,
Have tenderly clung to my face,
Playing shyly with my lashes, light and small,
One drop landed on the porch with grace.
Sadness in my heart had no time to stall—
It slid down my cheek with a quiet sigh,
Shivering with cold and fear’s trace,
Rolled down my arm, silent goodbye,

And vanished in the raindrop’s endless space.

| was left as pure as a tear may be,
Lighter than the path the wind has flown.
Only the rain, looking deep into me,
Left my eyes just slightly overgrown.
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

8 MAPTA

Bocbmoe MapTa! CHer kpyrom!
A cepguy xodeTtcsa Tenna!
MNoroja cTana MHe Bparom
Bcto 3emnro cHerom 3amena!l
CHeXVHKW 6enble neTaTt
Ha Bce bykeTnKn B pyKax.
Mo3apaBunTb feBouyek cnewar
CerofiHsl ManbuymMKK C yTpa.
M MHe, KOHEeYHO, MO3BOHAT
W ckaXkyT MHOro TerJibIx /0B,
LiBeTbl NOAapsT, LLOKONAA
W, moxeT, napouky 06HOB.
HeBaXHO, UTO BECHa CHEeXWT,
Korga noéT gyiia mos.
KTO MHOI0 B XXVM3HW AOPOXMUT,
ToT 3HaeT, cyacTbe — 370 4!

2010
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Seasonal Tecds

MARCH 8th

March 8th! Snow all around!
But my heart longs for warmth!
The weather has become my enemy -
The whole earth is buried in snow!

White snowflakes are falling
On all the bouquets in our hands.
Boys rush to congratulate the girls

This morning, as they do.

And, of course, they'll call me
And say many warm words,
Give flowers, chocolate,

And maybe a couple of new things.

It doesn't matter that spring is snowing,
When my soul is singing.
Those who cherish me in life,
Know that happiness is me!

2010

o

17

o



Cogannno waorpoens )

0

3MHWW AEHDb

CerofHa feHb Tako MOPO3HbI
W HebO Ty4yamm yKpbITO.
W BCé BeceHHee 3a6bITO,
OBesiHO 31MOIO FPO3HOVA.

A BCNNECKW FOHOCTW XXeNaHHOM
YTuxnw, rae-To npuTanance.
[av bor, UTo6bl XOTs 6bI CHUNCL
BocnoMunHaHbs XU3HW CTPaHHOM
Becénoli, pafoCTHOM, NneByYel
W nepenosHeHHOM TeN/bIHW,
Cpepu 3aCHeXeHHO NMyCTbIHW,
YKyTaHHOI XON04HOW Ty4el.
Jai bor, uTo6bI gylwa NpocHynach
BecHoIn nog 3BOH XXBOW Karnesun.
Javi bor, UTobbl cbepeyb cymenu
MeuTbl, KOTOpble BEPHYNUCh,

W necHu, 4to Ham B AETCTBE Nenu...

1994
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

WINTER DAY

The day is cold, the frost is biting,

The sky is veiled in heavy gray.
Spring’s warmth is gone, now lost in hiding,
Swept by winter’s fierce array.

The echoes of my youthful yearning
Lie silent, nestled out of sight.

Oh, let them visit me in dreaming,

Like fleeting memories of light—

Of joy once bright, of songs once ringing,
Of laughter’s warmth in endless streams.
Yet now, amidst the snowdrifts clinging,
The world is wrapped in frozen dreams.
Oh, let my soul awake in springtime,
When thawing drops begin to chime.
And may we keep, through years and distance,
The dreams that dared to rise again,
The childhood songs of love and time...

1994
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Cegorruse Hacmpoerus

o

BOCNOMWHAHUE

CorpeTas Ten/j0M KaMuHa,
1 OTAAK0Ch NPUATHOM NeHwU,
CKBO3b BeKM HabnoAasa TeHU
3a60T MUHYBLUKX... MayTnHa
Mpo3payHbIX MblC/el cepebpuTcs.
Moli OTAbIX Beyep yKpaLlaerT,
MoKOV HMKTO He HapyLuaeT,
Ho cepauy BCce-Taku He CrNTCA,
A rpe3nTcs BeCHa — Kak npexge
Mopa yaaumn n BeseHbs,
Llapvua conHeyHoro neHbs
B 6naroyxatoLueri ogexae.
W uyanTca MHe cHOBa neTo,

W cnenbix BULLEH BKYC MPUSATHBIN,
W pag noaconHyxoB ONpATHBIN,
N B peuke 3BOHKOW OTH/1ECK CBETA.
B cagy BeyepHeM Ternibl yXXUH
Jylle 3anoMHNACA HaBeKW...
Ho 370 BIXyY A1 CKBO3b BEKW,

A 3a OKHOM MOpPO3 U1 cTy>a!

1995

W

o

20



Seasonal, 7Tocas

0

REMINISCENCE

Warmed by the fire’s gentle glow,
| yield to a pleasant, lazy spell,
Through lowered lashes, watching well
The shadows of cares long ago.

A silvery web of thoughts appears,
Transparent, delicate, softly gleaming.
This quiet rest, so calm, redeeming—
Yet still, my heart finds no peace here.
It dreams of spring—as once it knew,
A time of fortune, bright and kind,
The queen of sunlight’s cheerful tune,
In fragrant robes of every hue.
And summer too returns once more—
The taste of cherries, ripe and sweet,
The tidy rows of sunflowers neat,
Light dancing on the river’s shore.

An evening meal beneath the trees—
That memory lives deep in me...
Yet all | see through heavy eyes
Is winter's frost and frozen skies.
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

JIETO YLWNO

BoT 1 kaHyno neto B 6bIn0e€.
Mponetenu noroxme gHW.
Bnepemeluky n fo6poe, 1 310e
Lleapo MHe noAapuam OHW.

N B OCEHHIOIO CIAKOTb U CTYXKY,
KonokonbHbIN yC/blLLaB 3BOH,
Mo30ByY 13 6bI710r0 HapyXy

JNnwb no-neTHeMy COMHEYHbIN COH.

1994
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Seasenal IToods

SUMMER IS GONE

Summer has faded into the past,
Its golden days have flown away.
Both good and bad, mixed deep and vast,
Were gifted freely, come what may.

And now, in autumn’s cold and rain,
When church bells echo, soft yet strong,
I’ll call from memory again
Only summer’s sunlit song.

1994
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OCEHHEE YTPO

OcCeHHMIN NyY NPUBETANBOrO COMHLA
CKONb3HYN Yepes OKHO B MO TUXWUIA JOM.
MNpoMuyancs no creHe, 3ane3 Ha MOJKY,

3arnsaabiBas B CTapblii MblbHbIA TOM.
Ha valuke nourpan c BeCeHHen nyxer,
[M030/10TNB yTeHKa-MablLa.
MoHtoxan Ha CTosie OCTbIBLUUIA YXXUH,
MNMoakpancs HesameTHO, He creLua
K nogyLuke Tennor Moero CbIHOYKa.
3anpbiran rno pecHMUam 030pHUK.
W 3acBepkanm AMOUKM Ha Leykax -
OceHHWI NlyY B COH MasblLLa NPOHUK.
A 33 OKHOM MPOCHYNUCb LLYMbI, 3BYKW:
To ABOPHVK pa3roBop BejeT C METNON,
TO MNCTbSA KNEeHa LWenecTsaT oT CKYKW.
Bce HapyLatoT yTpeHHU MOKOW.
Ho npenecTb BCA TaUTCA B TOM, YTO OCEHb
OTpact Tensio cBOEé No Karsie, a noTom
Ncue3HyT HesaMeTHO YTPOM pochl
W nocTtyumnTca 3MMHWI JeHb B MO [JOM...

1995
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Seasonal, 17 pads

W

AUTUMN MORNING

An autumn ray from the friendly sun
Slipped through my window, quiet and low.
It danced along the wall in play,
Then climbed a shelf in a golden glow.
It peeked inside a dusty tome,

Lit up a cup like springtime rain,
And gave a golden sheen to a duckling—
A tiny one, content and tame.

It sniffed the dinner, cold and still,
Then crept without a sound or care
Toward my little son’s warm pillow,

A mischief-maker, light as air.

It bounced upon his lashes lightly,
And dimples twinkled on his cheeks—
The autumn ray had slipped in brightly,
And touched his dreams while he still sleeps.
Outside the window, sounds awaken:
A broom chats softly with the street,
Maple leaves, by boredom shaken,
Rustle their song so faint, so sweet.
Yet all the charm of autumn lies
In how it gives its warmth away—
Drop by drop beneath calm skies—
Till winter knocks at dawn one day...

1995

o
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Cegorsie Hacmpoerus,

OCEHHAA YCTANIOCTb

A warato B 6e3MONBHOM TULLIN
Mo casoBoV annee fyLuu.
Nnctba kpyxaTcs B cBeTe 3apu,
Y doHTaHa 3axrnnce poHapu.

W nnctaet cTpaHuubl gylia
C HeoxoTOO U He cneLua.
NnctbeB xenTbix HeEMOW 3Be340Maj,
O3apsieT BeuepHUii MO Cag.

A1 6pesy cpeaun NaBLUMX TaM 3BE34,
Cpeav 6enbix neyanbHbIX bepes
W BH1UMato B 6€3MOIBHON TULLA
MoHonory yctasLuein fyLiu...

1992

W
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

AUTUMNAL WEARINESS

| walk in the silence, alone with the hush,
Down the garden path of my soul's quiet brush.
Leaves swirl gently in the dawn’s pale light,
While lanterns glow by the fountain’s side.
And the soul, like a book, turns its page—
Reluctant, slow, with the weight of age.
A voiceless fall of golden leaves
[lluminates my evening’s eaves.
| wander among the fallen stars,
Among white birches, solemn and sparse,
And listen, still, in the silence around,

To my soul’s weary monologue, soft and profound...

1992
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

APOMATbI OCEHI

Jtobnto oAHa 6pOAMTE NO ropoay,
Babixasi apomaTbl OCEHMN...
ABTO, MapLUPYTKN MMMO HOCSITCS,
W ntogn éxartcs oT xonoaa.
1106110 TNCTBBLI OCEHHEN LLOPOXU
W cBexunii Bo3ayx, 1 3ByHaHue
Konokonos, koraa BeH4YaHue.
MHe 3TV 3BYKWN OYeHb JOPOTN.
Jto6110 HecnewHoe ryasiHmue
MpocnekToM, ecn ConHue spKoe.
MycTb neTo 6bIN0 OYeHb XapKoe,
Tem xosiogHee paccTaBaHue.
Jlto6nto, Korga AyLua CrokovHas,
N MblcAn NnaBHO rae-To HOCATCA...
Babixas apomatbl oceHu,
Jtobnto BCTpeyaThb 31MMy AOCTOMHO 5!

2010

0
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

THE SCENTS OF AUTUMN

| love to wander through the town alone,
Breathing in the scents of autumn's tone...
Cars and buses hurry rushing by,
As people shrink from cold beneath the sky.
| love the rustling of the autumn leaves,

The crisp, fresh air, the sound that softly weaves
From church bells ringing during wedding vows—
Those sounds are precious to me even now.
| love a quiet stroll down a sunlit street,
Especially when the day is bright and sweet.
Though summer scorched us with its blazing stay,
Farewells feel colder on an autumn day.
| love when peace resides within my soul,
And thoughts drift gently, free of any goal...
Breathing in the scents of fall so high,
| welcome winter with a steady eye.

2010
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Cegorrste racmpoerus,

0

BECEHHAA IPYCTb

Beab rpycTb MMMONETHA, Kak Kanaum AOXAS...

Csepkasi Ha ConHuUe, Ha 3eM/to NeTAT
W ncuesatot... Ha BeTKax BUCAT
Cnenoro AoXast HeyMeCTHble CNé3bl.
BeceHHeln kanenbto 3BEHAT, YX044,
Becénble kanan cnenoro JoXas.
Fnasa NoAHNMMN, OTNSHUCH XKe BOKPYT
Ha cBeT/ble BEeTKM KOKeTKM-6epesbl,
Ha ubun-TO B ByKkeTe NbAHSALLE PO3bl,
Ha ry6bl B ynblbke... CaMa ynblOHUCD,
AyLwon ynblbHNCb, OrNAHYBLUVICL BOKPYT.
Beab rpyctb MMMONETHa BECHOO, MOW Apyr!

1994

o
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Seasonal, TTacas

SPRINGTIME SADNESS

For sadness is fleeting, like raindrops that fall...
They shimmer in sunlight, then vanish and sprawl,
Falling to earth, where they’re gone in a breath—
The tears of a blind rain, misplaced in their depth.
They sparkle and chime as they slip away,
These cheerful drops of a blind rain’s play.
Lift up your eyes—look around, take it in:

The birch trees flirt in their dresses so thin,

A bouquet of roses with fragrance so sweet,

A smile on someone’s lips you meet...

Let your soul smile too, feel it shine,

As you look around at life’s tender sign.

For sadness in spring is a fleeting friend—

It touches, then melts... and comes to an end.

1994
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COHHbIN AEHb

JleHb C yTpa Takow Tary4mii,
CnoBHO Mancknin méa,.
Yac 3a 4aCcoOM COHHbIM LLIAromM
Mo mocTy 6pesérT.
JNVIHHBIA NyTb TOCKY HaBeATb
K Beuepy crielunT.
TonbKo MPOCATCA o4 NanbLpl
Knasuwmn gyin.

N menoanein BeuepHei
Mexay HOUbK N JHEM
Mbl, MUHYTKW, C 06/1eryeHbeM
MoCTVK pa3Bejém...

1993

0
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

SLEEPY DAY

The day, since morning, moves so slow,
Like May-time honey’s gentle flow.
Hour by hour, in a sleepy pace,

It wanders the bridge with a softened grace.

A long, long path, by sorrow kissed,
It hurries toward the evening mist.
Yet under my fingers begin to play

The quiet keys of soul today.

And with an evening melody,
Between the night and day’s decree,
We little moments, light and free,
Will raise the bridge with gentle ease...

1993
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Cegorrise HacmpoeriL

W

BECHA

3Haellb, a Ha ynmLe BTOpble CYTKN AOX/b.
MHe B OKHO CTyuunTCA BeTep.
CepaLieM UyBCTBYHO, YTO Thl ONATb NPUAELLb,
Camast npekpacHasi BecHa Ha cBeTe!
3Haellb, MHe He BEPUTCS, YTO MbIAV HET HUTAE,
ConHue 3acBepKano B OKHax.

1 AyLLOt0 UyBCTBYHO, UTO BHOBb He 6bITh beje,
MycTb B yLlenbe OANHOKOM r4e-To MOKHeT.
CnblWKLWb, Kanasm noaneBaeT NTUYbA Tpenb?
BecHoi
XnTb MHe xoueTcs, Kak NTuLe —

B conHeuHbIX Nyyax NnapuTb, CINBAsiCb C CUHEBOMN,
He nyrasicb, 4TO MHe 3TO CHOBa CHUTCS!

1994

o

34

o



SPRING

You know, it’s been raining for two days straight.
The wind taps softly on my windowpane.
But in my heart, | feel it — you won’t be late,
Most beautiful spring in the world, come again!
You know, it’s hard to believe — there’s no dust anywhere,
The sun is glimmering in every glass.

My soul just knows that sorrow won’t stay there,
Even if it weeps in some lonely mountain pass.
Do you hear the bird, how it joins the falling rain?
In spring,
| want to live like a bird in flight—

To soar in sunlight, merging with the sky,
Unafraid that this is just another dream at night!

1994
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

AEBOYKA-JIETO

[eBouyka 13 feTcTBa, JeBOYKa-NeTo,
4e e Tbl, ManbILWKa, rae Tol?

A cky4ato 3a TBOUMU ynbIbKamu,
3a TBOMMW BOCTOpPramMu, LLUyTKamm,
MamATy MOMeHTaMU 3bI6KMMN,
Becenoro getcrtea MUHYTKaMMW...
be3saboTHas geBo4Ka-seTo,
lAe xe Tbl, ManbILWKa, Hy rae Tbl?

2012
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

SUMMER GIRL

Little girl from childhood, summer girl,
Where are you, sweet one, in this world?
| miss your laughter, your smiling delight,
Your jokes, your wonder, your eyes so bright—
The fleeting moments that memory keeps,
The bits of joy from childhood's deep.
Carefree girl, summer in your name,
Where are you now? Still the same?

2012
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

MOA BECHA

OueHb 6/11M3K0 MOS BECHa,
apomarThbl LiBeTOB BECEHHWX.
OxxunpgaHmem s rnonHa.

Ha nopore nouTu oHa,
yepes MU, BOT, 3aXOAMUT B CEHMU...
YnblbaeTca v LymuT,
3a co60t0 30BET VI MaHUT
B JIeC, KOTOPbIA yXe He CrunT,

N K PyYbtO, UTO BECHOW XYpPUnT,
He yMOJIKHeT, He nepecTaHerT.
Bbiberato 3a Heli BO ABOP.
MonHONM rpyabto BAbIXat0 HOBLIV —
JeHb, CE30H, CBEXMIA BETEp C rop,
Beigbixato. [lato otnop
HeraTuBy. V1 Bepto cHoBa.
Bepto B TO, UTO XXUBY He 3ps,

B TO, UTO CepjLie He 3ps UCKPUTCS.
Bepto B cyacTbe, MUpbI TBOPS,
3a ntoboBL B HMX braroaaps,
3a CeMblo, 3a POAHbIe INLa...

2021
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Seasonal, TTacas

0

MY SPRING

My spring is so very neatr,

The scents of blossoms fill the air.
I’m full of longing, drawing near—
She stands right at the threshold here,
And in a breath, she’s everywhere.
She smiles, she rustles, full of cheer,
She calls me out, she leads me near—
To forests waking from their sleep,
To streams that chatter, bright and deep,
That will not hush, will never cease.

| run with her into the yard,

And breathe the new day, bold and wide—
A season fresh, a mountain breeze,
Exhale the doubt, the fears release,
And let the light come back inside.

| believe again, that life is right,
That sparks of joy are meant to be,
That happiness is born from light,

And love creates these worlds in flight—

For family, for love, for all who see.

2021
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

3NMA

YTo TaMm, UTO TaM 3a OKOLLKOM?
CHer? CHexxunHkun? MocmoTpun!
3amesio ceno HeMHOXKO,
OT6enuno nsHyTpu!

Ha pepeBbax wankm cHera,
Ha goporax — ckateptun!
JeTn najatoT ¢ pasbera
Ha cyrpo6ebl. Bnepean
Jea Makcmm nonatow MaLleT,
OTroHss ManblLLei.

Ho ynbi6ok HeTy kpalue,
Yem ynbibok go yuiein!

W cmeroTcs feTum 3BOHKO!
Papytotca u wymar!

Tak 3vma BoLU/Ia IEFOHLKO
B aeTcTBO 3TVX Manbiwart!

2019
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Seasonal, T jeads

WINTER

What’s that, what’s that beyond the glass?
Snow? Snowflakes? Come, let’s pass—
Take a look, the town’s been dressed,

Whitened gently, freshly blessed!
On the trees, snow caps are high,
On the roads, white cloths lie.
Children dive with cheerful cries
Into snowbanks, full of surprise!

There’s Grandpa Max with his trusty spade,
Shooing kids from the path he made.

But no smile shines quite so wide
As one stretched ear to ear with pride!
Laughter rings out, bright and clear,
As joyful voices fill the air.
That’s how Winter gently came
Into the childhood of these small flames.

2019
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

BTOPAA BECHA

OceHb — 3T0 BTOpas BecHa,
Koraa Kaxabli TNCTOK —
LiBeToK.

OceHb borom Ham BceM AaHa,
OkyHalics B eé noTok.
OceHb — 3TO TEN0 U YI0T,
Bonwe6bcTBO 3010TOW NOPHI,
Japbl.

OceHb — Bpems, KOrAa Hac XxayT
YansuTeNbHbIE MUPBI.

2020
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

SECOND SPRING

Autumn is a second spring,
Where every leaf
Is a flower in bloom.

Autumn is a gift from God to bring—
So dive into her golden room.
Autumn is warmth and soft retreat,
The magic of her golden grace,

Her gifts,

A time when wondrous worlds complete
Begin to wait for us, in place.

2020
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

HA YNUNLE OCEHb

Ha ynuue oceHb. Ha cepgue uto?
Tpesora? Vnn cnagniib, ckyyaa?
lpyctnTb He Hago. OgeHb nansTo,
Nan rynate. Nnwv Beineri yato.

Ctvixm noumnTai. NMUCbMO HanULWW.
Co3gan yioT Ha gyLue 1 B AoMe.
OceHb — Nopa He ANs rpycTu AyLUw,
A HOBbIX $OTO B TBOEM anbboMe.

2019
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

0

AUTUMN OUTSIDE

It’s autumn outside. And in your heart?
Worried? Or maybe just feeling apart?
Don’t be sad — put on your coat,

Go for a walk. Or brew something hot.

Read some poems. Write a letter.
Make your home and soul feel better.
Autumn’s not a time for sorrow,

But for photos you’ll cherish tomorrow.

2019
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

XXENAHUE XXNTb

SpKne Kpackm oCeHHen NNCTBbI
[apaT xxenaHue cTonkoe XuTb!
M3-3a Toro, uTo Hagexapl MepTBbl,
Pa3Be nyHa nepecrana cBeTUTL?
Pa3Be 3amMeANMN0 COMHLLE CBOW XOA,
Fnaaa Ha MpadHble nuua naein?
X13Hb HaKpeHWnacbk Ha NOBOPOT?
Tbl NOBOpaYvBai cnefom 3a Hell.
Mo cTopoHaM He 3abyAb NOoCMOTpeThb.
OceHb npekpacHa! Kak, Bnpoyem, ecerga!
Tbl He rpycTu, He crieLn ymepeThb.
Jyyiue ckaxu 3Tor oceHU «[al»

2013

0
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Seasonal 7Tacads

W

THE WILL TO LIVE

The vivid hues of autumn leaves
Awaken a steadfast will to live.
Just because hope seems to cease—
Has the moon stopped light to give?
Has the sun slowed down its pace,
Seeing shadows on human faces?
If life leans into a sudden turn,
Lean with it — there’s much to learn.
Don’t forget to look around—
Autumn is beautiful! Always, in truth.
Don’t be sad, don’t seek the ground.
Say “Yes” to autumn, and say it with youth!

2013
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Cogannno waorpoens )

0

CE3OHHOCTb

31MOI Tak XOTenocb CorpeThbCs,
MeHsi corpeBan TBOW Yali.
BecHoto Tak neno cepaue,
Ho Tbl npocun «He cky4Yar».
S neTom nbiTanack 3abbITbCS,
Beab Tbl MHe cKa3an «3abyab».
MeuTtam He faBanu cObITbCS,
Ho, 3Haellb, He B 3TOM CYTb...
Beab oceHbIO CHOBa ChIpo
M XxonogHO MHe onsATh.
Tebs, oTNyckas c MMPOM,
He xoueTcsa oTnyckaTb...

2010

0
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

0

SEASONALITY

In winter, | longed just to feel warm—
Your tea would warm me through.
In spring, my heart began to sing,

But you said, “Don’t feel blue”
In summer, | tried to forget it all,
Because you told me, “Forget.”

My dreams were never allowed to bloom—
But that’s not the point... and yet—
Now autumn returns with its chill and rain,
And | feel the cold once more.
Though | let you go in peace, with love,
It’s you | can’t let go of...

2010
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

MOPTAN1 B HOABPbL

MopTan B HOA6PL. OceHn BpaTa.
OJeTbl Yally B pbiXKne ofexabl.
BHe3anHo vcyesaer cyeTa
W 3aMmpatoT 6yaTOo 6bl HaZeXAbl.
U kaxeTcs, APOXKUT KNeHOBbIN NNCT
He Tonbko OT 03HO64a, HO OT CTpaxa,
Kak 6yaTO OH Kakol-To adepucr,

KoToporo Xa&T y4acTb Bckope — naxa.

MopblBbl BETPA He LWAAAT HAYYTb:
CpbIBalOT INCTbS N YHOCAT YyBCTBA.
N kaxeTcs, Henb3s yxxe BepHYTb
Hw gHs 6blnoro cuactbsa 1 6ecnyTcTBa

2023
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

PORTAL TO NOVEMBER

A portal to November. Autumn's gate.

The woods are dressed in rust and flame.

Suddenly, all rush and noise abate,
And even hope stands still, unnamed.
A maple leaf, it seems, now quakes
Not only from the chill, but dread—
As if a trickster, caught in fakes,
Soon sentenced, with the fall ahead.
The wind shows no forgiveness now:
It tears the leaves and strips the soul.
And it feels like there’s no way how
To get back joy or days once whole.

2023
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Cegorrisie HOCMPOLHUS,

0

BNIATOAAPA NT'PO3E

OpHax bl LUTOPM 3aKOHUUNTCS,
YMUUTCA B FOPU3OHT.

N kaxxaomy 3axoueTcs
OCTaBUTb AOMa 30HT.
bnarogaps Takom rpose,
BCE yb6exano Baanb —
TOCKa, N rPyCTb, N CTPaxu BCe,
TpeBoOra n neyab...

2021
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Seasonal, 7Tocas

THANKS TO THE STORM

One day, the storm will end at last,
And rush away beyond the sky.
And everyone will want to cast
Their umbrellas off, held high.
Thanks to such a stormy spell,

All things dark have flown—
The sorrow, fear, and pain as well,
The sadness now is gone.

2021
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Cogonns pacrpaonss =)

0

HAKAHYHE 3Mbl

Hello, November!
OceHb, 34paBCTBY...
Wnun 3uma yxe? Cropripus!

Tbl He 3aBUAYIN, He 310PaACTBYIA.
UTo Ham focTanca cyacTbs Npms.
JlaBaii Nporysiky B napke CHEXHOM
OTobpa3nm Ha GOTO Mbil,
YT06bl HaBEK 3aMOMHUTb HEXHbIV
N 6enocHeXHbIN 1K 3UMBI.
YT06bl 3aNOMHUTBL PaAOCTb BCTPEYMU,
3aneyaTneTb M He 3a6bITb,
Kak nackoBo npupoja neyur,
Kak c4acTnvBbl Mbl MOXeEM 6biTb...

2022
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Seasonal, 17 jeads

Ko

ON THE EVE OF WINTER

Hello, November!
OceHb, 34paBCTBYM...
Oris it winter now? Surprise!
Don’t be envious, don’t gloat or grumble—
This time, it’s joy that meets our eyes.
Let’s take a walk through snowy parkland
And catch it in a photograph,
To always hold that gentle, sparkling
White and tender winter’s laugh.
To keep the joy that came that day,
To seal it up and not let slip—
How softly nature heals our way,
How full of happiness we sip...

2022
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Philesophical




CQ_)/\ Qaunvcogeckue Hacmpoenis,

MyAPOCTb

Takyto MyApOCTb BONAOTUTL B Npupoje!
B aepeBbsXx, 3eeHetoLX BECHOM,

B notowmx NnTmuax, B XXMBHOCTY NECHOMN,
B nereHgax, obutatowumx B Hapoge!
Takyto KpacoTy co34aTb He TPyAHO,

Cbepeub nyra 3enéHble TPyaHEN,
W cBexecTb BeTpa, N CUsIHbe AHel,

M B okeaHe 3Bé3/HbI NyTb ANS CYAHA...

Kakoto cnnoro, KakM YMOM MOCTUMHYTb:

«Benukonenue gns BEUHOCTW faHO»?!?

Y106 6b1710 HECTapPEOLL MM OHO,
Heobxoa1Mo MyapOCTU AOCTUTHYTB!

1994
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Philesaphical, TTeads

%

WISDOM

Such wisdom lives within the world outside—
In trees that green beneath the springtime sun,
In birds that sing, in forest life begun,

In tales that in our people's hearts abide.

To shape such beauty may not seem so grand,
But keeping meadows green is far more rare—
The freshness in the breeze, the daylight's glare,
The stars that guide the ships by sea and sand.
By what great mind, by what enduring might
Can one perceive: “This splendor’s meant to last”?
To make it truly timeless, ever bright,

We must attain true wisdom — deep and vast.

1994
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Qaunacogckue Hacmpoeris, /@

YXOAWTE NPO4Yb

YxoauTe, yxoauTte rnpoys!
o, MblChn, rpyCcTb, HEMOHNUMAaHbE...
Mpwnaras Xankne cTapaHbs,

Bbl HNYeM He CMOXKeTe MoOMOYb.
Bam He cTouT, HET, He CTOUT NraTb!
PaBHOAyLbe CNPATaTb HEBO3MOXHO.
MHe onaTb 0TYasAHHO TPEBOXHO,

HO HVKTO He A0JIXKeH 3TO 3HaThb.
O4eHb-04YeHb C/TIOXKHO, OYEHb CJIOXHO —
Hayuuntbca cepgle NoHUMATb...

1993
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Philosophical ITeeds

GO AWAY

Go away, just go and leave me be—
People, thoughts, and sorrow, all confusion...
All your efforts, pity, and delusion
Cannot bring the slightest help to me.
Don’t you lie—no, don’t pretend to care!
Indifference can never be concealed.
Once again, despairis all | feel,

But no one must know the burden | bear.
It’s so very hard—so hard, you see—

To learn what your heart is trying to be...

1993

67



U

A NOBIO TEBA, XKN3Hb

A N6t Tebs, XU3Hb!
O6o0oxato MrHoBeHMe Kaxaoe!
CNnoBHO B 3aCyXy rpPyHT,

MOE& cep/Lie HarnoHEHO XaXAoHo.

A no6110 NOBOPOT —
obellaHne HOBOro onbliTa.

N B poxaeHbe geTeri
HEeOXMAAHHO HOBbIe X10MOThl.

S1 ntobAto TBOUX PYK
cynep-HeXxHyto 6e3oTnaratenbHOCTb.
Ob6oxato MeyTbl —
6e3rpaHNYHYI0 UX NMPUBAEKATENbHOCTb.
A1 ntobnto Hebeca -
obeLLlaHVe Npa3jgHMKa BEYHOrO.
Oxunpasa nobsw,
3arnsiHy B INLO KaX0ro BCTPEYHOro.
O6oxato ytoT
TeX MUHYT, KOrAa pSAOM poanTenu.
A1 nto6110 3TOT MUP,
MHOIOrPaHHbI, TaKOWN YyANBUTENbHbIN!
Bcew aywoto no6n10,
KaXAbIA MUT KaXXA0W KIETOUKON YyBCTBYHO,
NOTOMY UTO XUBY,

a He MpoCTO Ha CBeTe MPUCYTCTBYHO.

2010
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Philosophical, TTjpods

I LOVE YOU, LIFE

| love you, life!
Adore every fleeting moment you offer.
Like dry earth in drought,
My heart overflows with a longing to prosper.
| love every turn—
Each promise of something untried,
And the chaos anew
That children’s arrival can quietly hide.
| love your hands’
Urgent, immeasurable tenderness.
| adore every dream
For its boundless, magnetic endlessness.
| love the sky—
It whispers of joy never-ending.
In the hope of love,
| search every face I’'m befriending.
| cherish the warmth
Of those moments with parents near.
| love this world—
So complex, so wondrous, so clear!
With all of my soul,
Every second | feel it completely—
Because | live,
Not just exist in this world discreetly.

2010
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

YIAYA

1 Teba oboxato, yaaya!

TBOVIM NMJIaMeHeM KPOBb MOAOrpeTa.

MoBCTpeyaBLUMCL C TOOOIO rae-To,
A nukyto, cMescb 1 nnaya!

N Tepss Tebs nopoto,
1 He Bepto, YTO 3TO HaBEKW.
CKBO3b 3a60T exeHeBHbIX peKun
Tbl BepHeLLbCs Moei Cyabboto!

1995
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Philosophical ITeeds

LUCK

Oh, I cherish you, Luck —how | burn
When your fire sets my blood aglow!
When you find me somewhere | go,
| rejoice — | laugh, I cry, | turn!

And though sometimes you slip away,
| can’t believe you’ve gone for good.
Through the rivers of daily routine and mood,
You’ll return as my fate someday.

1995
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

CEPALLE PEBEHKA

CepaLe pebéHka OTKpbITO Npupose.
TaM CONHEeYHbIN 3aiUVK He 3ps NOCeNnCs,
Tam nérkune MbiCnu TUXOHEYKO 6poasaT
W nckpeHHWA cmex B yronke nputanics.

OX, KaK MHe XOTeN0oCb B BECENbIE M1a3KK
XOTb UyTOUKY ry6xe, A0 AHA 3arNsiHYTb bbl.
YunTato pebEHKy i JeTckime cKasku

N cHoM 6e33ab0THbIM, — MeuTato, — YCHYTb Obl...

1995
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A CHILD'S HEART

A child’s heart is open to nature’s light.

A sunbeam lives there, not by chance, but by right.
Soft little thoughts wander gently inside,
And sincere little giggles in corners hide.

Oh, how I wish | could peer even deeper
Into those bright eyes — to the soul, to the sleeper.
| read fairy tales to my child each night,
And dream of sleeping with carefree delight...

1995
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BEI BPEMEH

MocMoTpu, nernecrtoyek 3aBsn,
OT AbIXxaHuWsa BeTpa ynan
Ha ropsuyto 3emnto cerivac
W yrac...

Cpepu Bcex cBOMX BpaTbeB-CecTép
YcTpemMAnsan oH oTYasHHbI B30op
Ha nanswero ancka nsrnbé
N norwé...

CaMbIM CTapLUMM OH 6bIn cpeau BCex
W 6oposncsa Bceraa 3a ycnex.

OH cob0t0 cemMblo 3aLLmLLan
W ynan...

A Ha CMeHy npuLlia MONoAEXb.
B cBOE Bpems Thbl TOXe YiijeLlb.
BHOBbL 11 BHOBb MNOBTOPSETCA OH —
ber BpeméH!

1993
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THE RUN OF TIME

Look—one petal has withered and died,
Breathed upon by the wind, it slipped wide,
Fell to earth, still warm from the day,
And faded away...

Among all its sisters and brothers it grew,
With a desperate gaze toward the sun’s golden hue,
Reaching high for the burning disk’s bend—
It met its end.

He was eldest, the strongest of all,
Always striving to answer the call.

He stood guard for the ones he adored—
And fell to the floor.

Now the young ones arise in his place.

In your time, too, you’ll leave no trace.
Again and again the cycle goes on—
The run of time!

1993
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NnyTb AOMOM

Yepes Mur nonsibiByT MVMO OKOH
W neppoH, n yctansle nnua,
Yeli-To B3APOrHeT OT BeTpa IOKOH
M Mo noe3a AOMOIN MOMUMNTCS.

B oXuaaHbAX 6bIBatOT MOMEHTbI:
MobeanTb, — 1 NPU3HAaKOCb BaM CMeNo,
MpUTSXXEHbE XeNe3HOW NeHThbI
Hwukorpaa 6b1 51 He cymena.

N ecTb npenectb B ABNXEHbE 3TOM,
1 eé HenpeMeHHO 3ameuy:
deliepBepk TEMHOTbI 1 CBETa
3Bé3g, beryLinx rnasam HaBcTpeuy.
KonbibenbHyo necHro Konéca,
[lBe CTpyHbl Tepebs nepebopom,
MHe cbIrpatoT... A yTpOM pochl
Ha poaunmMbIx nofsiHax B30poM,
YMWUNEHHbBIM 1 BNaXHbIM, 3aMeuy.
BbINbo yAnL, 3HaKOMbIX MHE CBEXECTb.
3a BaroHHbIM OKHOM HaBCTpeyy
MuaTtca 3B€3/bl BCE pexe, pexe...
CoH ycTaBLLUVE BEKN CMEXWI
N npepBan 6eccBA3HbIE peyn.

1992
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Philosophical ITeeds

THE WAY HOME

In a moment, beyond the glass,
The platform will drift slowly past—
Tired faces, a breeze-blown strand...
And my train will rush home at last.

There are moments in all this waiting

When I’ll boldly confess to you:
The pull of the steel rail’s tempting

Is something | never could undo.

And there’s beauty in forward motion,
One I surely will come to see—

A firework of light and darkness,
Stars that race right toward me.
Like a lullaby softly playing,

As two strings are gently strummed,
The wheels will sing, and by morning,
On my native fields I’ll come.
With softened and tearful eyes,
| will see the dew shining bright.

’lLdrink in the breeze of the streets | know—

Familiar, fresh, and light.

Past the window the stars will blur,
Less and less as the night recedes.
Sleep will close my weary eyes,
And silence my drifting speech...

1992
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MOJINTBA

A1 ntobnto Tebs, OTue, BCeM cepALieM CBOUM.
CBATOCTb C/10B TBOMX BHOBb YAVB/AET MEHS.
A nonay No NyTsM HeNOpPOYHbIM TBOUM,
[laii e B cepjLie MO& CBATOrO OrHS...

BbITb 6€3yMHbIM AN MUpa 1 MyapbiM B Tebe,
MponoBeaysa BeCTb O CNaceHN BHOBb.
Nwncyc! B Teoeli ANBHOW BENVKOW cyabbe
Nroackme cepaua 3axurana Jlro6oBb!

1998
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PRAYER

| love You, Father, with all of my heart.
The holiness of Your words still fills me with awe.
| will walk in the paths where the righteous depart—
Set my heart ablaze with Your holy fire’s law.

To be foolish to the world, but in You be wise,
Proclaiming again the good news of salvation.
Jesus! In Your wondrous and mighty design,
Love set human hearts alight with revelation!

1998
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Yausracogckue HacmpoeHis,

U

PACCKA3ATb

MHe xoueTcsi Mopoto pacckasaTb
Komy-To 0 cBOUX TSXKeNbIX AHAX,
O pagocTun, coexkaBLLen OT MeHs,
[lo Tha cropeBLUeit B MN1IaMeHU OrHs,
Bcto MoLLb KOTOPOro He onucaThb.

MHe NPUCNOHNTLCS 6 K CUBHOMY Nevy
N pacckasaTb 6bl 0 HECUACTbAX BCEX.
BnuTaB B cebsi Hagexay Ha ycnex,

CMeHnTb AyLLIeBHbII7| May Ha 3BOHKNIN CMeX.

Ho HekoMy cKasaTtb 1 8 MONYy...

1994
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Philosophical TTeads

%

TO TELL

At times, | long to simply tell someone
About the heavy days I've lived alone,
Of joy that once was mine but now has gone,
Consumed completely by a blazing flame—
A fire too fierce for words to ever name.

| wish that | could lean on someone strong,
And speak at last of all my hidden pain.
Absorbing hope like sunlight after rain,

To trade my soul’s deep sorrow for a song...

But there’s no one to hear—so | remain silent.

1994
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KPATKO

Mope. ConHue. Betep. [etn.
Kpvku yaek. TaHeL, BOJIH.
Cmex pebéHka. CTOHbI CMepTu.
YUyTkuin napyc. XXnsHm yenH.
Beuep. Bnara. Tuxwuii 6eper.
Msrkuii Bo3ayx. 38é3gbl. COH.
MNecHa mamebl. JeTcTBo. [iBEpu.
FOHoCTb. CTapocTb. CTpax u CTOH.

1991
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Philosophical ITeeds

BRIEFLY

Sea. Sun. Wind. Children.
Seagulls crying. Waves that dance.
Child’s laughter. Moans of dying.
Tender sail. Life’s fragile chance.
Evening. Dampness. Quiet shoreline.
Gentle air. Stars. Sleep has grown.

Mother’s song. Childhood. Doorways.

Youth. Old age. Fear and moan.

1991
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KOTrA4A B34bIXAELLDb Tbl YCTANO

Korga B3abIxaellb Tbl yCTano,

He uyBCTBYS HW HOT, HU PYK,

Mwp Boxunii, CTOBHO 04esno,
OkyTaeT Tebs, MO Apyr.

Korga aywe TBOen TPeBOXHO,
Meyanbto B cepaLe Tbl TOMUM,
FocnoApb € Nt060BbIO, OCTOPOXHO
MomoXxeT ropecTsim TBOVM.

W ecnm KTO-HNBYAL HEBPEXHO
PasopoLmnT 0buapl cTor,
MNoBepb, Te6s yTeLnT HEXHO
TBOW NHOGALLNIA N BepHbI Bor!

1998
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WHEN YOU SIGH IN WEARINESS

When you sigh with tired breath,
And feel no strength in hand or stride,
God’s peace will wrap you, soft as rest—
A blanket gently laid with pride.

When your soul is filled with fear,
And sorrow weighs upon your chest,
The Lord will draw your spirit near
And help your burdened heart find rest.

And if someone, without a care,
Stirs up the pain you tried to hide,
Believe—your faithful God is there

To gently comfort you inside.

1998
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YXOANNW AHU

Yxoannun AHn KyAa-To BAANb.
Kak congaThl, yxoamnm B Jlety,
OcTtaBnasa 6onb, 6eay, nevans
MHe, OT HMX yCTaBLLEMY MO3Ty.
PacTBOpsinnCh B CyMpake HOUHOM.
WX cuntaTtb yXe faBHO ycTana.
MHe 3a6bITbCsl He MeLlano 6 CHOM,
Ho 1 cHa ycTaBsLuero He ctano.
A cracTmncb OT BCeX AHEBHbIX 3a60T
51 MOry, HO xoueTcs eABa /n.
JeHb 3a AHeM y>Xe KOTopbIl roj,
OTaatock, 6eCcCcoHHas, neyanmu...
Mol yaen - nnucatb CTUXU, KOrAa
3petoT CTPOUKMN, TaM, B MO3TY YCTaBLLEM.
Hety pudmbl, putma? EpyHaal
lnaBHoe, UTO6 He bbINo B HUX GanbLUN...

1992
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Philosophical ITeeds

THE DAYS WERE LEAVING

The days were leaving—drifting far away,
Like soldiers fading into myth and time.
They left me sorrow, hardship, disarray—
A weary poet, shaped by silent rhyme.
They dissolved into the twilight’s gloom,
Too many now for me to even trace.

A dreamless sleep would be a welcome room,
But even sleep has fled without a trace.
Could | escape the burdens of the day?

Perhaps | could, but scarcely have the will.
Day by day, and year by year, | stay—
Sleepless, letting sorrow have its fill.

It is my fate—to write when verses grow,
There, within a mind grown tired and worn.
No rhyme? No rhythm? Let it go—

So long as falseness is not born.

1992
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A MEYTAIO

$1 MeuTato 0 TOM, YUTOObI KTO-TO MOCTUT MO0 AyLLlY.
CnoBHO NTULA B CUIKAX, bbeTCA cepAaLe 1 pBeTCa HapyXXy.
CKONIbKO NKLL, rON0COB, CKONBLKO cyaeb Bokpyr! U BCE xe...
Moé cepaue Nopow Ha NyCTbIHIO MOXOXe.

1 - CNOBHO congaT, 3amMmep3aBLUM Ha NOCTY y Nopora.
1 U3paHeHa 1 oanHOKa, Kak byaTo gopora.
MpuyrHa NOAO06HbLIX CTPaAAHWUI NOYTU TPUBUAJIBHA,
Beab H/4Yero B 3ToM Mupe He ngeanbHo!

Ho 6onbHee Bcero, Korga paHaT ntobrMble NroAN.
Koraa apyr, octaBnss B 6ese, 6onbLUe Apyrom He byzerT.
Korga HeT yXKe cnn oTaaBaTh U TEM0, N HEXXHOCTb.
Korpa xoueTcsa NpocTo BCTaTb U YUTU B 6€36pexKHOCTb.

1999
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Philasophical ITleods

| DREAM

| dream that someone might truly know my soul.
Like a bird caught in snares, my heart fights to be whole,
Beating wildly, it longs to be free—
So many voices, so many lives surround me... and yet,
At times, my heart feels like a barren sea.

I am like a soldier, frozen at the gate,
Wounded and alone—my path resembles fate.
The cause of such sorrow is painfully plain:
Nothing in this world is free from pain.

But the sharpest wound comes from those we adore—
When a friend walks away, and is friend no more.
When you’ve given all—your warmth, your grace—
And all you want... is to vanish without a trace.

1999
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‘Cunacagckue Hacmpoeru

W

TBOPELL HACTPOEHWA

5l — TBOpeL, cBOero HaCTpoeHVs.
MpycTb gonoli! N Becenbto — gopory!
He BnyLLy B CBOE cepALe COMHeHNe.

M Hauxato Bcepbes Ha TpeBory.

B oxxunaaHum rnynom HecyacTbs
He xo4y cBOE cuacTbe paspyLUnTb.
Tbl, TOCKa, He NPOPOYb MHEe HeHaCTbA.
3amonuu! He xouy Tebs cnywaTsb!

N B crAOLLNX BOSHAX yAaun
Bapyr norimMy 0 KOHLa — 6€3 COMHeHUS,
MHe cyab6010 AlaHo, He NHaue,
BbITb TBOPLIOM CBOErO HaCTPOEHMUS.

1990
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Philosophical TTocds

CREATOR OF MY MOOD

I’m the creator of my own state of mind.

Away with the sorrow—let joy be unconfined!

| won’t let doubt into the heart | hold—
And I'll laugh in the face of worry, bold.

| won’t waste my joy on fear of despair,
Won’t let imagined misfortunes tear
My happiness down. No, not today!
Be quiet, sadness—| won’t obey.

And in fortune’s bright and shining tide,
I’ll see it clearly, with nothing to hide:
It’s my destiny—plain and true—

To be the creator of my own mood.

1990
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Qaunscogckue Hacmpoeris, /@

0

3HAWTE

3HanTe, NTULbI, U AepeBbs, 3HanTe!
$l MOry fieTaTb BO CHe U ... HasaBy!

MbICASIM MpUKaXxy CBOUM: fieTainTe!

W 38 HAMUN yCTPEeMAIAOCL B CUHEBY.

PacTBOpASiCb B rajn NnogHe6ecHo,
He Mory NoHATL, 3a4eM Xe 1 XuBy?
Ecnv Ha 3emMne MHe CcTaHeT TecHo,
Yneyy HaBeKku B CUHeEBY!..

1993
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Philosophical ITeeds

KNOW THIS

Know this, birds, and you trees—know it too:
| can fly in dreams... and in waking hours too!
| command my thoughts: go, take flight!
And | follow them into the endless blue light.

Dissolving in the stillness of the sky,
| can’t help but wonder—why do I live, and why?
And if this earth becomes too tight a view,
| will soar forever... into the blue.

1993
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UYTO TAKOE CYACTBE

YTto Takoe cyacTtbe?
Fae oHO? U c kem?
Mo>eT, 3To cTpacTn
B 06CY>KAEHUN TeM?
MoXeT, 3TO 3HaHWNA?
MoxeT, Bnactb 1 Bec?
370 v Npu3BaHMe,
fAaHHOe ¢ Hebec?
nw 3710 pagocTb
OT 3eMHbIX Nobes?
MocTapaTtbcs Hajo
OTbICKaTb OTBET...

2009
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Philosophical ITeeds

WHAT IS HAPPINESS

What is happiness?
Where is it? With whom?
Is it burning passion
In a lively room?

Is it knowledge, maybe?
Is it power or fame?

Is it some great calling,
Heaven’s gift and name?
Could it be the joy
Of triumphs we achieve?

We must search with care—

And find what we believe...

2009
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

MEYTANTE

He 3abbiBaliTe MeuTaTh, Noxanyncra!
B MeuTax ecTb 3Heprmsa aToma.
N paxke B MOMEHTBI yCTanocTu
XenaritTe HeBeposiTHOro!
Ecan nombicabl 6yAyT YMCTBIMK
W nto60oBbIO cepAlLia HamoMHATCS,
Balwm AHW CTaHYT BHOBb NYYMCTBIMA
W MeuTbl BalLu BCe NCNoNHATCA!
He 6biBaeT nyTn 6e€3 TpyaHOCTE,
He 6biBaeT Tpyaa 6e3 yctanoctu.
Ho npouuy Bac, Halif1Te My>XecTBO,
Mpogonkarite MeyTaTh, NoXanyncra!
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KEEP DREAMING

Please, don’t forget to dream!
There’s power in dreams—Llike an atom’s fire.
Even in moments of weariness,

Dare to wish for the impossible, higher!

If your thoughts remain pure and bright,
And your hearts are filled with love and light,
Your days will shine once more, aglow—
And your dreams will begin to grow.
There’s no path without its trial,

No labor without some fatigue.

But I ask you—find the strength within,
And keep on dreaming... | beg you, please.

2011
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

yXO4AT NoAn

YXoa4aT ntoAn, He NonpoLaBLUNCh,
BbiBaeT, yacto 6e3 06 bACHEHWI,
be3 BbIICHEHWS1 OTHOLLEHWIA,
CbexaB ykpazKoW, 6e3 coxaneHn
OT ApY>K6bl UCKPEHHe 0TKa3aBLUNCh.
MeuTbl yXOAAT, Tak U He CObIBLUNCD.

B 60pbbe co cTpaxom npuLLna yCTanocTb.
Yracno nnams B gylle, octanacb
JINWb ropbKmX MblCner Takas ManocTb —
W Ta ncuesHet Beb, He NPOCTUBLLNCH!
Bcero 6onbHee, Korga He CibILWNT
MonunTe BceBbILHWIA... C TOCKOW cepAeyHo
XunTb HEBO3MOXHO HU A€Hb, HN BEYHOCTb.
He 6yab e K 6AM3KNM, K MedTaM 6ecneyHbIMm,
MycTb cepaue Yalle MOAUTBOM AbILLINT.

W Bor ycnbiwnT!

2012
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Philesophical ITeods

PEOPLE LEAVE

People leave without goodbyes,
So often—without explanation,
No final words, no confrontation,
They slip away without hesitation,
Abandoning true friendship’s ties.
Dreams leave too, never fulfilled.
Exhaustion comes from fearing pain.
The soul’s bright flame burns out again,
And only bitter thoughts remain—
Even they fade, without being stilled.
What hurts the most is when your prayer
Is met with silence from above.

And with a heart weighed down by love,
It’s hard to bear one day, let alone forever.
So treat your loved ones and dreams with care—
Let your heart breathe prayer...

And God will hear.

2012
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MHOro neTt s nay no Aopore 3eMHOW.
3Bé34HbIN CBOA NO HOYaM,
AHEM 3Be34a Haj0 MHOM.

HO B CMAHUN TOM eCTb COMHEeHbe O04HO —
Janeko, X0oNoAHO 1 NeYyanbHO OHO.
MHOro 1ieT MHe NOCTeNbio PoAHbIe yra
I MOpO3HOW 31MOVi TeMNIbIM KPOBOM CHera.
Mo goporam 3eMHbIM, KaK Mo BEHaM, TeveT
XM3HM rpelHon NOTOK, CTIOBHO BPEMEHU CYET.
MHoOro neT A waras rno goporam 3emnu,

A napwn B obnakax v 6b1Ban Ha menu.

Ho nckan v Hawen s Nnpu3BaHbe O4HO:
BbITb AyLIO 3eMAn MHe XOTenocb JaBHO.
Bonb, 1 pagocTb, N cHacTbe NaaHeTbl POAHOW
BeuHo B cepaue MoeM, BEYHO B XXN3HW CO MHOW.
MycTb BaC MaHUT CO3BE3ANI MepLatoLLIA CBeT,
Nopun, BepbTe, NpekpacHee poAnHbI HeT!

1994
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THE ROADS OF EARTH

For many years I’'ve walked the roads of Earth—
Beneath the stars at night,
Beneath the sun by day.
Yet in that shining sky, there lies a doubt—
So distant, cold, and sad in its own way.

For many years, the fields have been my bed,
And winter snow my shelter overhead.
Through every earthly road, like pulsing veins,
Flows sinful life—like time that never wanes.
For many years | wandered far and wide,
| soared through clouds, | struggled with the tide.
But one desire stayed constant, burning true—
To be Earth's soul... it’s all I longed to do.

The pain and joy, the sorrow and delight
Of this dear planet stay within my sight.
They live forever, deeply in my core—

A part of me, today and evermore.
Though starlight’s lure may call you far above,
Believe this truth: there’s no land like the one you love.

1994
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MAHUN®ECT

S yenosek. Tbl Yenosek.

Mbl NHOANV MIaHETbI 3TOWA.
Kakum 6bl He 6bI/1 3TOT BeK,
Ha BoOliHbI, 60N€3H1 — BEeTO.

HeT pabcTBy, Mackam TOXe HeT.
CBo60ja LleHHel 6oraTcTBa.

S cBeT, 1 gyLla MOosl TOXe CBeT.
CBeT paBeHCTBa, MMpa, bpaTcTBa.
S yenosek, a 3eMnsa — Hall A0OM,
B KoTopom 3a BCE B oTBeTe
W Tbl, 1 9 — B NOpbIBE O4HOM,

B TopxecTBytowem boxbem CeeTe.

2022
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Philesophical, TTeeds

MANIFESTO

I am a human being. You are a human being.
We are people of this planet.
Whatever age we’re living in—

Let war and sickness be forever banished.
No to slavery, no to masks we wear.
Freedom is greater than gold or gain.

I am light—and so is the soul | bear,

The light of brotherhood, peace, and refrain.
| am human—and Earth is our home,
Where we all are called to be wise and aware—
You and I, with one spirit alone,

In the triumphant Light we share from God’s care.

2022
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

OANHOYECTBO

MHe oANHOYeCTBO NPEeTUT...
Kak 6yaT0 3aTannmce 3Byku
B 6e3xanocTHo neLyepe cKyku,
Poxgas okeaH obua,.
OnycToLatowmnii HacToln
Mo kanne gyuly oTpasnseT.

M nocteneHHo yneTaer
YBepeHHOCTb B 3pUp NyCTOW.
«Bbe3mMoNBHOM TAXeCTbIo KpyLLa
N ob6peyeHHOCTbIO BNEKOMO,
MHe ogMHO4YeCTBO 3HAKOMO», —
Mpur3Hanack c ropeysto AyLua.

1995
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Philosephical TTleads

LONELINESS

Loneliness repels my soul...

As if all sound has slipped away,
Trapped in a cave where dullness holds sway,
Breeding an ocean of silent toll.

A bitter brew seeps drop by drop,

And poisons gently, deep inside.
Slowly, confidence takes flight—
Vanishing into the ether, nonstop.
“With crushing weight, with wordless doom,
Drawn by despair’s relentless tether...
Yes, | know loneliness,”

My soul confessed in sorrowed gloom.
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OBUJA

Bce Mbichv nonetenn KyBbIpKoMm
W k ropny nogkatna obuabl KOM.
HainTn 6b1 yTelweHne B cnesax,

Ho BMecTo HUX — Tynas pesb B rnasax.
He 3ameuyas, cxkana Kynaku.
BbiBatoT e 06mabl Tak ropbku!

Ho, MoXeT 6bITb, OHW He TONIbKO B CHaX,
Tak 4acTo paccbinascs B Mbiib U Mpax,
HeponroseyHbl BCé xe... HaaBy
Hagexzgamu Ha 3To 4 XuBy!

1995
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Philesophical, TTeods

0

RESENTMENT

My thoughts went tumbling, out of control,
As a lump of hurt rose up in my throat.

| searched for comfort in tears | could shed,

But instead—just a burning ache in my head.
Unaware, my fists had clenched so tight...
Some wounds can sting with such bitter bite!
But maybe these wounds aren’t only in dreams,
Where they often crumble to dust, it seems—
Perhaps they fade in real life too...

And that small hope is what I'm holding on to.

1995
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BbIBAKOT AAHN

BbiBatOT AHW, KOrAa ¢ TO6OK B ccope
Jena TBOW, N MbIC/IV, Y MEYTI.
Korga Be3ge Tbl BUAMLLbL TOILKO FOpe,
A PafoCTn HUrge He BNANLLb Thil...
Koraa npoTuBHbI NHOAN, NX yYacTbe
JIvwb 3106y BbI3bIBAET, a B AyLle
HeT pagocTun, HeT HMKaKoro cyacTbs,
Cebe Tbl CTapbIM KaXeLlubCs yXe.

B Takve AHW KpywnTb cebsa He cToUT
W npoknnHaTh cyabby Thbl He creLln.
Tbl nonpocu, n bor Tebe oTkpoer,
Kak MOXHO cTaTb cyactTamebIM... OT Aywin
06 3TOM uyze NAAM pacckaxm!

1994
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Philesophical IToods

THERE ARE DAYS

There are days when you’re at odds
With your thoughts, your dreams, your plans—
When sorrow seems to walk beside you
And joy hides in far-off lands.

When people irritate your soul,

Their kindness only brings you pain,
And deep inside, there’s no delight—
You feel old, tired, and drained.

But on such days, don’t tear yourself apart,
Don’t rush to curse your fate or cry.
Just ask—and God will touch your heart
And show you how true joy can lie
In sharing miracles... with others, eye to eye.

1994
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NEPEXXNBAHWA

XoanT-6poAnT COHHBbIN BeTep,
CTOHYT 1BbI HaZ, PEKOIA.
5l Tebe HK 3a UTO Ha CBeTe,
He npoLuy, 4TO Tbl TAKOW.

B n3ympysHOM NlyHHOM cBeTe
XHbIYYT 3BE34bI, B HEM CBepKas.
1 cebe HU 3a UTO Ha cBeTe
He npouuy, 4To 9 Takas.
CNnoBHO COH WA 3aragka,
TallHa eCTb B CTUXE MOEM.
MNpeso MHOV NINCTOK C TeTPaAKK,
Mapy CTPOK — 1 Mbl BABOEM.
HexxunBasi rnbKoCTb NTNHWA,
Pe3knx cnoB Kpyrosopor...
3ameyaelub B34 MO CUHWI
Nnb B XXMBOI ynbIbKe poT?
Bcé, kak MpayHoe BujeHbe,
Bcé pacceeTcs, Kak AblMm,

Kak nsioxoe HacTpoeHbe.

Henerko 6bITb MONoAbIM!
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EMOTIONS

A sleepy wind drifts here and there,
The willows moan beside the stream.
For nothing in this world, | swear,
Will | forgive what you have been.

In emerald moonlight, stars are crying,
Glistening softly in the skies.

And |, for nothing in this world,
Can forgive myself—these tear-stained eyes.
Like a riddle or a dream,
There’s a secret in my rhyme.

A notebook page in front of me,

A few lines—and we’re entwined.
Lifeless curves the ink may trace,
Words that twist with sudden heat...
Do you see the blue in my gaze,

Or the smile that tries to speak?
It’s all a dark hallucination,
Smoke that vanishes by day—

A passing mood, a fleeting tension.
It’s not easy... finding your way.
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BCE NPOMAET

Bcé npongér -
OTa ppa3a faBHO 3HAKOMa.
TonbKO Thbl
Baaneke ot pogHoro gomMma
Hanepeg,
3aragaTb He CTapaics AapoM.
Bce meuThl
YHUUTOXNTb JIerko yAapoM...
A noTtom -

Monympak, TULLHA, YyCTanocTb.

CkonbKo pas
OwwmbaTtbcs eLlé ocTanochk?
¢ B CBOI AOM

He 30BY HM nedalb, HA 06bMaHbI.

Mapa dpas

Ha nuctke, a B gyLue — TyMaHbil...
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Philosophical ITeeds

ALL WILL PASS

All will pass—
A phrase I’'ve long known well.
But you,
Far from the home where memories dwell,
Don’t try
To guess what lies ahead in vain.
Dreams can be
Destroyed in one sudden, striking pain...
And then—
Half-light, silence, weary breath.
How many times
Are we still meant to stumble toward regret?
In my home
| welcome neither sorrow nor disguise.
Just a few lines

On the page—while fog clouds my soul and eyes.

1990
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CBNCA CKYPCA

Tbl cbuncsa c Kypca B XU3HU Mope,
CnaceHbs HeT.

Tebs Tep3atoT 601b U rope,
lpo3sck BOCes.
HNUTOXHbI NPOLUSIOrO CTPEMIEHbS,
A HOBbIX HeT
B Tep3aroLmx Te6a COMHeHbsAX
Bbinbix nobep.
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OFF COURSE

You’ve drifted off course in life’s wide sea—
No rescue near.
Pain and sorrow tear at you
With threats so clear.
Your past ambitions now seem small,
And none appear
Amid the doubts that crush your faith
In victories once dear.

1991
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NOYEMY

B Mnpe MHOXecTBO Tpor.
Ny kaxgoro nyTb

Ha apyrvie nytv He noxox.
Ecnm Ham no nyTw,

Tbl, MOV Apyr, He 3abyAb,

MoyeMy Tbl CO MHOI UAELLb.
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Philosophical ITeeds

WHY

There are countless trails in this world,

And each person must find their own way.

No two paths are ever the same—
So if ours happen to meet,
Dear friend, don’t forget
Why you chose to walk with me that day.

2016
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MAMA

Ecnm uto-To He nonyyaeTcs,
Ecnn TaxecTb 3a60T TpyaHa,
B XWV3HM BCE nopoto cyyaeTcs,
TonbKO MOMHW, OHa — OAHa.

Tbl ¢ cyabb0oto CBOEH HaMaelLlbCs,
Tbl ycTaHelWb B 6opbbe ¢ coboii.
MycTb Thbl YACTO Celivac owmnbaeLlbCs,
MOMHW TONBKO — XXMBET TO6OM!

MycTb 30BET Tebs BAANb BOCXOA,
To o6MaHbI gaps, To Nt06s,
TonbKO MOMHW, OHa TebA XAET,
MoMHM TONbKO — NO6UT Tebs!

1991
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Philesaphical, TTjeods

MOTHER

When things don’t go as planned,
When the weight of care feels too much to bear,
Life brings troubles—we understand—
But remember: she’s the one always there.
You’ll struggle with fate,

Grow weary in battles you fight alone.
Though mistakes may seem to dominate,
Don’t forget—she lives through you, her own.
Let the sunrise call you far away,

With promises false or sweet and true...
Just remember—she waits every day.
Most of all—she loves you.

1991

o

713

o



‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

COH

MHe Korga-To CHUAOCh,
Yyamnock BO CHe,
Yto Cyabba Ha MUNOCTb
He ckynunacb MHe.
O3apsana yacTto
Bce mou nyTu.
FfoBopuna: «34paBCTBYA
W c meuToli pactu».
O6Haxana ckansbl,
Mon, nobeperunce.

N mopanb untana:
«YTO TaKoe XXN3Hb?»
Bpana nog oneky
B Buxpe 6bITUS,
YT06bI Yenosekom
CraHoBuMnach 1.

1991

0

114



Philosophical ITeeds

THE DREAM

Once | dreamed—
It seemed so real to me—
That Fate was kind,
And gave her grace freely.
She lit my path
With gentle, golden light,
And whispered, “Welcome—
Grow with your dreams in sight.”
She bared the cliffs
And warned me to beware,
Then lectured softly:
"This is life—so take care."
She sheltered me
In life’s relentless flow,
So | might grow
Into a soul she’d come to know.
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Gunacogickue racmpoerus,

BEPUTb

BepuTb, BepnThb, BepuThb!
Jaxe B TAXKOM rope
Bcé no60BbI0 MepnTh

W He BepuTb ccope.
XaaTtb 1 xaaTb B Hagexae,
YTO NponAéT HeHacTbe,
Munomy HeBexje
MyTb yKaxeT cyacTbe.

N npowaTb BCe 6011,
Y10 6bI HU CTYUNNOCh...

B XU13HW cTporon wkone
Mbl NH06BU YUNNUCh.

1991
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Philosophical ITeeds

TO BELIEVE

Believe, believe, believe—
Even through the deepest sorrow.
Measure all by love alone,

And let no quarrel steal tomorrow.
Wait with hope, keep holding on,
Storms will pass, and skies will clear.
Even one who’s lost their way
May find that happiness draws near.
And forgive all pain endured,

No matter what may come to be...
In life’s strict and quiet school,
We were learning how to love.
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AAPUTE MAJIbILLAM NTPYLUKN

Japvte Manbiwam UrpyLuku!
MycTb BCe MALLUVHKKM U 3BEPYLLKH,
Congatbl, KYGUKN 1 NyLLIKA
HanonHAaTt pagoctbio cepaua!

MWHYTKN feTcTBa 6bICTPOTEYHbI.
He 6yayT ManbiwaMuy Be4HO
Hw cbIH, HX fo4Ka... beckOHeuYHa
Jto60Bb NMLWb MaMbl 1 oTua!
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GIVE TOYS TO LITTLE ONES

Give toys to little ones with cheer!

Let all the trucks and teddies near,
The blocks, the soldiers, plush and bright—

Fill their hearts with pure delight!

The moments of childhood quickly go—
No child stays little, this we know.
Not your son, nor your small daughter...
Only a parent's love flows on like water.

2013
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TUXOE CHACTbE

Tnxoe cyacTbe K gyLie NPUKOCHYNOCh.
CNOBHO KOTEHOK, CBEPHYBLUMCH K/Ty6OUKOM.
51 = OCTOPOXHO, NOYTU Ha HOCOYKAX,
Ene ablwa, 4YTO6 OHO He MPOCHYOCh.

Msirkoe 3apeBo — 6apXxaToM K KOXe.
HeXHoCTV B cepaue onsTe YANBASHOCH!
M TVX0, CNOKOHO A HacnaXaatoch
CyacTbeM, YTo Tak HM Ha UYTO He MOXOoXe.
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Philesophical, TTjeods
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QUIET HAPPINESS

Quiet happiness brushed against my soul,
Like a kitten curled up in a little ball.
| stepped softly—on tiptoe, with care,
Hardly breathing... so it wouldn’t scare.

A velvet glow touched my skin with grace,

And once again I’'m stunned by tenderness.

In stillness, calm, | gently embrace
A joy unlike any | could ever guess.

2013

o

121

o



%/mmm@mmwa&m/@

0

EC/ZIN Tbl YCTAN

Ecnv feHb Kasancsa AoNrvm,
Ecnn Tel ycTan,

[Jen pewinn cerofHst MHOrO,
Tonbko mMano cnan.
Ecnn 3aBTpa — cHOBa 6UTBa,
U yxe Tpy6srT,

MNycTb BeUepHsAs MOINTBA
BaoxHoBUT Tebs!

2013
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Philosophical ITeeds

IF YOU ARE TIRED

If the day felt long and heavy,

If you're tired through and through,
If you solved a hundred problems
But had little sleep to renew—

If tomorrow brings more battles,
And the call already rings,

Let your evening prayer inspire you—
And give your spirit wings!

2013
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CHbI

MHe CHATCA CHbI.
Takune AnBHbIE MOPOIA.
LiBeTHble CHbI.

M ropogaa, KOTOpbIX A He 3Hal0...
Tam 5 XuBY.
CyacTAVBbIX AHEN MOVX MOKPOWA
BouctnHy
TaM COTBOPEH M3 BEYHbIX HNTOK pas.
MHe cHATCS AHn
N Houn, nonHbIe no6Bw.
FopAT orHu
W HyKoraa B cepLax He yracaroT.
Tam B TLWINHe
MuTatocb cnoro 3emnu
N anBHO MHe —

HukTo He NpefaéT 1 He 6pocaer...

2016
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DREAMS

| dream at night—

Such wondrous dreams, sometimes surreal.

They bloom in color,
Of cities | have never known but feel.
And there I live.
My joyful days are gently spun
From threads divine—
A tapestry of Heaven’s sun.
| dream of nights
And days so full of love and light.
The fires burn

And never fade within the heart’s sight.

In silence there,
| draw my strength from Earth below—
And in that place,

No one betrays... and no one lets me go.
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NOTEPAJIACb AEBOYKA

MNoTepsanack Kak-To geBoyka. [laBHo.
MNoTepsinack B ropose, B KOTOPOM HeET
Hu ntogei, HX WKoN, HW YAUL, HA KUHO.
M HUKTO He MOMHUT, CKOMbKO e el neT
W HMKTO He Bpocuncs eé nckaTb.
Kaxapbln gyman: BOT OHa NpUAET, NpUAET...
Bpems wno. OHa ycnena B3pOC/ion CTaTb
W H1KTO Tenepb eé He y3HaEéT.

Ha nuuo — ouapoBaTtesibHas MUCC.
nn, MmoxeT, muccuc. Nrogbl BCE Xe L.
W kTO 3Han eé, Bce MMMO NPOHEC/TNCh.

A el Tak XOoTenocb, YTob eé Hallan...
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THE GIRL GOT LOST

A little girl got lost—long ago.
She vanished in a city where there’s no
People, no schools, no streets, no shows...
And no one knows how old she was, or so.
No one rushed to look or call her name.
Each one thought, “She’ll come back home someday.”
Time passed. She grew up all the same—
But now, no one knows her anyway.
On her face—a charming, graceful miss.
Or maybe missus now, the years don’t lie.
Those who knew her simply passed her by.
And still, she wished that someone... would recognize.

2016
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JOYKE

Tbl MOSl HeCKa3aHHasA pPajocCThb,
HeHarnagHas Tbl MOS.
TBOWX CNOB HE3eMHYI0 C/1afjoCTb
Ob6oxato 6e3yMHo 5!
VIcKpbl r1a3 030pHbIX TBOWX, A04Ka,
BcnomuHato, Korga nevyasns.
Xay nucemMa TBoero, 3B0OHOYKaA,
MycTb NPOH3AT MeXAy HaMW Aalb.
Mbl NOPOK HECHOCHbBI HEMHOTO,
Tak NOXoXun ¢ To60H, TOUb-B-TOUb!
Ho g yacTo B MosieHUsX kK bory
MosTopsto: Cnacnbo 3a Joub!

2016
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TO MY DAUGHTER

You are my unspeakable joy,
My dearest, my brightest delight.
The heavenly sweetness in your voice—
| adore it with all my might!

The spark in your mischievous eyes,
Dear daughter—I recall it when I’'m down.
| wait for your message, your call,

Let it pierce through the distance around.
At times we’re both a bit much—
We’re so alike, it’s plain to see!

But in my prayers, again and again,
| whisper: Thank You, Lord, for giving her to me.

2016
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CTPAHHUKN

Mbl CTPaHHUKW. Mbl MYTHUKN B HOYN.
MbI MOCTOSAHHO ABVXEMCS BNepeés.
Moa ApK1M conHueM, B N1aMeHn CBeyn
Mbl BUAUM NYyTb, KOTOPbI Hac BeAET.
OrnagbiBasicb N3peska Hasaa.

Tak MHOro npongeHo. A ckonbko Bnepeam!
[Mopoto roBOpmM Mbl HEBMOMAA,.

Vnn Monumm — pasymMHOro He XAMW.
He mo)xem Mbl He genaTtb, He natu!
Mbl 1H060MbITHLI. Hac 30BYyT MeyThI.
MNMopow 60MMCHA NPU3PaAKOB B HOUMW.
Ho ocTtaHoOBKa 3HaUuUT Tbl — He Tbl!
Mbl KanUTaHbl HaLWX Kopabnei.
Wccneposathb cnewvim, CrieliM OTKpPbIThb.
SNHLWTENHbI U HBHOTOHbI HALLIUX AHEN.
He 3anyratb Hac, He OCTaHOBUTL!
NeTnm Bnepés. flvwb Te, KTo nosaamn
OcTaHOBWACSA, 3aBePLUNB CBOV NYTb,
Bnarocnosnasa ckaxyT: Tel nau,

A Mbl C TO6OIO PSISOM — He 3abyab.
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Philedephical, TTeods
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WANDERERS

We are wanderers—travelers in the night.
We move ever forward, never still.
By sunlight’s blaze or candlelight,
We follow the path that shapes our will.
We glance back now and then to see—

So much behind... and more ahead to find.

At times, our words come awkwardly,
Or silence falls—we leave sense behind.
But we cannot help but act, but move!
Curious hearts, by dreams we're stirred.
We sometimes fear the shadows too—
But to stop would mean losing our word.
We are captains of our ships at sea,
Racing to uncover, eager to explore.
Einsteins and Newtons of our century—
We won’t be frightened, halted, or ignored!
We surge ahead—while those who’ve passed
And finished their own journey’s course
Whisper blessings from the past:
“Go on. We’re with you. Stay your force.”
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XUTb

YeM MOXeT XW13Hb Hac yAUBUTL?
Bcé KaxeTcs TakMM 3HaKOMBIM...
YT06 yanBAATLCA, HAJO0 XUTb
W He 60ATbCA NepenomMoB
Ha XV3HEeHHOM MyTy CBOEM,
NaTv Bnepég npsimori Aoporo,
W HacnaxaaTbCcs KaxXxAbIM AHEM,
YTo Ham nogapeH JobpbiM borom!
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TO LIVE

What can life still do to surprise?
Everything feels so well-known...
But to be amazed, you must truly live—
Unafraid of breaks or the unknown.
Along your path, stay strong and true,
Keep walking forward, steady and free,
And savor each day life gives to you—
A gift from God, so generously.

2018
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OEHb MPOLUEN

B cymepkax — ropog, Ha cepaue — CTUX.
JleHb npoLén, npoMyancs...
BHe3anHo 3aTux.

BbIn NYCTbIM AW NONHBIM — U 3TO HEBAXHO.
MpoxunT B cTpaxe? Bcé-Takm NPOXUT OTBAXHO?
Bbin BECENLIM TBOW AEHbL?

Mnn nonHbIM TOCKN?

Nérknm 6bin?

Wnn paBut npobnemoi BUCKN?

MoxeT, AeHb TBOW YCTaBLUWNIA C Aanékol goporn?
OTAOXHW, HOBOW CUIOW HaMOAHMBLUWCL B bore.

2018
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Philesophical ITeeds
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THE DAY HAS PASSED

Twilight wraps the city, a poem fills your chest.
The day has passed—rushed by...
And come to sudden rest.
Was it empty or full? It no longer matters.

Lived in fear? Still, that courage somehow gathers.

Was your day full of laughter—
Or sorrow’s refrain?
Was it light and carefree—
Or heavy with strain?

Perhaps your day came home, weary from the road...

Now rest—
Let God restore your soul.

2018
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YXN3Hb 3AMEYAI

A1 npowwy Tebs - XM3Hb 3ameyain!
Koraa no ynuue 6bICTpo UAELb,
Korga mapLupyTKy CBOIO JOJITO XAELLb,
Korga nouTtun Ha paboTe Xu1BéLub,
Korga apyra 30BéLUb Ha Yaii.
3ameuaid, Kak CoNHLA ny4un
MpobunBatoTCcs CKBO3b Te obaka.
Kak oT Mmopo3a 3apgenach Leka,
Kak 6enbIM NbA0OM yKpbliack peka
W paBHO Ha tore rpauyn.
OrngHuce. Bokpyr nocmotpu.
Kak v Tbl, Ntogm KyAa-To cneLuar.

B kpyroBepTu ciienHeT cnepsa AyLua,
Mo3>e — TO IV XMBYT, TO N rpeLuarT,
To nn fieHb NPOLLEN, TO IV TPU.

Sl npowwy Tebs - ynbl6HUCL!

VX ynblbKo cBoel pasbyauilb BAPYT.
CHauana 3aMeTAT Tebs, MO Apyr.
A MOTOM 1 BCIO KPacoTy BOKPYT.
Mbl XXMBEM — 3amedasn XU3Hb!
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NOTICE LIFE

| ask you—notice life!

When you’re rushing down the street,
When you wait for your ride in the cold,
When your job feels like the only place you live,
Or when you call a friend for tea—just breathe.
Notice how the sun’s soft rays
Break through the thickest skies.

How frost has kissed your glowing cheeks,
How the river now sleeps beneath white ice,
And the rooks have long flown south.
Look around—just turn your head.

See how others hurry too.

At first, the soul goes blind in the spin,
Then forgets what it means to live... or even sin.
Days blur—was it one... or two... or ten?
| ask you—smile!

Your smile might wake someone’s soul.
First, they’ll see you, my dear friend.
Then—maybe—they’ll see the world again.
We are truly alive... when we notice life.
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OTMPABbCA B MNYTb

MpoLy Tebs, oTNpaBbCA B NyTh!
B sopore MHoroe noMméLLb,
YnosuLlb BCeX COBLITUN CYTb,
OTBEeTbl MHOIMe HaNAEéLWb.
MpUYnHLI 1 MOTUBBI BCe
Kak Ha cBeTy yBUAVLLb Thl.
B TBOEIN HE 6enoli nonoce
Bapyr oXuByT TBOV MeUYThI.
W cepaue 3aroputcs BHOBb!
B cTpeMneHnmn ycnewHbIM cTaTb
BockpecHeT Ha ayLie no60Bb
M XunTb 3axo4eTcs onaTb!
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Philosophical ITeeds

SET OUT ON THE JOURNEY

| ask you—set out on the road!
Along the way, you’ll come to see,
You’ll grasp what all events forebode,
And find the answers you may need.
The reasons, motives—every trace
Will soon be clear in open light.
And in your darker, shadowed place,
Your dreams will stir and rise in flight.
Your heart will blaze with fire again!
In striving forward, full of grace,
Love will return and banish pain—

And once again, you'll long to live, to chase.
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BEPHO B TEBA

51 Bepto B TBOW AyLLUeBHbIN cBeT!
W B 6€CKOHEYHOCTb A06pOThI!
Hapwvcosana 6bl nopTperT,
MNepeHecna 66l Ha XONCThI
Bcro TBOKO MCKPEHHOCTL AyLuw,
Jto60Bb, oTBary, cMenbiii gyx!
MocTow! CaaBaTbCst He crieLlw,
B Tebs A Bepyto, Mo apyr!
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Philosophical ITeeds

I BELIEVE IN YOU

| believe in the light within your soul,

In the endless depth of your kindness too!
I’d paint your portrait, make it whole—
And capture on canvas the truth of you.
Your honesty, your fearless grace,

Your love, your courage, burning bright...
Wait! Don’t give up—don’t quit the race.
| believe in you, my friend—for all your light!

2019
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MY3bIKA

3BYKW My3bIK/ B AyLUY MPOHUKAN
W eé ncuennnn o gHa...

Bcé, K ueMy Mbl C TO6OV He NPUBbLIKAN,
Yneteno... Octanacb ogHa
Tonbko My3blka, cepgLie lackas,
Kaxkgoii HoTOW B 6€310HHOCTb MaHS.
MoueMy Xe xmnBas Takas,
3Ta My3blka HOBOro gHA?!

2018

0

142



MUSIC

The sounds of music slipped into my soul
And healed it deeply, quietly, whole.

All that we were never used to before
Flew away... and what stayed was more—
Only music, gently caressing the heart,

Every note drawing me into its art,
So vivid, so alive—this sound, this sway...
Why does music feel like the soul of a new day?

2018
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HEOBbIYHbIA PELENT

MHe Bpay nponucan TULLNHY
W cnsiHmne 3Bé34 B HOUW,
YTpom paayry,  He O4HY.
Bot Takme 6biBaroT Bpauun!
MHe Bpay paspeLuns noMonyaTb
W nocnywatb neHve NTuy,
YTpO HOBOW MeUTO HayaTb,
Y KOTOpOW He byaeT rpaHunL
1 nocnywarchk MyApbIX CN0B,
HeobbluHbIN peuenT Npumy...
Jo6pbIX MbiCNen cobpas yos,
1 «cnacnbo» ckaxy emy!
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Philesophical, TTjeads

AN UNUSUAL PRESCRIPTION

My doctor prescribed me silence—
And starlight shining in the night,
Morning rainbows, more than one...
There are doctors who treat with light!
He allowed me to simply be still,

To listen to birds in their song,

To start each day with a dream
That has no walls and no wrong.

I’ll follow this gentle advice,
Accept this unusual cure.
Gathering thoughts that are kind and wise—
I’ll thank him, honest and pure!
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BCA )KU3Hb

Bcs XXM3Hb — KPYroBOpOT MAen 1 N1aHOB,
XXenaHui cTpacTHbIX, B3NETOB U NajeHNA.
AKKOPAbI XXM3HU B AyLlax Me/loMaHoB
HaxoaaT 6epera cBovX BAajeHWiA.

BCS XXM3Hb NOPOW YXOAUT NPOYUb YNPSIMO,
He naB oTBETOB HaM NpefesibHO ACHbIX.
Ha ropu3oHTe — cMepTu rofiorpaMma,
MaHswas cepaua nojen HecHacTHbIX.
Bcs XM3Hb — Ha caMoM fene Mur, Npuyyaa,
YcneTb 6bl B HeVi HaliTV CBOE npu3BaHume.
He npoMeHATb 6bl XXN3Hb, Kak TOT Nyaa,
Ha cepebpo — 0CHOBbI MMpO3aHNsA!
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Philesophical, TTjeods

ALL OF LIFE

All of life—a whirlwind of ideas and plans,
Of burning wishes, rises and falls.

Its chords resound in music lovers’ hands,
Each soul finding where its rhythm calls.
Life often flees, persistent and unclear,

Leaving questions without reply.

On the horizon—a hologram of death,
Tempting lost hearts as they pass by.
All of life is but a fleeting spark,

A wonder, a whisper, quickly gone.

If only we could find our true life’s mark—
And not trade it, like Judas,

For silver... while truth stands alone.

2018
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

TAXENBIE AHN

JeHb nepsblii:

1 Moun HepBbil,
Kak cTpyHbI B Terne,
Ha npeaene.
He cBeTar
BTopoli u TpeTtumia.
Mpowwnn B TyMaHe
PaccrosHMiA...
YeTBEpPThIN:
bonb y aopThl.
Xouy HanuTbLCA
N 3a6bITbCS.
[eHb NaTbIA.
nun pecatelin?!?
[Hn nponerator.
YyBCTBa TaloT...
OcTanacb
Camasa ManocTb.
Cebs HayunTb

Beputb 1 Xutb!
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Philosophical ITeeds

HARD DAYS

Day one:
My nerves—

Like strings pulled tight

Inside my skin—
Ready to snap.
No light

On day two or three.

They passed in fog,
In distant haze...
Day four:

A pain

Right near the heart.

| want to drink,
To disappear.
Day five.

Or ten, maybe?
Days fly.
Feelings fade...
What’s left
Is only a thread—
To teach myself
To believe
And live.
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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OCTAHOBUCb, MOC/YLUAA

OcTaHOoBWCb, NoCAyLLa.
Tbl e apyroi 6bina.
Tbl OTKpbIBana gyLuy.

Tbl B Hebeca 3Bana.

Tl ynbibanacb NHOAAM.
Japwvna Tenno gywn.
YTo Cc TO6OV Aanblue byaet?
Mwnas, He rpeLwu...
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Philedephical, ITeods

W

STOP AND LISTEN

Stop for a moment—listen.
You weren’t always this way.
You once opened your soul,
And called others toward the sky.
You smiled at people,
Shared the warmth of your heart.
What will happen to you now?

Dear one... don’t lose who you are.

2017
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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NYYLINIA NEKAPb

Mpupoga — ny4ynii nekapb MOW:
1 monua Bbic/yLLaTh roToBa,

N aywy ncuenmTs NOpoid,
YT06 pasocTb Bo3poamnacs cHoea!
Mpupoga ncrnosesb MO0
BnuTaeT, TUX0O Ype3sBblvaliHo,

W Bepto A, UTO HNKOMY
He BblgacT TalHy...
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Philosophical ITeeds

THE BEST HEALER

Nature is the best healer | know—
Always ready to listen in silence,
And sometimes, it soothes my soul so deep

That joy begins to rise again in quiet defiance.

She takes in my whispered confessions,
So softly, without a sound...
And | believe, with all my heart—
She’ll never let my secrets be found.
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Yunacogickue racmpoerus,

0

XUN3Hb

Xun3Hb 66ET KOYOM? Nnn MmonumnT?
Pucyet cuactbe Ha xoncre?
Aywa noét nnu kpnunt?
XAET yTelunTenbHbIX BeCTen?

W B exxeHEBHOW 6eroTtHe
Ycnbiwath cepale Heaocyr.
M He NOHATb, NO Ybeli BUHe

Xn3Hb yTepsana Kkpackv BApYyr.

2019
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Philosophical ITeeds

LIFE

Is life overflowing with force—or silent still?
Does it paint joy upon a canvas bright?
Does the soul sing... or does it cry,
Waiting for comfort to come into sight?

In the rush of everyday routine,

There’s no time to hear the heart’s own beat.

And who can tell, or know the cause,
Why life has lost its color, incomplete?
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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OBOXXAIO

O6oxato gopory

1 N106110 noe3aa.
MycTb yXoAUT TpeBora

M ncuesHet bepa!

Oboxato pacceeThbl,

1 TYMaH, 1 AOXAW.
MycTb B fopore s rae-To,

Tbl MEHSI NOA0XAMN.
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| ADORE

| adore the road
And | love the trains.
Let the worry fade,
Let go of the pain.

| adore the dawns,
The mist, and the rain.
Though I’'m somewhere en route—
Please, wait for me again.

2020
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NMOPA B MYTb

He rpycTtu, Mbl yBUAVMMCS CKOPO —
MHe LLenTano TUXOHbLKO MOpe,
TOJIbKO 3TO 6bISI0 BO CHE...

Bce Mou gyLueBHble paHbl
BHOBb 3a/1e4aT Apyrue cTpaHbl,

B NMyTb Nopa cobmpaTbcsi MHe.
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Philosophical ITeeds

TIMETO GO

“Don’t be sad—we’ll meet again soon,”
Whispered the sea in a quiet tune—
But it happened only in a dream...

All my soul’s unspoken pain
Will be healed by distant lands again—

It’s time to go, to chase the stream.
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JOBPbIE AENA

[laBanTe genatb gobpeble fena,
X yMHOXast Ha pOAHOW NnaHeTe.
Korpga Bac Bapyr cyasba c 6esoii cBena,
Bbl nckpeHHel Ntb0BLI0 el 0TBeTLTe.

JaBaliTe cMex pasfapmsaTh C yTpa
W pafocTblo AennTbCA C KaXAbIM BCTPEYHbIM.
MycTb cTaHeT 6onbLUe cHacTbs 1 Ao6pa.
MycTb 6yaeT M1p NpekpacHbIM, 6e3ynpeYHbIM.
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Philosophical ITeeds

GOOD DEEDS

Let’s go and do good deeds each day,
And multiply them on our native Earth.
When fate brings sorrow along your way,
Respond with love—true love and worth.

Let’s give out laughter from the start,
And share our joy with all we meet.
Let kindness grow in every heart,

And make this world more pure, complete.
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YTO HY)XKHO CEPALLY

YUT0 HYXXHO cepaLy TBOEMY?
J1to60Bb, NpU3HaHWSA, yaa4a?
3a pobpble gena otgaya?
CB060Aa NN HYy>XHa emy?

Tbl NpoCkINaeLwwbLCs € yTpa
W xaxaellb Mypa v Mokos?
MeuTaeLlb o cyabbe repos,
[Ae XW3Hb onacHa 1 XmTpa?
YT0 Hafo6HO TBOE AyLue?
PaccBerT, 3aKkaT B Aanéknx cTpaHax?
boratctBo? A B cepAeyHblX paHax
Apy>XoK yaobHbI, aTTale?
Onpegenutbcs Henerko!
XenaHunii MHOro HeObbIYHBbIX.
Hemano v gopor npuBbIYHbIX,
W yBoadaLmx ganeko...
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WHAT DOES THE HEART NEED

What does your heart truly seek?
Love, praise, perhaps a stroke of fate?
A grateful smile for doing good?
Oris it freedom that feels great?
You wake at dawn with longing still—
For peace, for quiet, calm release?

Or do you dream of hero’s roads,
Where danger hides behind the peace?
What does your soul cry out to find?
Sunrise, sunset in distant lands?
Riches? Or a loyal friend
To gently hold your wounded hands?
It’s not so easy to decide.

The heart wants things both strange and wide.
Too many roads, too many dreams—
And some may lead where nothing gleams...
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

OTYE HALL

OT1ue Haw! Tel cyLmii oT Havana,

Ha Hebecax Tbl LapcTBYyeLlb BOBeKM!
MycTb CBATUTCA B CepALax, UTo ogmnyanu,
CnacutenbHoe Vims — B yenoseke!
MycTb LapcTBME TBOE nNpebyaeT c Hamu!
M Ha 3eMne, Kak B Hebecax AaNnékux;
Hac HakopMK HacyLHbIMUK Xnebamu,

B koTopbIx TBOE MYAPOCTN NCTOKN.
MpocTv oA HaM, MUIOCTL TBOA BEYHa.
W Mbl npoLaemM JomKHUKaM 06UAHbIM.
Jywa Teos uncta n 6e3ynpeyHa,
BbITb Ha Tebs MOXOXMMU — HEe CTbIAHO!
M36aBb Hac OT rPexoBHbIX UCKYLLEHWA!
Javi cunbl BLICTOATE B 6010 HEPABHOM.
XpaHu Hac OT NyKaBblX NOAHOLLEHWIA,
Beab LlapcTBure TBOE 34eCk MOSIHONPABHO!
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Philosophical ITeeds

0

OUR FATHER

Our Father! You, who were from the beginning,
You reign forever in the heavens high.

Let Your saving Name shine in hearts grown wild,
Let it be hallowed in each soul and mind.
Let Your Kingdom come and dwell among us—
On Earth, just as it is above the skies.

Give us this day our daily bread of wisdom,
In which Your truth and purpose ever rise.
Forgive our debts—Your mercy has no end.
And we forgive those who have done us wrong.
Your Spirit, pure and flawless, is our friend;
To be like You—there’s no shame in that song.
Deliver us from sinful, tempting ways,
Grant us strength to stand in uneven fight.
Protect us from deceit in all its guise—
Your Kingdom reigns here, in power and light!
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Cunocogchue racmpoeniis, =

W

DABAWTE

[JaBavite XXuTb, Apyr 4pyry nomoras
W yTewas, ecnu Bapyr bepa!
[JaBainTe BAOXHOBNATb, HE MO3BO/IASA
Jpyromy nagaTb Ayxom nHoraa!
[laBaviTe roBopuTb C/IOBaMU NpaBjbl,
JIXn He gaBad WwaHca HM Ha Mmur!
[JaBavite n3beratb nyTer HenpasAbl,
Beab HMYero HeT ,06pOro Ha HUX.
[laBalviTe pafloCTbIO AeNNTbLCS eXXeyacHo,
JaBavite 6yagem CBeTtom 1 Tennom!
NobuTb AaBanTe NpeAaHHO 1 CTPACTHO,
U106 H 0 YEM HaM He XaneTb NOTOM...
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Philedophical, TTjeods

LET’S

Let’s live by helping one another,
And offering comfort when there’s pain.
Let’s lift each other up, not smother—
Encouraging hope to rise again!
Let’s speak with honesty and grace,
Give no room for lies to stay.

Let’s walk the path where truth has place—
For darkness brings no kindly way.
Let’s share our joy from hour to hour,
Let’s be the warmth, the guiding light!
Let’s love with loyalty and power—

So we’ll regret nothing when comes the night.
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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CYETA

PaboTa, aetun, gom, paborTa...
M BHOBb MO KpYry cyeTa.

A cepaue XAET — 06HMMET KTO-TO,
Tebs okyTaeT 3a60TOM —
Bcé ctaHeT Ha cBou mecTa!l
B KpyroBopoTe XW13HW 3TOWA
Tak xoueTcs HalTL yHoT,
YcnokoeHwue paccseTa,
YcnbiwaTe apoMartel f1eTa,
YcnbiwaTb — CO/I0BbLU MOKT...
XW3Hb NposieTaeT MeTEopPOM.
OCTaHOBUTLCS Bbl HA MUT.
JleTaT nepeg ycTanbiM B3OPOM
CobbITVSA HEMBIM YKOPOM —
Tbl UBMEHUTb HE B CLUAX UX.

2019

0

768



¥

HUSTLE

Work, children, home, then work again...
And round and round, the endless spin.

Yet still the heart waits—hopes for an embrace,

For someone’s care to fill the space,
To bring some calm and peace within.
In this whirlwind life we’re in,
How we long for a quiet place—
The stillness of a soft sunrise,
The scent of summer on the rise,
To hear nightingales in grace...
Life rushes past—a meteor’s flight.
If only we could pause, just stop...
But in our weary, blinking sight,
Events flash by, too fast, too bright—
And we can’t change them...

We can’t turn back the clock.

2019

o

0

769

o



[lOPOTA

YTO, 3anyTanncb HeEMHOro?
Tpy4HO BbIObpaTh BEPHbLIN NyTb?
XunsHb Begb UTO?

OHa - gopora!
Pa3bepu Kysa CBepHyTb...
Bnepemeluky BapuaHThl,
BneBo — feHbru, NpsAMo — Apyr.
BHM3 — pacTonTaHbl TaNaHThbI.
[Mo3aaw - B gyLue ucnyr.
Kak HanTwn cBoto gopory?
Tak, uTobbl UBena gywa?
Tak, uTobbI cnacnbo bory,
3a TO0, UTO XWU3Hb TaK xopoLwua!?
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THE ROAD

Lost your way a bit, unsure?
Hard to choose the right direction?
Well, what is life?

It’s a road—

With paths that beg inspection.
Choices mixed in every turn—

To the left, there’s wealth and gain.
Straight ahead—a loyal friend.
Down below—your gifts in vain.

Behind you—shadows of your fear,

Whispers from what might have been...
So how to find the road that’s yours?
The one where your soul can truly bloom?
The one where you thank God with joy—
For a life so full, so rich, so true?
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XN3Hb KAK MTHOBEHWE

X1N3Hb KaK MrHOBeHWe, Kak BCKPUK,
Kak BOX 1 BbIJ0X, KaK 3aps.
OAVH cpbIBaeTcs Ha KPUK.
Apyroli XXxnBeT, bnarogaps.

Tbl 3aMevaellb 6er BpeMEH,
Nnw 3acTbia Xn3Hb TBOA?
OanH coboin obpeMeHEH.
Jpyroti 3abbin 0 CBOEM «si».
MenbKatoT fHW, cumMTaTh ycTar.
Kasanock paHbLLe — NX He CYecTb.
OAMH KOMY-TO XMW3Hb OTAAN.
Jpyroii pacnpogan cBoK YecTb.
OcTtaHoBwuck. MNogymaii. CTON.
Ha uTo Thbl TpaTULLIb XW3Hb cevac?
OTBeTUTb Ha BOMPOC MPOCTON —
3ajava Kaxgoro 13 Hac.

2019

0

172 o)



Philosophical ITeeds

LIFE LIKE A MOMENT

Life is like a moment, like a cry,

Like one inhale and exhale, like the dawn.

One breaks down and shouts to the sky,
Another lives with gratitude alone.
Do you notice how time flies by,

Or has your life come to a standstill?
One bears the burden of his “I,”
Another forgets his soul and will.
The days blur past—we’ve lost the count.
We used to think they’d never end.
One gave his life to someone else.
Another sold his honor, just to bend.
Stop. Be still. Reflect. Rewind.
What are you spending your life on now?
To answer that one simple line—

Is the task we all must face, somehow.

2019

173



‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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COTrPEBAUTE

He paBainTe apyr Apyry noracHyTb!
BAOXHOBASANTE APYrX KaXKAbl AeHb!
N pywieBHbIM TENJI0M eXe4vacHo
CorpeBaiiTe. NycTb 6yAeT He NeHb
Jo6pbiM CNOBOM yTeLnTb APYroro,
MoanepxaTsb, Korga pasgom 6ega.
Mogenntecb N10O60BLIO HEMHOIO —
W oHa K Bam BepHéTcsa Bcerga!
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Philosophical ITeeds

KEEP EACH OTHER WARM

Don’t let one another fade or fall.
Inspire someone—every single day!
With kindness, warmth, and care for all,
Keep them warm—don’t turn away.
Don’t hold back a gentle word
When someone’s hurting, lost in fear.
A little love that you afford
Will always find its way back near.
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XOo4yy 1

Xouy AblIWaTh, He 3a4bIXaTbCs!
XnTb Ha 3emJie, a He CKUTaTbCH,
MeuTaTb, a He AyLLIol MeTaTbCs

Xouy s!
B cmATeHUN He noTepAThCs.

B 06mnaax npoLusibiX He 0CTaThCs,

W c begamun HaBek paccTaTbCs

Xouy 5!

K panékmnm octpoBam gobpatbcs,
C BEVKNMW NHOAbMU 06LLaTLCS,
OT cyacTbsa KaxAapblli 4eHb CMeATbCA
Xouy 5!

B cBouMXx TanaHTax pasobpaTbcs,
C yaaueri B XXM3HW NOBCTpeYaThLCS,
A CpoK NPUAET — N1Ierko paccTaTbCs

Xouy 5!
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Philosophical ITeeds
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I WANT TO

| want to breathe—without the weight.
To live on Earth, not drift or stray.
To dream, not toss my soul each day—
That’s what | want.

To not get lost in restless thought,
To leave old wounds and hurts to rot,
To say goodbye to pain I've fought—
That’s what | want.

To reach far islands, touch the skies,
To speak with those who make truth rise,
To laugh with joy, with no disguise—
That’s what | want.

To find the gifts inside of me,

To meet with luck, and let it be,
And when it’s time—to part gently—
That’s what | want.
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BECC/TIABHO

BMecTo MoCTpOeHHbIX LUKOA U AOPOT,
BmecTo LiBeTyLLMX Caf0B.
ALWMK € MOKOMHBIM HeCyT Ha nopor
K ropto 3an/siakaHHbIX BLOB...
BonbLue He ByaeT HM ccop, HW NHO6BYK
CKOpPO 1 OCTaHKN CTHUIOT...
MpoknaTel 6yAYT MOTOMKM 3eMAN,
Ubunx npeakos Ha ppoHTe yObIOT.
BMecTO fOCTOMHBIX NOCTYNKOB OHW
Bbi6pann cMepTb 1 No3op.
CKONbKO cMepTel NpUHeCN B 3TN AHN?
CKONbKUX paccTpenanm B ynop?
HeTy Harpaapl v novectei HeT
Tem, KTO NoLén yémeaTb.

W yepes coTHW 1 TbiCcaYM neT
ByayT y6uiiL, NpoknnHaThb.
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Philosophical ITeeds

WITHOUT GLORY

No schools were built, no roads laid down,
No gardens left in bloom.

Just a coffin carried to the door—
And widows weeping in their gloom...
There’ll be no more quarrels, no more love—
Only remains that rot away.

Cursed will be the children born
Of those whose fathers died that day.
Instead of deeds that earned respect,
They chose disgrace and death.

How many lives were taken then?
How many met a point-blank end?

No medals wait, no honors shine
For those who went to kill.

And even centuries down the lineg,
Their names will echo with curses still.
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YCTABLUWIA AHTEN

YcTaBWW aHren, rnasa noTynms,
ynepLunchb B3MISAAOM KyAa-TO BHU3,
mMonuncs bory o Mupe rnynom:
Cnacu nx, 6oxe, cnacu nx, please...
LleHa 6e3ymcTBa — naaHeThl rmbens,
notepst 6JIN3KNX N CTPaX 3@ XN3Hb.

JeTtein ntobumbix cnacu, Mein Lieber...

W Bor oteseTun: Cnacy! epxucs!
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Philosophical ITeeds

THE WEARY ANGEL

A weary angel, eyes cast low,
Stared downward, silent, full of woe,

And prayed to God for this foolish Earth:

“Please save them, Lord...
please prove their worth..”

The cost of madness—worlds undone,
Lost loved ones, fear beneath the sun.
“Save the children, beloved, dear..”
And God replied: “I will. Hold near”
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TOHET

MHe >anKo Moo rnaaHeTy,
LLipamoB Ha Heli He cyecTb!
W neTo Ha Hell — He neTo,
W 31Mbl — cnoWHaga XecTb!
Mpupoaa oT 6011 CTOHET,
Moroja cowna c yma.
3emMnsa Kak TUTaHUK TOHeT
W 51 BMecTe c Hel cama...
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Philosophical ITeeds

SINKING

| feel sorry for my planet—
Its scars too many to name.

Even summer no longer feels like summer,
And winter is brutal, without shame.
Nature groans in aching pain,

The weather’s lost all reason.

Earth is sinking like the Titanic—

And I...

I’'m going down with her.

2016
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KAK XOYETCA

Kak xoueTtcs cbexaTb,
YKPbITLCSA B TANHOM MecTe.
HaiTn nokoi n mmp
Ccpeav necHow raywun.

B pa3gymbsax o nto6Bwy,

0 MWUJIOCTU, O YeCcTn,
NPWYMHbBI 0CO3HAaTb
CMATEHUSA AyLUN.

Kak xoueTcsa ynTtu
nogasblue oT TPEBOrHY,

N He pellaTb 3ajau4
NOCTbINOM CyeThl.

BoT ecnin 661 Npy MHe
NV CNAAKNIA BKYC JOPOTY,
cBob0oAa Bbl6MPaTh,

M PAAOM TOJIBKO Thl!
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Philosophical ITeeds

HOWILONGTO

How I long to run away—

To hide in some secret place,
To find some peace, some stillness
In the forest’s deep embrace.
To think of love, of mercy,

Of honor, pure and true,

To understand at last
What shakes my spirit through.
How I long to walk away
From all this weary stress,

To solve no more dull riddles
Of everyday distress.

If only | could travel
With nothing but the road,
The freedom to choose my path—
And you... just you, my own.
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SANMNCKU BOTY

MrwunTte no ytpam 3anuvcku bory,
Nx HaunHas «5 6narogapro»
MpOCTbIM, HO UCKPEHHWUM, AyLLIEeBHbIM C/I0rOM
BcTpeualite BMecTe ¢ focnogom 3apto.
KoHeuHOo, AeHb 3aN0/IHUTCA 3a60TON,
OkpacuT B cepblii LIBET BCE cyeTa.
Ho mexay AoMOM, OTAbIXOM, paboTow
Aepxwn B yme cnoBa ntobBum Xpucta.
[HI0 Ha 3akaTe NOABOAS UTOTW,
NiobyAck Ha BeUepHIOH 3apto,
OnAaTb NUWWTe B cepALe nucbma bory:
«3a BCE, poaHow, Tebs 6narogapto!»
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Philesophical, TTjeods

NOTES TO GOD

Write little notes to God each morning,
Beginning simply: “Lord, | thank You” so—
In honest words, sincere and softly forming,
Meet every sunrise with His loving glow.
Of course, the day will fill with busy care,
And daily noise may paint the world in gray—

Ko

But in between your home, your work, your prayer,

Hold close the love Christ offered on the way.
And when the sun sets low beyond your view,
And you reflect beneath the evening sky,
Once more, write letters in your heart to God:
“For all of it, dear Lord—I thank You why.”
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KOT/ZA Tbl COTHLLE

Korzaa Tbl CONHLLE B CBOEW CUCTEME,
Henb3sa noracHyTb, koraa He BCé
EcTb xopoLwuo, 1 Korga B npobneme
TBOI UNCTLIV pa3ymM BO Mpak HeCET...

Korga Tbl COMIHLE, Thbl CBETULLb, FPeeLlb
CeMblo 1 6U3KUX. MPUUNHBI HET
Korga gyLioto cBoeto Teellb,
3abpatb y Mupa CcBoO Apkuia ceeT!
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Philesaphical, 7T eeds

W

WHEN YOU ARE THE SUN

When you are the sun in your own sky,
You cannot fade just because things go wrong—
Even when troubles are running high,
And darkness tries to pull your mind along.

When you are the sun, you shine, you warm
Your family, your circle, day by day.
And even if your soul feels worn,

You don’t just take your light away.
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,
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COBUPAI

Cobupain cebsi N3 KyCOUKOB,

M3 pa3bunTbix OCKONKOB AyLLUN,
ByCMHOK MenKuX 1 IOCKYTOYKOB,
JleHTOueK LWenKoBbIX 1 MNaTOUKOB —
BC&, UTO MOXelLLb, Pa3BOPOLLMN...
Cobupaii. M He nnayb NoOHanpacHy.
He BUHW — HU CebS, HW JpYTUX.

BcnomHM - Tbl 6e3ynpeyHo npekpacHa.

Byab fobpa, BCnoMuHam exedacHo
Tex, KTO NHO6UT TebS, NNLLb O HUX...
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Philosophical ITeeds
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GATHER YOURSELF

Gather yourself from scattered bits—
From the shards of your aching soul,
From tiny beads and scraps of thread,
From silken ribbons and cloth once red—
Stir up whatever can make you whole.
Gather. And don’t let your tears fall in vain.

Don’t place blame—not on you, not on them.

Remember—you are flawless, radiant, true.
Be kind, and each hour, remember too
The ones who love you. Think of them.
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MHE KA3A/10Cb

MHe Ka3asiocb, YTO A HUKTO.
MHe Ka3anocb, He3a4vyeM XUTb.
Kak cobake xoTenocb BbITb
ExxefHeBHO pa3oB Mo CTo.
MHe xoTenocb cbexaTb, HO NyTb
3ameno BblLLe KpbILl MYpProw.

B 3epkanax — uenoBsek Apyromn,

A He TOT, UblO A MOMHIO CYTb.
He A0OMXHO Xe TaK 6bITb — paspbIB
Mexay MHOI 1 MOeli AyLIO.

Sl xoTena 6bl XXNTb XOPOLLO,

A He 3TOT 6e3yMHbI CpbIB.

5 xoTena Kk MeuTe HeCTUCb,

K ropv3oHTy Ha BCex napycax.
o1, Aywa, B NapannefbHbIX MUpax
MoTtepsanack? MpoLuy — NPocHUCHL!
MocTapalics rnasa oTKpbITh,
BcTaHb, ymolica — gaBaii 6erom!
BcnomHM BCé, UTo JOpOXKe BCero,
Yero pagw 6bl CTONAO XUTb!
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IT SEEMED TO ME

It seemed to me—I was no one.
It seemed there was no pointin living.
Like a dog, | wanted to howl
A hundred times a day, unforgiving.
| wanted to run—but the path

Was buried in snow, higher than rooftops.

In the mirror, someone else stared back—

Not the one | remembered, not who | was.

It shouldn’t be like this—
A rupture between me and my soul.
| longed to live a life that felt whole,
Not spiral into this senseless abyss.
| wanted to race toward a dream,
To the horizon with sails spread wide.
Hey, soul—have you lost your way

In some parallel world? Come back—don’t hide.

Try to open your eyes, arise!
Wash your face—now run, go on!
Remember what matters most of all—
What makes this life worth holding on.

2022

0

793



0

NOTEPAHbI MAPLLUPYTbI

Cny4aloTcs B XXM3HU HecyacTbs,
Koraa HeTy cnioB, gaxe cnés,
A cepaue Kak 6yaTo Ha 4acTu
PBET ropeyb HecObIBLUMXCSA FPEs.
CnyyatoTcst B XXM3HUM MOMEHTHI,
He xo4eTcs NpocTo AblLaThb.
MenbKatoT KycKu KUHONEHThI
MeuTaHWu, cbexxaBLUUX ONNAThb.
YTo AenaTb B Takne MUHYTHI,
OTKyAa B34Tb CUMbI V1 XKNTE?
MoTepsiHbl CHOBa MapLUPYTHI.
A HOBble KaK MPONoXnTL?!?

2021
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THE ROUTES ARE LOST

There are moments when sorrow arrives,
When there are no words, not even tears.
And the heart feels torn apart

By the bitterness of shattered dreams and years.

There are moments in life so still,
You don’t even want to breathe.
Just fragments of film flicker by—

Of hopes that slipped away like a thief.
What do you do in times like these?
Where do you find the strength to live?
The routes are lost again...

But how do you chart the new ones to give?
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WCLLE/TEHUE NPUPOA,OWA

3Bé3HOe He60 1 TpaBbl MO MOSC,
CBexeCTb poChl MW LWenecT npnbos
Aywly nsneyat, Konb Ta yKoa0nach,
Ecnn yctana 6opoTtbcs ¢ coboto.
3anaxu sieca, COJHbILLKO YTPOM
CMbICNOM HaMOJHAT, MO3BONAT COrpeThCs,
Cepaue Hay4aT NCTUHAM MYApPbIM,
Cnno HaNONHSAT yCTaBLLee cepALe.

Tl He rpyCTn, ecnn cepaLie pasbunnocs,
Ecnv npepatensCcTBOM AyLly B30pBano.
Bcé nepexuTb BeAb, BCE TO, YTO CIYyUNNOCH,
Ham n3HauvanbHo ¢ To60M NpeacToso.

W oT oInBOK HUKTO He YKPbINCS, —

HeT cmbicna xaneTb, 4TO MOCTYMNKN KOPSABbI.
Jnwb 661 NPUPOAOIK XXMBOI UCLENNCA
JAyXx HaLl, KOTOPbIA HaNWACA OTPaBbl...
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HEALING BY NATURE

A starry sky, tall grasses swaying,

The morning dew, or waves gently playing—
They’ll heal your soul when it’s been bruised,
When you’re too tired to keep fighting, too confused.
The scent of forest, sunlight at dawn
Will fill you with meaning, help carry you on.
They’ll warm you softly, teach you again
The truths of the heart, the wisdom in pain.
Don’t be afraid if your heart has been shattered,
If betrayal left your spirit battered—

All that’s happened, all that’s to bear,

Was part of the path we were meant to share.
No one escapes mistakes or regret,

No perfect step has ever been set.

But let your soul, once poisoned and bruised,
Be healed by nature—alive, unconfused.
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YYBCTBA

MoroBopnTb O YyBCTBAX XOUeTCH AaBHO.
OHW 6bIBatOT pa3HbIMY BeCbMa.
O6beaviHaeT X BCeraa oAHoO —

N B XXN3HW HaLLen, 1 B NO6OM KMHO —
OHM CNOCOBHbLI HaC CBECTU C YMa.
MNMopoui 0bnpa, peBHOCTb, HEHABUCTb M 3/10CTb
Tep3atoT ayLy, TPaBAT USHYTPMU...

N ecnn nepexnTb NX 40BENOCh,

Tbl BIGBPOCU MX KaK cobake KOCTb,
3 namaTn nx nockopewn cotpu!
Ho kaxayro smoumto gobpa xpaHu —
Nto6BM 03€pa, HEXHOCTY NOTOK.
JNtoboe cepaLie ncuensat oHw,
HanonHAT pagocTbio 1 cHacTbeM AHW,
[apyT XUTeNCKON MyapoCTLU ypokK!
He roBopw, 4To YyBCTBa — 3TO epyHJa.
OTBara, MyApoCTb, My>XeCTBO 1 YecCTb
[lOCTOVIHbI BOCXMLLEHUS BCeraa.
MycTb Halla XW3Hb AOCaAHa NHOrAa,
Kak 340p0BO, YTO YyBCTBA 3TU eCTb!
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FEELINGS

I’'ve long wanted to speak of feelings—
They come in many different forms.
But one thing always makes them real—
In life, and in the movies too—

They have the power to transform.

At times, resentment, anger, hate, and spite
Can poison us and tear the soul apart...
But if you’ve faced them, fought the fight,
Then toss them out like scraps from sight—
Erase them quickly from your heart.
Yet every kind and gentle spark
Of love, of tenderness—hold tight.
They’ll heal all wounds and light the dark,
Bring joy into your daily life,

And guide you toward true insight.
Don’t ever say that feelings don’t belong.
For courage, wisdom, honor, grace—
They are forever brave and strong.
And though life stumbles now and then,
How wonderful that feelings still remain!
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HWUKOr4A HE BbIBAIO O HA

Hukorga He 6biBato ogHa.

To NnpuxoAnT Neyanb, TO NyHa
HaroHsieT Tocky, TO 4OXAM
MOHOTOHHO TBEPAAT: MOAOXKAMN...
ToNbKO Kak 1 Yero e MHe XAaTb?

Sl meuTato ctoneTme cnaThb,

Y106, NPOCHYBLUXCL, HATW HOBLIN MYTb
W c Hero HYKyAa He CBepPHYTb.
HoBbI CMbIC 06pecT, HOBbIW AOM.
He oTknaabiBaTb XXM3Hb HA MOTOM.
He xaneTb, He TepsATb, He T'y6uTb,
CtaTb 1tO6MMOI N CHOBA NHOOUTD.
XKntb, MeuTaThb, 4O06MBATLCSA BbICOT,
BHOBb AT Ha KPYTOI MOBOPOT,

He 60AaTbCA ero, a NponTn
Bce nperpagbl Ha HoBoM nyTK!
CAvLWKOM MHOrO XenaHuin? N nyctb!
Nnwb 6bl B NNEH He B35i1a MEHS TPyCTb.
JNnwb 661 6051b 060LLNA CTOPOHOIA.
JInwib 661 He 6bITb MHE BEYHO OAHOA...
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| AM NEVER TRULY ALONE

| am never truly alone.
Sometimes sorrow comes to call,
Sometimes the moon sends down its gloom,
Sometimes the rain just says: “Wait... that’s all.”
But what is it ’'m meant to await?
| dream of sleeping a century straight,
So | could wake to a brand-new way—
And never again let my soul stray.
To find new meaning, a place called home,
To stop postponing life to “later on,”
To no longer regret, destroy, or fall,
To be truly loved—and to love through it all.
To live, to dream, to rise, to strive,
To take bold turns and feel alive.
Not fear them—but pass through each gate,
And face whatever may lie in fate.
Too many wishes? Perhaps—it’s true.
But let grief not take me as its due.
Let pain not follow me night and day.
Let me never feel endlessly...

0

Alone.
2016
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

CEPALLE

CepaLe B KONOTbIX paHax
HoeT c yTpa, 601uT...
CnoBHO A030p, OXpaHa,
CepaLe onsaTb He cnuT.
Tonbko MeuTaeT pobko
KameHHOW rnbiboii cTaTh,
UT06bl 1 AHEM NOXEBKA,
UT06bI N HOYbLIO CNaTb...
KT0 e paccyanT 34paBo —
KamHem nn cepauy 6bI1Tb
Wnn emy no npasy
B Ko/10TbIX paHax cTbITb?
MyapbIM BeLL,aMm Hay4vaT
Xu3HW cypoBoii fHW.
Bcé e, Ha BCAKWI cnyyaid,
CepaLie CBOE XpaHu.
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THE HEART

The heart—aching, torn and bruised,
It throbs from morning on...
Like a guard that’s never excused,
It stands watch when rest is gone.
And yet, it dreams—so timidly—
Of turning into stone,

To sip broth in peace by day,
And sleep through nights alone.
But who can judge what’s truly best—
Should a heart be stone and still,
Or bleed through wounds in an aching chest,
Fulfilling its tender will?

Harsh days of life will surely teach
What wisdom time can show.

But justin case, and just for peace—
Guard your heart. Let it gently glow.
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MOJTYUTE

Bbl 3HaeTe, Kak npaBUIbHO XXNTb.

CnewwviTte yunTb Apyrux.
MonunTe!

Xouy, uTo6bl MUP 3aTUX.
Xouy yc/bilaTth C/10Ba,
KoTopsble wenyeTt MHe bor.
OH nobuT.

He Tak, Kak Bbl...

OH XAéT. Cpeau Tbicay gjopor
MHe HY>XHO HalTV OAHY.

K Hewmy. K Tomy,

KTo HuKorga He npegacT. A Bbl
XKusute panblue,
XNBUTE camMi
B BogoBOpOTE CBOEV MONBBI...
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BE SILENT

You claim to know the “right” way to live.

So quick to teach,
To judge,
To preach—
Be silent.
| want the world to hush.
| want to hear the words
That God whispers to me.
He loves—
Not like you do.
He waits.

Among thousands of winding roads,
| need to find the one—
To Him.

To the One
Who will never betray.
And you—

Go on living,

Go on speaking,
Caught in the whirlwind
Of your own noise.

2015
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HAYHY CHAYANA

Ha Bcsknii cnyvaii — HUKOro He ntobto.
Ha Bcsknii cnyyaii.

A nx 6bIBano Hemano...
Houamwu bora co cnesamu Moo,
Jo6poro bora,

JaTb MHe Munp 1 Nokoii. 1 yctana.
MycTb paHHUM YTPOM MHEe MUP YNbIOHETCS,
[la, paHHUM yTpOM...

WNx 6ygeT eLé Hemano.

MHe Kaxabll MOABUI, BEPHO, 3a4TETCS.
[a, KaXablh NOABUT ...

Ynana? BctaHy. HauHy cHavana!
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’LL START AGAIN

Just in case—I love no one.
Justin case.
And there have been many...
At night, | pray to God through tears,
To the kind God—
Give me peace and rest.
I’'m tired.

Let the world smile at me in the morning,
Yes, in the early morning...
There will be many mornings still.
| believe every act of courage counts,
Yes, every one.

If | fall—

I’llrise.

I’ll start again.
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O3APEHUME

Halua nnaHeTa cIMLWKOM Masia UHoraa.
1 He 3Halo, KyAa MHe cbexaTb U r4e MeHs XAyT.
YTo MHe genaTb, Korga noctyyanace 6ega?
e e To, YTO Mbl Ha3blBaeM «YHT»?

Kak oTBeTUTb Ha yiiMy BONPOCOB NOPOIA?
1 HEe MOMHIO, YTO [NTABHOE B XXN3HW MOEWA.
Kak NoHATb, KTO NpeaaTenb, a KTO Xe repoin?
ECcTb N1 3aMblcen B 3TOM cLUENNeHUN AHER?

KT0-TO 3HaeT oTBET?
S vy ero BHOBb... BAPYr!

B aywe o3apeHune, ceeT!
CMbICN XXM3HW, MOV Apyr, —
[lobpoTa, uncToTa,
Mwnocepave, pagocTb, NH060Bb...
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EPIPHANY

Sometimes, our planet feels far too small.
| don’t know where to run, or where | belong.

What do | do when trouble comes to call?
Where is the thing we simply call home?
How can | answer the flood of questions?

| forget what matters most in my days.

How can | tell a traitor from a hero’s intentions?
Is there meaning in life’s winding maze?
Does anyone know?
| search once more—and then... a spark!
In my soul, a sudden glow,
A beam that cuts through the dark:
The meaning of life, my friend—
Is kindness, and truth,
Compassion, joy... and love, in the end.
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MNAHNCTY

TBOU 60XeCTBEHHbIE PYKX
CnoCo6HbI Yya0 COTBOPUTL:
TOo OXXMBUTL 3eMHbIe 3BYKW,
To He3eMHble — YCMUPUTB,

To cBeprHyTh 3Be3/bl C Nbejectana,
To B cepaue pacTBOPUTL Neyainb.
B TBOVX pyKax To oxwmBana,

To cHoBa ymupana gab.

To CTOHOM OT3bIBaNUCh 3BYKW,
To 3BE3/1HbIM 3XOM... MOXET 6bITh,
TBOU 60OXeCTBEHHbIe PYKU
MHe He yaacTcs No3abbITh.
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TO THE PIANIST

Your hands—divine, beyond compare—
Can summon miracles from sound:
Revive the earthly tones with care,

Or hush the ones from realms unbound.

They pull down stars from their grand height,
Or melt all sorrow in the soul.
In them, the distance springs to life—
Then dies again, beyond control.

At times, the notes become a moan,
At times—a star-born echo bright...
Your hands—divine and all your own—
May linger in my heart for life.

1995
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3BE3JA

MeHs He bygerT.

B moeii BceneHHow 6eaa.

CmoTpuTe ntoan,
Kak nc4yesaert 3Be3ga...
3axriiacb KpacmBo
V1 B3opBanack... onatb!
NleTart kypcnsom
Ockonkm BHU3 goropaTs!
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THE STAR

| will be gone.

There’s sorrow in my sky.
Look closely, people—
You’re watching a star die...

It flared so bright,

Then burst apart once more!

Its fragments fall—

In italics—burning toward the floor.

2017
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3AMKHYTbIA KPYT

HeaockasaHHbIX CNOB CeAHa
Mog€ cepaLie cocTapuna BApPYr.
3Haellb, 3TO TBOSA BMHA,
Mo 3a6bIBUNBbIA APYT.

[Hn MenbKatoT B cienol cyeTe.
Ham apyr apyra HanTn Hegocyr.

CNoBHO YyBCTBa y>Xe He Te,
CNoBHO 3aMKHYTbIN KPYT...
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VICIOUS CIRCLE

Unspoken words—now turned to gray—
Aged my heart in a sudden strike.
And you’re the reason, | must say,

My forgetful friend, alike.

Days rush by in a blind routine.
No time to meet, no time to look.
As if the feelings lost their sheen...
As if we're trapped in a closing loop.
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215



‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

APYTY

3a B3rnag, noagaepXasLUnii B COMHEHMWS Yac,
3a C10BO, BCeVBLLEE B AyLUY HajeXay,
3a uyBCTBO Nt06BU, CBA3aBLUee Hac,
W noHnMaHbe, XunByLLiee Mexay.

3a COH B TULLMHE 1 3apto NoyTpy.

3a T0, uTO Bepy, 1 3a To, UTO Aapto.
3a nomoLLb Bcerga 1 BoBpemsi, Apyr,

Tbicauy pa3 6narogapto!
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TO A FRIEND

For the glance that steadied me in doubt,
For the word that brought hope when | was low,
For the love that binds us throughout,

And the quiet understanding we both know.
For peaceful sleep and morning light,

For all | give, and all | take—

For your help that comes just when it’s right—
A thousand thanks, for friendship’s sake!
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BE3 3MOLUVNIA

MycTo B cepaue, 6e3 amounii.

3amep MUpP BHYTPWY, 3aTUX.
Mocne 6ea 1 601 NopLUiA
Ayx obxoanTtcsa 6e3 Hux.
HeT xenaHmns obatbcs,
Ansa ynblbok mecTa HeT,
W He HaZo NpUTBOPATLCA,
Ecnv He nblnaer cger...
Ecnum xoueTcsa nokos,
TULWINHBI BHYTPW AyLK,
PasroBapuvBaTb He CTOUT,
W obLiaTtbes He cnewn!
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WITHOUT EMOTION

Empty heart, no emotion.

The world inside is still, asleep.
After pain in heavy portions,
The soul forgets the urge to weep.
No desire now to speak,

No more space for any smiles.
No need to fake a glowing streak
If the light has left for miles.

If it’s peace your soul is needing,
Quiet in your inner sea—

Don’t rush to speak or seek a meeting.

Sometimes... silence sets you free.
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HE AOTrOHSINTE

He poroHsaiTte 10, uto yberaer!
He Bo3BpaLLariTe TO, UTO He BEPHYTb.
Beab B Halle XXM3HW pa3Hoe bbiBaeT
W Bce Mbl BbIGrpaeM pasHbIi NyThb.
Korga nyTn nepeceknnce Ha Bpewms,
Ham okasanock Bpoje no nyTu,
Tbl BCNOMHW, YTO, B3BaAMB Ha njieyun bpems,
CBoli NyTb 06A3aH KaxAbl cam nNporiTun!
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DON’T CHASE

Don’t chase what’s running from your life.

Don’t try to bring back what is gone.
In life, we all face joy and strife,

And every soul must walk their own.
When paths once crossed for just a while,
It felt as if we walked as one—

But burdens must be borne in style,
And each must travel their own sun.
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HE BEI'N

He 6eru, noroau, He cnewuu.
3arnsiHn-Ka B ry6uHbl AyLUn.
Ha cekyHAy, Ha MUT, Ha YyTOK

OKYyHMWCb B CepebpUCTbIli MOTOK.
MycTb AyLEeBHbIA POAHWUK YTONNUT
Xaxay nnv Bcé 1o, 4To 6ONNT.
MycTb 3aTAHYTCA paHbl M BHOBb

B TBOEM cepaLie BOCKpPECHEeT Nto60Bb.

2015
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DON’T RUN

Don’t run—wait a moment, slow down.
Take a look deep inside, not around.
For a second, a breath, just a while,

Let your soul bathe in silver-lit miles.
Let the wellspring within gently heal
All your thirst, all the hurt you still feel.
Let the wounds softly close—and then
Let your heart learn to love again.
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HE CMELLWU

Tbl rOBOPULLL: MUPY CBET
N ana 3emnu Conb.

A MeHs NPOCTO HeT.
Moé Teno ogena bonb.
Kak TOT CeKkoHJ XaHA
Vnun Tpanbsa cTor.
loBopuLLb, Xenu 3HA?
He cmewwn meHs, bor!
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DON’T MAKE ME LAUGH

You say: "Be light to the world,
Salt of the earth."
But | feel like I'm gone—

My body is clothed in Pain, not worth.

Like secondhand rags,
A heap of worn thread.
You speak of happy endings?
Don’t make me laugh, God... instead.

2015
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NPEAATE/NIbCTBO

Bo MHe npegatenscTBOM youan
Bce pomaHTMYeckue rpésebil.
Bcex 6abouek nepeTpaBuman,

CoxXrnv B MOEM cagly BCe po3bl.

MyCTbIHA — TO, YTO 6bI0 CAA0M.

WNccoxnm uyBCTB XMBble peKul...

MpuVBbLIYKY BEPUTL NHOASM HAZ0
NckopeHnTb B cebe HaBeKN.
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BETRAYAL

Betrayal killed within me

All my romantic dreams.
The butterflies—they poisoned them,
And burned my roses at their seams.

A desert now, where once was garden—
The rivers of feeling have run dry.
The habit of trusting anyone
Is one | must forever deny.

2015
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HE HAAO AOBEPATb

Mbl BNycKaeM Apyrnx B CBOM Mup,
He 60icb, UTO 3aNaykaTb MOryT.
BbITrpasi o UyBCTBa HOTW,
MpoTupas cepaua 40 AbIp...
Mbl ynbI6KOM BCTpeYaTb CreLmnm,
He 3a60TACb 0 TOM, KTO 3TO.
He goxgaBLumncb NOpon oTBeTa,
OTnaém TennoTy AyLun.

A pa3buBLUMCE 0 NéA 1 MpaKk,
Ha Hoxwu B cepaLie pobko rnsas,
MoHMMaeMm, He Hajo Tak,
JloBepATb BCeM NoApAas He Hajo!
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DON’T TRUST SO EASILY

We let others into our world
Unaware they may leave it stained.
They wipe their feet on our feelings,
And wear our hearts down, drained.
We rush to greet them with a smile,
Never asking who they are inside.
Even without a word in reply,

We give our warmth, our soul, our light.
And when we shatter on cold and dark,
Staring at blades lodged deep in our chest,
We finally learn—it leaves a mark...
You can’t trust everyone. It’s for the best.
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HE NOHATbL

ToMmy, KTO APYroM He 6b11 MpeaaH, He MOHATb
AroHuIo MepTBetoLLLEe AyLLN.
ickaTb BUHOBHbIX UM OCYXAaTb,
Nnuv XaneTb KOro-To He CneLuu.
JIVLWb TOT, KTO 3TO Nepexua, NONMET,
Kak Taxeno, BOCKpeCHyB, AaJibLUe XUTb.
Aywa monuut 1 6onblLue He NOEérT.
En xoueTca He NeTb, @ BOIKOM BbIThb.
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YOU CAN’T UNDERSTAND

To those who've never been betrayed
By a friend they once held dear—
You can’t imagine the soul’s decay,
Its silent scream, its buried fear.
Don’t rush to judge or cast the blame,
Or offer pity from afar.

Only the one who's felt that flame
Knows how hard it is to wear the scar.
To rise again and choose to stay—
To live, though all inside is torn...
The soul no longer wants to sing—
It only howls, wounded and worn.
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HE HAZ,O

He Hago cBoOpaunBaTh ropbl AN1s TeX,
KTo nx Ha3blBaeT paBHUHOW.
KTo paau Becenbsi v NAOTCKUX yTeX,
BoH3aeT Meun B TBOO CMUHY.
KTo uyBCTBOM TBOVM Hanerke npeHebpér,
KTo paxe "cnacmbo" He cKaxerT.
KTo B Apy>x6e MOCTbI, He 3aZlyMaBLUNCh, CKET,
W paan Tebs He oTBaxeH.
Tak MHOro BOKPYT UHAMBUAOB, FYXUX
K MonnTBe nnu K yKopusHe.
He Hago cBopauvBaTh ropbl 418 HUX,
He CTOAT HX AHA TBOEIN XU3HW.
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DON’T BOTHER

Don’t move mountains for those
Who call them flat plains.

Who, chasing pleasure and easy highs,
Drive knives into your back without shame.
Who toss aside your love with ease,
Who won’t even say “thank you” once.
Who burn the bridges of friendship cold—

And would never take a risk for you, not once.

Too many souls around us are blind—
Deaf to prayer, deaf to pain or truth.
Don’t move mountains for people like that.

They’re not worth even one day of your youth.
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Cunacogickue Hacmpoerus

W

NMOTEPANACH

Sl noTepsinack onNATb.
Kak MHe cebs HanTn?
Bpems BepHyTb 11 BCNATL?
Mo kakomy nyTun?

1 notepsana cebs.
JAywa ymepna gasHo.

B Mupe moem 6e3 Tebs
Crano coBcem TeMHoO.

2010
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Philosophical ITeeds

LOST

I’'m lost again.

How do | find my way?
Should | turn back time,
Or choose a different day?
I’'ve lost myself—

My soul died long ago.

And in my world without you...

There is only shadow.

2010
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

HAYANO

Fopbl HAUNHAKOTCA C MECHNHOK.
KHW1rn — ¢ nepBbIX C10B 11 NepBbIX OYKB.
Pekun — npoAomKeHMe CNe3NHOK.
MecHt HauYMHaeT NepBblli 3BYK.
Bcé nmeet, cobCcTBEHHO, Ha4ano.
FAe-TO eCTb NCTOYHUK Y BCEro...

A no60oBb poauTenel — Ha4Yano
XW3HEHHOrO LKA Moero.
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Philodophical ITesds

THE BEGINNING

Mountains begin with grains of sand.

Books—with the first word, the first line penned.

Rivers are born from a single tear.

A song begins with one sound, clear.
Everything, truly, has a start—
Somewhere, a source behind it all...
And my own life began with love—
The love from which my parents called.
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SEHOMEH J1IOBBU

PeHOMeH N1I06BU 06BACHNUTE He NOoJ CUNY
MoaTam, ncmMxonoram, MygapeLam.
JNroboBHasA cTpacTb AOBECTU A0 MOTU/bI
Morna 6b1 MOBTOPHO 1 MepTBeLa.
FOPMOHBI, 3MOLMM, MOXOTU, CTPACTU
CbepatoT v HepBsbl, U KoLlenek!
Be3symue pBET yenoseka Ha YacTu,
Tpareans — XXu3Hb, rHaN He Aanex...
Hy>XHbI HeyXenn cTpagaHmsa 3Tn?
3a4yeM MX UcKaTb HacTOMYNBO BHOBbL?
Beab caMblIli CUNbHBIA HAPKOTUK Ha CBETE —
OTa 6e3yMHas WwTyKa ntob6oBb!
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Philosaphical ITeeas

THE PHENOMENON OF LOVE

The mystery of love—beyond explaining,
Not for poets, nor sages, nor modern minds.
A love so fierce, so soul-consuming,

Could even raise the dead, then bury them twice.

Hormones, emotions, lust and desire—
They drain your nerves and your savings fast!
Madness rips the heart apart entirely,

A life turned tragedy... it rarely lasts.

But do we really need this pain?

Why do we seek it over and over again?
Because the strongest drug on Earth—

Is this wild, insane thing we call love.

2010
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

3EPKANIO AyLUN

Heaapom noam roBopsT:
«lnasa ecTb 3epKano AyLiu».
CnoBam NoBepuTb He cneLuun.
Thl npexae cepaLy paspeLun

[nasa B rn1a3a HanpaBuUTb B3NS4,

BbiBalOT XECTKMMU C/I0Ba,
CkpbIBast HEXHOCTW MOTOK...

Ho n TanaHTAnBBIN UTPoK
Peuyamn 6 06MaHyTb He cMmor,

Korga B rnasax nto6oBb MepTBa.
Korga TBOW Apyr OTBOAUT B3rN54,
XOoTH O BEpHOCTU TBEPAUT,
MycTb 3Ta peyb He NnobeauT,
TBoW cnyx nackas. Tel Halrigm
B rnasax otseT... Beab rosop4r!

2001
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Philosophical ITeeds

0

MIRROR OF THE SOUL

It’s no surprise that people say:
“The eyes reveal the soul inside”
Don’t rush to trust what lips convey—
Let your heart decide, and guide
Your gaze to meet another's eyes.
Words can be sharp, too harsh to hear,
Yet hide a tenderness beneath...
But even the cleverest tongue or speech
Cannot deceive what lies beneath—
If love is gone, the truth is clear.

If a friend won’t meet your gaze,
Though speaking vows of loyalty—
Don’t let such talk win easily.
Listen deeper. Look and see
The answer in their eyes... always.
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A

1 — POCOO OMBITbIN LBETOK,

A1 - TpaBNHOK 3e1€HbIX KOBED,
BeckoHeuHbIli 3eMHO NpocTop,
N3 6epé3ok B 0nLwebHbIN COK.
A1 - ny4yamu corpeTas nblfib,

S — 13 pagyXHbIX Kpacok MOCT,
XPUCTMAHCKNIA BECEHHWUIA NOCT,
3 cTapuHHBIX CKa3aHWi bbiNb.
1 - Npupoabl B3oLWe Las YacTb.
S HYy>XHa 1 3emne, 1 nyyy.

M Tebe 6bITb HY)XHOW X0uYy,
3acnyXuTb N11060Bb, He YKpacTb.
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Philasophical 7T aods

W

o

| am a flower bathed in dew,

A blanket of grass in vibrant green,
The endless stretch of earth serene,
And birch trees with their magic brew.
I am dust warmed by a golden ray,

A bridge of colors, bold and bright,
A Lenten hush in spring’s soft light,
A tale from times long passed away.
| am a part of nature’s rise,

I’m needed by the land and sun...
And | wish to be needed by someone—
To earn love, not steal its disguise.
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

VHOTAA

MHorga cTpaLlHo XnTb. Vin ke cKyuHo.
«He napbcs, paccnabbes!» — MHe roBOpST.
CoBeTaM MbITaloCb A 6bITb MOCAYLLIHOWM,
Ho Mblcin Hovamu Wwaball TBOPSAT.

Kak panbLue Ham xunTb? N uto c Hamm byaeT?
KTo gpyr, a k1o Bpar? [4e npasja XNBET?
W ecTb N1 nto60Bb Ha NiaHeTe, NtoAn?
Cepgue HoyaMu He naadyeT — peBeT!

2016
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Philosophical ITeeds

0

SOMETIMES

Sometimes, life feels scary. Or just... dull.
“Relax, don’t stress!”—that’s what they say.
| try to follow their advice, be calm and cool,
But at night, my thoughts throw a wild display.
How are we meant to live from here?
What’s coming next? Who’s foe, who'’s friend?
Where does the truth reside—anywhere?
And is there love on Earth... or just pretend?
My heart doesn’t cry at night—it roars.

It aches with questions no one answers anymore.
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

TOCKNINBO

Koraa cepaue LemMnT TOCKANBO,
YTOo Xe genaTb, KTO CKaxeT Ham?
Korga paxe KoTbl NyrnvMeo
OT Hac npsaYyTCs NO yrnam.
Koraa conHua ny4um nicyesnu
M norac gaxe nyHHbI CBeT,
Kak HaMm XnTb B 3TOM MUpe, ecnu
XKunTb XenaHusa BoBce HeT?!?
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Philosophical ITeeds

0

DESOLATE

When your heart aches in quiet despair,
What to do—can anyone say?
When even the cats, sensing your care,
Hide from you and shy away...
When the sun’s warm rays have vanished,
And even the moonlight won’t appear—
How are we meant to go on in this world,
When there’s no will to stay here?
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

yxXoaAaT

HagéxHble, BepHble N1io4m
O6bIYHO BHE3aMHO yXOaAT.
Nogein Taknx peako He cyasT.
Takve Begb HbIHYE He B MOJe.

TeuéT XXN3Hb 6e3 HNX B CBOEM pUTMe,
To BBEpX, a TO BHWN3 — KaK C/IyUYUTCS.
W Tonbko Tocka B 61MOpuUTME,
Korga nopoii HOUbO He CrnNTCS...
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Philosophical ITeeds

THEY LEAVE

The loyal, the steady, the true—
They’re the ones who quietly go.
Such people are rare, and often judged too...

These days, they’re just not in vogue, you know.

Life flows on without them, in stride—
Now rising, now falling, as fate decides.
But still, there’s a rhythm of sorrow inside
When sleep won’t come in the depth of night...

2016
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JNIOBNMbIX BEPETTE

Nobumbix nogern 6eperure.
W Tex, KTo Bac NtobuT, ToXe.
XecTokmmun 6bITb He crielwinTe.
M 3n06HbIMK 6bITb HEroXe.
XpaHuTe Nt060Bb Kak 3eHULL.
Besb MWUNOCTL CyAa NpeBbILLe.

JTto60Bb MOXET He NOBTOPUTBLCS.

OHa Beb AaéTcs CBbILLeE.

W ecnn eé notepsiem,
Bapyr waHca onaTb He byaeT?
Beab 3TOro Mbl He 3HaeMm...
NiobuMbIX XpaHuTe, ntoamn!

2016
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Philosophical "ITeeds

CHERISH THOSE YOU LOVE

Cherish the ones who love you.
And those you love—hold them close.
Don’t rush to be cruel or bitter;
Kindness is what matters most.
Guard your love like the eye’s own light—
For mercy stands higher than blame.
Love may not come twice in your life—
It’s a gift from above, not a game.
And if we lose it, if it slips away,
There may not be another chance...
We truly don’t know, come what may.
So cherish your loved ones, people—
While you can.
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Punncogohie nacmpacnis A9

CBET

ConHue ynblIbHYNnoCh 13-3a Tyyu,
MogMurHyno secesno, 1 cTpax,
TOT, KOTOPbIA MO AyLLY MYy4Wn,
PacTBopwsica B CONHEUHbIX yYaXx.
CBeT, cMbHee caMoin YEPHOW HoUW,
OcBeTun BCe TEMHbIE YIbl,
Pa3orHan Bce 6ejpl, CHANM BCe NOpYN,
CTanun BCe TPeBOrM Tak Masibl...
Oco3HaTb cMOorna f, UTo He CTOUT
BepuTb cTpaxam, cnywaTb X COBeT.
EcTb pelueHve JOCTAaTOYHO NMpocToe —
B cBoo ayLwy npurnacnte pacceeT!

2022
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Philosophical ITeeds

LIGHT

The sun smiled gently from behind a cloud,
Winked with joy—and all my fear,
The fear that wrapped my soul so loud,
Dissolved in golden rays, clear.
Light, stronger than the blackest night,
Lit up every shadowed space,

It chased away the weight of plight,
And made my worries small and base.
Then | understood what matters most—
Not to trust the voice of dread.
There’s a simple way to rise again:
Invite the sunrise into your soul instead.

2022
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‘Cauracogckue Hacmpoerus,

0

CYACTBE ECTb

CyacTbe ecThb,

Ero He MOXeT He 6bIThb!
W 3Ta BeCTb
MoMOXKeT KaXA0oMY XNTb.
MHoro net

Thl VLWeLWb NyTb B Hebeca.

Ho apkwnii ceeT
Beab nsnyyaews Tol cam!
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Philosophical ITeeds

HAPPINESS EXISTS

Happiness exists—
It simply has to be!
This quiet truth
Can help us all live free.
For many years
You’ve searched the skies above,
But don’t forget—

You shine with your own light and love.

2022
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JRemantic



0

B AVLLE SUMA

B Aywie npoxnajHo, HO 31Ma
34ecCb HU NpuU Yém.
Bcé noHmnmatro a cama.
W HU 0 yem
He Hy>xHO Ham BecTu 6eces,.
W HecnpocTa

No6BUM faBHO paccTas cnea.

Bcé cyera.

Te OroHbKM B MOUX rNnasax,
Tbl He Halaellb.
TocKy yBUAWLLB U CTPAX,
W BCé nonméLb...

2016
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Remantic moods

WINTER IN THE SOUL

It’s cold inside my soul—
But winter isn’t why.
| understand it all myself,
No need to question why.
No need for talk or explanation,
It’s no surprise—

The traces love once left behind
Have long since said goodbye.
The flickers in my eyes are gone—
You won’t find light.

Only sadness now... or fear,
And suddenly—

You’ll understand it right.

2016
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@\ Posmarmuneckue Hacmpoesus,

o

YNPEK

N Kak xe Tbl TaK MHOTO C/10B
cKasaTb ycnen, ycnen 3abbiTh,
ycnen céexaTtb U3 MOUX CHOB
N cepaLemM MoSIoAbIM OCTbITb?

W Kak e MHe noBepunTb BHOBb
C/0BaM TBOMM, TBOUM rfia3am?
Beab ecnu npegan Tbl 1t060Bb,
cebe nosepuLLb 1M Tbl cam?!?
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Remantic moods

REPROACH

How could you speak so many words—
Then forget them, just like that?
You fled my dreams without a trace,
And let your young heart turn flat.

So tell me—how can | believe
Your eyes, your promises again?
If you betrayed a love so true...
Can you believe youself, my friend?

2010
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AAWN MHE 3HAK

MHe xoueTcs BeCb MUP NepeBepHyTh,
Tbl VWb NOAAN MHE HE3aMETHO 3HaKk.
5l He Xenalo NpoLusioe BEPHYTH,
MHe nyuLuee NnpopoymnT 304MaK.

CMOTpPHO Ha 3Be34bl HOYbIO, BUASA Tam
[HenpoBCkyo Kpacy TBOUX OYe.
lnasa TBOV Noj06HbI Hebecam,
CoeANHEHMIO CTaNbHbIX MeYer.

X HEBO3MOXHO NPOCTO MOBTOPUTb,
NIvwb geTAM HawvM NyCTb NpUHaAnexaT
B rnasax TBOvX Te oT61€CKM 3apW,
KoTopble nto60BbI0 AOPOXKAT.

1991
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Remantic mecds

0

GIVE ME A SIGN

| want to turn the whole world upside down—
Just give me a sign, subtle and true.
I don’t wish to bring the past back around,

The stars foretell a better fate for me—and you.

At night | gaze into the sky above,

And see the beauty of your Dnipro eyes.
Your gaze—like steel and starlight interwove,
A blend of swords and heaven’s rise.
Eyes like yours can’t be repeated,

Let them belong to our children alone.
They hold the light of dawn—unbeaten—
And cherish love as their own.

1991
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OXMNAAHWNE

3enéHble NNCTbA APOXAT 38 OKHOM...
A B3rnagom Tebsi NpoBoOXKalo.

Tbl egellb AOMOW, MOKNAAA MO A0M,
Ho cHoBa BepHeLlbCs, 5 3Hato!
3akpoto rnasa - nosiBNseLbCs Thl...

W cepaue HanoONHEHO CYaCcTbeM.
BblOT MbIC/IN XMeNbHOE BUAEHbE MeuYThl,
CmeTaq c Joporv HeHacTbe.
Cnarato cekyHZabl, MUHYTbI U AHW
B eAnHYIO HUTKY pasnyku.
3aKpoto rnasa: v BOT CHOBA OHU —
NrobMOro HexHble pyku.

OTa XN3Hb 6e3 Tebs MHe KaXeTcst CHOM.
Xney? He xuBy — ymunpato!

Tbl efellb LOMOW, MOKMAASA MO LOM,
Ho cHoBa BepHeLlbCs, 51 3Hat0.

1993
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Remantic moods

WAITING

Green leaves tremble outside my window...
With my eyes, | follow your path.
You’re heading home, leaving my shelter—
But you’ll return. | know that.
| close my eyes—you appear again.
And joy fills my heart like light.

My thoughts spin a dream-drunk vision
That sweeps away every storm in sight.
| thread each second, each minute, each day
Into one long string of parting.
| close my eyes—and there they are—
Your hands, so gentle, so darling.

Life without you feels only like sleep.
Do | live? Or slowly fade away?
You’re heading home, leaving my arms...
But you’ll come back. | know. Someday.
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CMYLUEHWNE

1 He 3Hato, UTO CKasaTb Tebe Npu BCTpeue,
ToNbKO BCTPEUM 3TOM XAY S KaXAbliA Beyep.
JeHb npoluen, To6ot HesameueH.
3aropenuncb 1 noracam cBeymn.

CHer TUXOHBLKO Ha 3eMJTH0 JIOXKUTCS.
MoW MbIC/IN yNIeTatoT, CIOBHO NTULLbI.
W, nuctas namMaTn cTpaHuupbl,
XOTb BO CHe Mory k Te6e SBUTbCS.

1991
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Remantic moods

SHYNESS

| don’t know what to say when we meet,

But | wait for that meeting each evening.

The day has passed—you didn’t see it...
The candles flared, then dimmed, retreating.

Snow falls softly onto the ground,

And my thoughts take flight like birds unbound.

As | turn the pages of memory's sound,
At least in dreams—I can be around.

1991
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Pomarmuneckue HaCmpoeH L% /\(9)

0

ECNN

Ecnm 6 Hac pasnyumnn okeaH,
[opbl N pekn, MHOXeCTBO CTPaH,
MHe 6 HOUbto N AHEM NOMOrann B NyTn
3BE34bl M NTULbI K Tebe NATN.

Ecnn 6b1 Hac pasnyynnm roga,
91 6 3a6bITb HE CMOI/1a HAKOTAA,
UTO rae-To ecTb Thl U YTO B XXU3HW MOEWA
BblN0 Tak MHOIO CHaCTAVBLIX AHEI.

Ecnm 661 Hac pasnyyuna Tonna...
TonbKo BCE-Taku 51 He c/iena.
MHe ropgoe cepgue HarnoMHWI0 BHOBb —
Hac pasnyynna TBOS HeNO60Bb.
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Remantic meods

o

IF

If an ocean had parted us wide,
Mountains and rivers and countries beside,
Then stars and the birds would have shown me the way—
To find you by night, to reach you by day.

If the years had been what kept us apart,
Still ’d carry you deep in my heart.

I'd never forget that in my own life
You once brought joy, not sorrow or strife.

If a crowd had come between me and you...
Even then, | would see what is true.

For my proud heart whispered softly today—

It wasn’t time... it was your love that walked away.

1994
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Pomarmureckie HACTPOEHI,

U

o

OBHWVMY TEBA

O6HKMMY Tebs HEXHO 1 NackoBO,
Oxonayo BoALWe6HOK CKa3KoHo.
Mouenyto Tebs A HeNCTOBO,
O3apto yNbI6KOM NyYnCTOHO.

Hanoto Tebs 3enbem LenmtenbHbIM,
Cbepery oT 3a60T yTOMUTE/NbHBIX,
O60Bb0 Tebs1 HEXXHOW MPOXNAZO0MN...
3abbiBaTb MeHS TONbKO He HaAo!

1990
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Remantic meads

o

| WILL HOLD YOU

I will hold you—so gently, so sweet,
Wrap you in dreams where magic and warmth meet.
I’ll kiss you with passion, fierce and bright,
And light up your world with my radiant light.

I’ll offer you potions that soothe and mend,
Shield you from troubles that never end.
Surround you with coolness, soft and true...
Just don’t forget me—whatever you do.

1990
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Pomarmuneckile HACMpoeHLs,

NPEAYNPEXXAEHWE

CnbiWnLWb, S NoCNeAHWI pa3 Tebs npeaynpeanna.

MpPOBUHUNLLLCA BHOBb — U YX Ce651 KNSIHW.
S1 TOraa cymero no3abbiThb, UTO 6bINO,
Mo3abbITb Te HOUW, M03abbITh Te gHW.

Hy a Thbl, Kak Xo4ellb, BC&é paBHO MHe CTaHeT,
XoTb cTpajali Bce CyTK/ HamnposerT.
TBos1 60/1b MHe cepALa 60nbLUe He JOCTaHeT,
W no6oBb MoOS, yBbI, NponaeT!

N XoTb ropbko byaeT BCMNOMUHaTL MOPOO
OTW rofbl APYX6bI, NOLLeNYyU 3TN,

Bcé paBHO CymMeto XUV3Hb CBOKO YCTPOUTD,
lMoTomy yuTO 3Halo — He OAMH Ha cBeTe!
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WARNING

Listen—this is the last time I’'ll warn you.
If you fail me again—blame yourself alone.
I’ll find the strength to forget what we’ve been through,
Forget those nights, those days we’d known.
And you? Do what you will—it won’t move me.
You can suffer all day and all night long.
Your pain will no longer reach or soothe me—
And sadly, yes, my love will be gone.
And though it may sting when | recall
The years we shared, your kiss, your name—
Still, | will rebuild my life through it all.
Because | know—you’re not the only one in this world.

1989
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CTOW, BETEP, CTOW

Croli, BeTep, cTOMN!
3abepu-ka ¢ CO60I.
OTpekatochk ceryac
OT nobUMbIX rNas.

W roHto oT cebs,
UTo Xxenana, nobs...
Croli, BeTep, CTON!
O6BACHN, YTO CO MHOIA?
lae 9Bb, a rae CoH?
Yeli cnbIWy A CTOH?
Hey>xenu ctoro
Y pBa Ha Kkpato?
Croli, BeTep, cTOM!
Vnwn BHN3 rofioBoin?
Wnn B Heba cnHB?
Nobumbin, cnacu!
FAe HAWTWM MHe NOKOWA?
Crtoi, cToli, BeTep, CTOM!
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Remantic meods

STOP, WIND, STOP

Stop, wind, stop!
Take it all as you go.
| renounce, right now,
Those beloved eyes somehow.
| push away the dreams
| once loved with silent screams...
Stop, wind, stop!

Can you tell me—what's wrong?
What is real, what is dream?
Whose cry do | hear between?
Am | standing, alone,

At the edge of the unknown?
Stop, wind, stop!

Do | fallordo | fly?
Headfirst into dark—

Or up into sky?

Where is peace? Where is grace?
Beloved—save me, show your face!
Where can | find calm or joy?
Stop, stop—

Wind, stop!
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3AYEM

Mbl 406pOBOIBLHO BbIGPann pasnyky,
W H1KOro 3a 370 He BUHUM.
3ayem Mbl gyLlam NoAapuamn Myky
N 6eckoHe4Hy0 nevanb N CKyKy
O4HVM MPOCTbLIM peLleHrieM CBOUM?
Jpyr Apyra o4eHb J,0NT0 Mbl UCKaW.
Korpa xe B3rngaom BCTpeTUANCL C TO60I
CpeAav TONMbl B OFPOMHOM LLUYMHOM 3afe,
MHe nokasanocb, 6yaTo NoTepsanu
Mbl MOMEHTaNbHO BHYTPEHHW MOKOA.
CTan 3TOT MUT HaYaIOM HaBaXAEeHbS.
CTpagatoLleMy cepauy BOnpekun
Paccyaok He npu3Han Ntob6BU poxaeHbe,
Co3HaTenbHO OTBEPrHyN HacnaxzaeHbe
W ToHyLen fyLle He Aan pyku.
Pacctanuce 4O6POBOSIBHO N He CMOXeT
Tenepb HUKTO HaC yNpekHYTb HUYEM.
W 6b1n 661 3TO BEPHBIiA LLIAT, ObITb MOXET,
Ho MOé& cepgLie HenpepbIBHO M10XeT
EAVHCTBEHHBIV HEMOW BONpPOC: 3a4em?
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Remantic moods

0

WHY

We chose to part—willingly,
And blamed no one for the cost.
But why did we gift our souls such agony,
Endless sorrow, aching monotony,

With one decision—and all that was lost?
We searched for each other for so long...
Then met, eyes locking in a crowd,

In a noisy room where we didn’t belong,
And in that moment, clear and strong,
Our peace was gone—undoubtedly, somehow.
That instant marked the start of haunting,
Despite the heart’s silent plea.
Reason refused to grant love its dawning,
Rejected joy, suppressed the wanting,
And left my drowning soul without reprieve.
We parted freely—no one to blame.

No guilt, no judgment now remains.

And maybe... perhaps it was the wise thing.
But my heart still bears a quiet, aching sting—
One voiceless question:

0

Why?
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AOXAb

HeyroMoHHbI J0XAb CTYYUT B OKHO.
MHe oueHb Xasb ero, Ho BCE paBHO
1 He OTKPOHO BHOBb JJOBEPUMBO eMY,
Beab HecTepnumo 60/1bHO cepaLly MoeMmy.
He ymMOnMbI f0XAb 30BET C COBOA.
Ho He xouy s cTaTb ero pabori.

S oTBEepHYCb, 1 BHOBb MOBEPUTHL HE CMOTY.
Korga-To 4, yBbl, noBepwuna Bpary.
JInwb HOULIO CAbILWY A, KaK OH 30BET,
MpoLLeHbs MPOCUT, PYKY NOAAET.

B MONUTBaXxX 3TUX CNbLILLINTCA He 3PS MHEe NI0Xb.
O poxab! Mow Bpar MHe Aran...

OH Ha Tebs noxox!

1991
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Remantic moods

0

RAIN

The restless rain keeps tapping at my pane.
| almost pity it—but still refrain.
| won’t open to its trusting call again,
For my heart remembers far too much pain.
The unrelenting rain calls out to me,
But | won’t let it claim me, set me free.
| turn away—I can’t believe once more.
Once, | did... and trusted someone | deplore.
At night, | hear it whisper through the dark,
Reaching for me, asking for a spark.
It pleads forgiveness, stretches out a hand—
But in its prayer, | hear deceit so grand.
O rain! You’re like the one who told me lies—
And wore regret like thunder in disguise.

1991

0
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ONABLUME NTNCTbA

OnaBsLue NCTbA MHe LLEeNHYAN TaliHO:
MoBCTpeYanmcb Mbl BOBCE He C/Ty4aiHo.
Cpegam 3010TbIX KNIeHOB W akauuid,

K cuacTbto, He MOrM Mbl He MOBCTpeYaTbes!

Ho kak gBe nnaHeThbl UK OKeaHa,
Janekun c To60oW, Kak 3TO HU CTPaHHO!
W rnsxy ¢ nto60BbIO A B rNasa, nevansichb,
MNoyemy Xe paHblLe Mbl He NoBCTpeYanncs?!?

1994

0
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Remantic meods

0

FALLEN LEAVES

The fallen leaves whispered softly to me:
“We didn’t meet by chance, you see.”
Among golden maples and blooming acacia,
We were meant to meet—fate had to face us.

But like two planets, or distant seas,
We remain far apart, though it hurts to believe.
And | look into your eyes with love and regret—
Why didn’t we meet before we ever met?

1994

o
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MAMO

MuMO Tbl NPOXOAMLLb, MUMO.
W cnepaat rnasa Hespumo,
He3ameTHO, HO yrnpsmo.
NMouemy? He 3HaOT camu.
YNoBUTb TBOW B3NS4 MbITasACh,
ObasHmem nNuTaschb
W xenaHvem gbiwa, -

Tak >XMBET M0OA AyLua.
ToNbKO Thl HE 3aMevaelllb,
Korga BHOBb MeHs BCTpeyaellb,
CnHMX rnas o4yapoBaHbe,

Vx BonwebHoe cusiHbe.
BHOBbL OHUV CnegAT He3pnMo
3a 10601, a Tbl BCE MUMO...

W xoTena 6bl A 3HaATb,
CKONbKO MHe 0CTanochb XA4aTb?!?

1992

0
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Remantic moods

YOU PASS ME BY

You pass me by—again, again...
And unseen eyes follow you then,
Silently, but so intent—

Why? They don’t know what it meant.
Trying to catch your fleeting glance,
Breathing in your quiet stance,
Feeding on your silent charm—
Such is how my soul stays warm.
But you don’t see—you never do—
When you pass by, even anew,
The spellbound blue of watching eyes,
Their quiet, almost magic light.
Still they follow, out of view...

And you? You pass by—just like you do.

Oh, how I long to understand—
How much longer must | stand...

And wait?
1992
283 o)



0

AANEKO-AANEKO

5 xouy yneteTb faneko-4aexo,
YUT0bbI CepaLieM OCTbITb.

MHe 3abbITb Tebs, NoBepb, Henerko,
ToNbKO 0YeHb Xo4y 3a6bIThb.

51 xouy y6exxaTb ax 40 Kpasi 3eMu,

UT06 cBOBOAY HalTW.
CBOE cepaue cnacTu A Xouy oT 110bBK,

TonbKO ecnu cMory cracTu.

He mory 6onblue cabiWwaTth 1 BUAETb Tebs,
Xouy pOBHO AbIlWaTh.
3aabIXasiCb OT YyBCTB, YMUpPAET, /064,
MormbaeT mos gyLwia...

2003

0

284



Remantic meoeds

FAR, FAR AWAY

| want to fly far, far away—
To cool this burning heart.
To forget you... it’s not easy, | say,
But | want so badly to part.
| want to run to the world’s very edge,
To finally find what is free.
| want to save my heart from love—
If it’s even possible to save me.
| can’t hear your voice, or see your face,
| just want to breathe with ease.
But gasping from love, slowly dying inside—
My soul fades, loving you...
In peace.

2003
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MOS OTPAZA

§ Tebs obnaena HeMHoro?

He BMHW, npoLuy Tebs, He Hajo.
Ha mMeHsa rnaganilb Tl O4eHb CTPOro
W He 3HaewWb: Tbl - MOS OTpaja.
Tbl XVBELUb B MOVX 3aBETHbIX FrPE3ax.
CepaLie o Tebe cnaraet NecH.

A1 cAepXy HenpoLueHble cnésbl
W onaTb Halay Hagexabl BeCTHUK.
[a>xke ecnin C ropAoCTBIO YXO4MLL b,
3atams 061y U Npe3peHbe,
Bepto, 6e3 MeHs Tbl XXUTb HE CMOXelLLb,
Bepto B cBOE cyacTbe 1 Be3eHbe.

1994
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Remantic moecds

MY DELIGHT

Did | hurt you—just a little?

Please, don’t blame me... there’s no need.

You look at me so stern, so brittle,
But you don’t know—you are my peace.
You live within my sacred dreams.
My heart composes songs for you.
I’ll hold back these uninvited tears,
And find a sign of hope anew.
Even if you walk away with pride,
Harboring your hurt and scorn,
| still believe—you can’t survive
Without me, where love was born.
| believe in joy that waits ahead.
In happiness... and luck instead.

1994
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HACTOSILLINI OTBET

YTo Tenepb oxungaet Hac?
Fae > Ta HOYb, FAe X ToT Yac?

Thl npumwien Kak Bo CHE N Nc4es...

Mpeao MHO ApeMyuunii nec
CnoB TBOWX, yNbI6OK 1 pO3,
N Mounx He cbbIBLUMXCA FPés!
HacToswmnin MmHe gaii oTBeT:
Niobunb MeHst Unn HeT?!?

1991

0
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Remantic moods

0

A TRUE ANSWER

What awaits us now, | ask?
Where’s that night, that sacred task?
You came like a dream—then were gone...
Now | stand in a forest of thorn—
Your words, your smile, your fleeting rose,
And my dreams that never chose
To come true. But now | plead—

Tell me truly:

Do you love me...
or not indeed?

1991

0
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A YCTANA

S yctana Tebs xaatb
W kpryaTb B nycToTy.

W Ha nomolLb Tebs 3BaTh,
BepuTb B MeuTy.
lonoc copBaH, 6onbLue HeT
Hw >xenaHwuia, HX cUn.
He rotoBa gaTtb oTBeT
W He npocw...

2017
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Remantic moods

I’M TIRED

I’m tired of waiting for you,
Of crying into the void.
Of calling your name for help,

Of clinging to dreams | once enjoyed.
My voice is gone—there’s nothing left,
No strength, no wishes to feel.

I’m not ready to answer you now...
So don’t ask.

Please don’t ask me still.

2017
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AOTPOHbLCA A0 MOUX BOJIOC

JoTpoHbLCA 4,0 MOUX BOJIOC,
Corperi MHe nouenyem pyku,
MpoyTKn B rnasax HeEMoW BOMNPOC:
3auem Tebe HyXXHbl pasnykmn?
3aueM Tebe Hy>XHbl OHU?
Begb, He Tasck, yaaya Taer,
Korpa TepsieMm Houw, AHW,

To B 6e3/Hy cyacTbe yneTaer...
Ho owyuiasa pyk Tenno
W BnacTb TBOMX XeslaHHbIX B3rNs40B,
1 noHMMato BO/ILLIEBCTBO
MrHoBeHU i Tex, Korgaa Tbl psagom!
JloTpoHbLCA A0 MOUX BOJIOC,

He noxaneri Tenna v nacku,
UT0o6bl NOTOM He A0BEN0Ch
BcTpeuaTb yaauy TONbLKO B CKa3ke.

1995
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Remantic moods

%

TOUCH MY HAIR

Touch my hair with gentle care,
Warm my hands with your sweet kiss.
Read the silent question in my stare:

Why would you ever choose parting over this?

Why would you want distance now?
Don’t you see—good fortune fades,
When we lose our nights, our days,

Our joy drifts into shadowed shades...

But feeling the warmth of your hands,
And the power of your longing eyes,
| understand the magic that stands

In every moment love replies.

So touch my hair—don’t hold back grace,
Don’t withhold your warmth, your fire...
Lest you find one day you chase
A love that lives only in a tale’s desire.

1995
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OLLYTU

3akpoli rnasa u owyTu
Tenno Moux nasioHen.
Tebe, noxanyi, He HANTK
Aywin, moeii 6e3goHHen!
B Heli nomellaeTcs N1060Bb
Bcex maTepeit 1 HEXHOCTb,
Bce pyb6exun koTopoi BHOBb
YHOCATCH B 6€36pexHOCTb.
W HuKorga He oTbICcKaTb
Aywin, moeli BepHee.
Thl AOIKEH 6bIN1 06 3TOM 3HATh,
Koraga npotuancs ¢ Heto!

1995
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FEEL

Close your eyes—and feel
The warmth within my hands.
You’ll never truly find
A soul with deeper strands.
Inside it lives the love
Of every mother’s grace,

A tenderness that knows no end,
That time cannot erase.
You’ll never find a soul
More loyal, true, or wide.
You should have known this all along—
When you said goodbye.

1995
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BEYEP B OXKUAAHAWN

BeuepHeii Bnarov AbIWNT ropog,
OrHaAmMuM 3a3biBast HOUb.
MpnaéLb KO MHe Tbl 0YeHb CKOPO,
Ho »xaaTtb HEBMOYb.

W cseT norac... OKHO OoTKpbINa,
Briyckas foxeBoi 030H.
BnectnT Wwocce, a 1 3acTblna
W cnbiwy CToH:

Moei gyl nevyanbHOM NecHs
MNepeknnkKaeTcs C MeYTol.
YXo4MLWb BHOBb — N CHAaCTbeE, ec/v
W a c Toboin!

A>KpaTb Tebs ¢ LJOXAEM Ha nNapy —
Tocknmebl Xpebuii... Ho onATb
MycTb racHeT CcBeT, BO3bMY rmTapy
W 6yay xaaTb...

1994
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Remantic moods

0

EVENING IN WAITING

The city breathes with evening mist,
Its lights inviting night to stay.
You’ll come to me so very soon...
But waiting wears my heart away.
The lights go out. | crack the pane,
Let in the scent of rainy air.

The shining road—so sleek, so plain—
And | just stand... and listen there:
My soul’s sad song begins to rise,

And echoes dreams I've tucked away.

You leave again—but bliss would be
If | could go with you—just stay.
To wait with rain, alone, is grim—
A weary fate, a solemn thread...
But still—let all the lights go dim,
I’ll take my guitar—
And wait instead.

1994

0
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Pomarmureckiie HACMPoEHI,

U

o

AVANOT

OHa ewmy:

A Nro6110 TBOH HEXXHOCTb,
NackoBbIx pyK HEN36eXHOCTb,
B3rnazoB TBOMIX 6€36peXxHOCTb,
CnoB exefHeBHbIX TeMo.

A1 ntobnto Tebs cTpacTHO,
Tak npefaHHO 1 MpeKpacHo.
Bepto, uTo He HanpacHo
Ham c To6o1i Bapyr nosesno!

OH eri:
Tbl — MeyTa Mo, KOTOpas Coblack.
Haw ytoTHbIY A0M — TBOS 3ac/yra.

Thl — XXeM4yXnHa, KoTopasa Hallack.
CyacTbe, YTO Mbl BCTPETUAN APYT Apyra!
Tbl — gyLla Mos, Tbl — TO Xe, UTo 1 4!
Kaxapbl feHb BCTpeyasn y nopora,
CepAueM YyBCTBYHO, YTO Thl — CyAbba Mos,
B mMoeli Xn3Hu — nyywnii gap ot bora!

2001-2005
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DIALOGUE
She to him:

| love your gentle way,
The touch of your hands | can't delay,
The endless depth within your gaze,
The warmth you bring to all my days.
| love you fiercely, endlessly—
So truly, so devotedly.
And | believe, without a doubt,
That fate has finally found us out.

He to her:
You’re my dream come true at last.

Our peaceful home—your loving grace.

You're the pearl | long had passed,
And joy lives now within your face.
You are my soul, my mirror, my light,
Each day | see you at the door,

My heart knows you’re my destined right—

The gift from God | most adore.

2001-2005
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Pomarmuneckue HacmpoerL

U

AbILLIN

HeT! Abiun! Cneiwnwb, Asbiwn!
Ha Kkpato 06pbiBa, B 6eCcnpoCBeTHOV ryLuu,
3a war fo 6e34Hbl, 38 MUT 40 TbMbl,
MoMHWK, eCcTb Mbl!

Crown! 3ampun! O6bepHUCcb Ha3az!
Tyaa, rae XayT, rae Tebe Kaxabli pag,.
Abiwin! Tel Hy>XeH! Bonpekn «He Mory»

K Tebe bery.

ToNbKO Thl, CNbILWLNLLb, AbILUIW,
Ha nopore cmepTu, B MUT OTUETa AyLUW,
He cmeli caaBaThCa N yXO0AUTb.
Thbl LO/IKEH XUTb!

2022

o
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Remantic meads

o

BREATHE

No! Breathe! Do you hear me? Breathe!
On the edge of a cliff, in the depth of the freeze,
One step from the void, one blink from night—
Remember: we're here. Hold on. Fight.

Stop! Be still! Look back, turn around—
To the place where love and warmth are found.
Breathe! You’re needed—despite “l can’t go!”
I’m running to you. You need to know.

Just breathe—do you hear me? Please.
At the door of death, when your soul starts to freeze,
Don’t give up, don’t slip away—
You must live.
You must stay.

2022

o
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HY)XHA

Hy>xHa Tebe 1 He HyXHa.
MeHs Tbl AepXWLLb, OTMYCKas.
N a, onsaTb Tebs xenas,

B cBOMX XenaHusax rpeLuHa.
Tenepb A — CIOBHO AHO PeKW.
Mos ayLia Kak oM 6e3 cBeTa.
A Tbl, ONATL ryNsAa rae-To,
He oTBeyas Ha 3BOHKMW.
3aueM Xxe Ha MOeM Nyt
Tbl noABUICA HEHAPOKOM?
CraTb noyymTenbHbIM YPOKOM?
W, He npoLuasicb, BHOBb yATK?
Hy>xHa Tebe nib He Hy>XHa?

OTBeTb MHe, NpaBAy He CKPbIBasi.

A 5, 6bl/10e BCNOMMHas,
OcTaHycb, BUAMMO, OfHa...

2011
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Remantic moods

WANTED

Wanted—yet unwanted too.
You hold me close, then let me go.
And I—still aching for you so—

Am lost in want, and that feels cruel.

Now I'm like a riverbed,

My soul a house without a light.
And you, off wandering in the night,
Ignore the words | never said.
Why did you appear at all?

By chance, to teach a bitter lesson?
To leave again—without confession—
And let me bear the rise and fall?
Am | wanted, or am | not?
Answer me—no more pretending.
And |, still clinging to what’s ending,
Will stay alone with what I've got.

2011
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Pomarmuneckile HACMpoeHLs,

roBoPAT

F0BOPAT, paccTaloTCa 415 HOBbIX BCTPeY.
A Halum BCTpeYn — Havano pasnyk.
MHe xoTenock Korga-To 11060Bb cbepeub,
TonbKo cepgLe cbepeyb He CMOr1a oT MyK.
FoBopAT, ecnn NO6UT, cnewnT K Tebe.
Tl cnewmnLb — yBbI, HE KO MHe TBOW MNyThb.
MHe x0Tenock 6bITb CHACTLEM B TBOEW Cyabbe,
TonbKO B cHacTbe 6bIBaeT pa3Has CyThb.
FoBOPAT, UTO 3a0bITb HENerko 60Bb.
Ho Beab Tl XXe cymen... uan conran?

He xoTenock 6bl MHe OLLIMBUTLCA BHOBb.
FoBOpAT, He cAaéLUbCs — He Npourpan.

1990
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THEY SAY

They say goodbyes make room for new hellos.
But ours—each meeting leads to parting again.
| once tried to guard the love we chose,
But | couldn’t shield my heart from pain.

They say: if someone loves you, they rush your way.

But your steps—sadly—never lead to mine.
| had hoped to be your joy, your everyday...
But joy has different shapes, by design.
They say it’s hard to forget real love.
But you did, didn’t you? Or did you lie?
| just don’t want to fall again, unloved...
They say: don’t give up, and you don’t truly die.

1990

305



W

OTYHAAHUE

A A B 6e3ymcTBe npbIrato B TpaMBan,
3abbIB 0 KOHTpONeEpe, 0 buneTe.
B yLiax 3BeHUT X0104HOE «npoLLari»,
Camoe xonoaHoe Ha cBeTe.
MNapy 0CTaHOBOK A0 KOHEYHOW,

N BHOBb TyAa, rae Tbl, TPAMBali yMUYMTCS.
TBOW ronoc BCNOMUHag 6e3ynpeyHsbii,
K cnoBam XonogHbIM MHe He BO3BPaTUTbLCS.
A KanenbKn JOXAA CTyyaT B CTEK/O.
M B TakT, 6€3 nepepbiBa, cepALe naader.
Ero «npowa» Ha YacTu paccekso,

Ho 3To Ans Tebs HNYTO He 3HaUNT...

1991
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Remantic moods

DESPAIR

In a daze, | leap into a tram—

No ticket, no thought of the fare or fine.
In my ears, a cold “goodbye” still slams—
The coldest word in all of time.
Just a few stops from the end of the line,
Then back again to where you are.
| hear your voice—so flawless, so fine—
But not that goodbye... | can’t go that far.
Raindrops tap against the glass,

And with their rhythm, my heart weeps.
Your final word has cut it clean in half—
But for you...

It means nothing.

Not the least.

1991
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Posmarmireckue HaCmpoer(L

MWPAX

CNnoBHO MMpax, KAPTUHKN NCYE31n, 0Ka3anoch,
Tbl Bpan...
1 cHoBa owmbnack UM MHe NOKa3anochb,
Tbl 6bIN7?!?
MHe ayLueBHOM YOOPKOW 3aHATBLCA OCTaN0Ch,
aBspan.
Yxoas HaBcerga, Tbl 3abpaTh NMLWb YCTaNoCTb
3a6bli...

2012
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Remantic moods

MIRAGE

Like a mirage, the pictures dissolved—
Turns out,
You lied.
Did | misread it all, or just get involved
With someone
Who tried?
Now all that’s left is emotional dusting—
Emergency mode.
And when you left for good, you forgot—
To take your

Load...
2012
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JIIOBJ1IO BESYMHO

A1 nrobnto, nobio Teba 6e3yMHo,
Be3 Teb6s He BUXY CMbICNa XUTb.
MoxeT 6bITb, NHO6UTL Tak HEPa3yMHO,
Ho pa3ymHOIi pa3Be MOXHO 6bITb?
Pa3Be yM cnocobeH BCE OCMbICINTL
M nto60Bb 6e3yMHYI0 MOHATL?

B ronoBy npuxoAaT TONBKO MbIC/N,
UyBCTBa Xe B AyLle MHe He YHSATb.

2017
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Remantic moods

MADLY IN LOVE

| love you—love you madly so,
Without you, life has lost its light.
Maybe loving this way is foolish...
But how can reason feel what’s right?
Can the mind explain or measure
A love that burns beyond control?
Thoughts may come, but can’t bring pleasure—
It’s feelings that consume my soul.

2017
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PACCTABAHUE

TBOE cBeT/I0€ NMA — MeYaib.
Tbl He NO6ULWBL MeHSs, HY U NyCTb!
Tbl yxoAuLLb B TYMaHHYH jaib,
A Ha CMeHy NPUXOANT rpycThb.

Sl NpMBbIKIA NPOLLATL N TPYCTUTb.

Ho 061aHO Nopoto Jo CNés,
YT0, YBbI, HE MOTY OTOMCTUTb
5l reporo MyumnTeNbHbIX TPEs.

TBOs cBeTNaa NaMATb — AyLla...
Hayuntbca niobunte Henerko.
ToNbKO Thl YXOAM He cneLua,

Ecnm xouellb yiTn ganeko.

MHe He Haf0 ¢anbLUMBBIX peyeil.

Tbl >xe cMen n peluvtesieH, ga?
CepaLa HeT Moero ropsiyei,
Ho n a yxoxy. Hasceraa!

1990
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Remantic meods

W

PARTING

Your name—so bright—now means sorrow.
You don’t love me? Fineg, let it be.
You walk into a foggy tomorrow,

And in your place, comes grief to me.
I’ve grown used to sadness and forgiving.
But it stings to tears, | must confess,
That | can’t take revenge for dreaming—
For loving you, no more, no less.
Your memory glows like a soul inside...
To love—it’s not an easy art.

So go—just don’t rush your goodbye,
If you’re set on growing apart.
| don’t need false words or poses.
You’re bold and strong, | understand.
My heart may burn more than most,
But I’'m leaving too.

This is the end.

1990
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BO3MOXXHO

B0O3MOXHO, Tl KOrga-HMbYab
YcnbIWnLW b 30B Ay MOEIA.
B03MOXHO, Tbl NIpUAELLb KO MHE,
OTpaBLUM YyBCTBaM JaHb.
BO3MOXHO, 11 He B 3TOM CyTb,
30By Tebs 5 CKOJIBKO AHEN,

M BCnOMUWHato B C1aAKOM CHe
W B yTpeHHIOI0 paHb...
BO3MOXHO, Tbl MHE HE3HAKOM,
XOTS Mbl BUAENNCh He pas.

A MOXeT, BOBCE Tbl Uy>XXOM,

C MHBIX NpUAELLL NNaHeT.
KTo 3HaeT, Tbl b BONAELb B MOV A0M,
W cTaHy Nb 9 uyaecHbIX rnas,
Jywin TBOen BAPYr roCroXom,
Kosnb He oTBeuYy «HeT».

C T06011 N BEK MHE BEKOBATb,
PacTuTb geTeld, WaraTb BNepés
CkBO3b bejbl, ronoa, xonoga
W yepes neTHWIA 3HOWA.

Ho Tonbko MHe faHo y3HaTb
PoaHoOro cepaua HeXHbI X0,
YT06bI OTBETUTL TUXO: «/a,
EANHCTBEHHBIA N MOWA!»

1991
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Remantic moads

PERHAPS

Perhaps, someday, you’ll hear
The quiet calling of my soul.
Perhaps you’ll come to me at last,
Letting your heart take control.
Perhaps—that’s not the point at all.
I’ve called for you so many days,
| see you still in every dream
And every morning haze.
Perhaps you’re still a stranger—
Though we’ve met a time or two.
Or maybe you’re from elsewhere still,
From lands | never knew.

Who knows—will you walk through my door?
Will | become the one you seek?
And if I don’t turn you away,

Will your soul to mine then speak?
Will I grow old beside your side,
Raise children, walk through every test—
Through hunger, hardship, winter’s chill,
And summer’s heat and rest?

But I alone will know the sound—
The rhythm of your heart so near—
And softly say the word: “Yes...

My only one, my dear”

1991
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NOLLAAN

Moto Bepy B CKasky
Molaan, Mo MUNbIA.
MNoaapwv MHe nacky,
Bonblue XAaTb HET cubl.
B3rnsag, pasnyku, BcTpeuu —
Bblno nb 3107 Byaet?
JlackoBble peun?
ToT, KTO He 3abyaeT?
XU13Hb, MeHsAS Kpackuy,
TpebyeT BCe cunbI.
Moto Bepy B ckasky
Mowaan, Mol MUNBIN.

1990
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Remantic moods

%

SPARE ME

Spare my faith in magic,
Spare it, my dear one.
Give me just some kindness—
I’ve no more strength to run.
Glances, partings, meetings—
Was it real, or just a dream?
Words once soft and fleeting...
Is there one who still believes?
Life keeps shifting colors,
Taking all I have to give.
Spare my faith in magic—
Please, my dear...
Let it live.

1990
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Pomarmuneckue Hacmpoers

0

o

TBOW oUn

Mouemy Tak Nt061H0 TBOW OUN?

Be3msaTeXHyo 3eneHb Mops

N mepuaHme 3Be34HON HOUM
Hag TponunHkoto cnés v ropsa?

Be3 Teb6s, cIOBHO B NponacTb CHOBA,

Kak korga-To Bo CHe, neuvy ...

ByaTo HuLwasa xneba, KpoBa,

Tak 6e3yMHO Tebs xouy 5!

Ho B MepuaHnn 3BE34HOW HOUN
CeppaLe c pasymOoM CHOBa B cCOpe.
MNouemy Tak Nt061H0 TBOU 04N,
BesmATexHy0 3en1eHb Mopsa?

1992
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Remantic moads

YOUR EYES

Why do | love your eyes so much—
That tranquil green like the sea,
And the stars above, their gentle touch,
Shining over paths of grief and me?
Without you, it feels like | fall again,
Into some dream’s familiar despair.
Like a beggar for shelter or bread,
| crave you with a breathless prayer.
But beneath that star-filled velvet sky,
My heart and reason clash once more.
Why do | love your eyes so much—
That tranquil green like the ocean shore?

1992
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CE N BA

S nocTaBmna KpecT Ha 6b110i 16BN,

A ywina. Hy v uto xX? Ce n1a Bu.
Al urpana B Nt060BbL 1 BCETO...
He go6unace, yBbl, CBOErO.
3Hato 4, Ka3sHUT MeHs bor,
YTo yLna no ogHoM 13 gopor
OT Tebs, HO NpoLUy — Tbl NPOCTH,
byab xopowwum v He rpyctu!

1990
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C’EST LAVIE

I’ve put a cross on what we called love.
| walked away. So what? C’est la vie.
| played the game of hearts, of dreams—
But sadly, love eluded me.
| know that God may judge me still
For choosing my own path, my will—
For leaving you behind, it’s true.
But please—be kind.
Don’t grieve.
Be you.

1990
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HE CTAHY

1 He cTaHy cebs ybmBaTb
CurapeToii 3a curapeToii.
Ha Bonpockl 0TBeTbl UCKaTb,
Ha KoTopble HeT OTBETOB...
W He 6yay Tebs BCNOMUHATB.

Hu K Yemy cepjALie pBaTb Ha 4acTu.

MocTapatocb CHaCTIMBOM 51 CTaTb
M Tebe noxkenat cyactbs!

2013
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Remantic moods

I WON’T

| won’t destroy myself—
Cigarette after cigarette.
| won’t keep chasing answers
To questions that hold no exit.
And | won’t keep recalling you.

No more tearing my heart apart.

I’ll try to find my own joy now—
And wish you happiness...
From the heart.

2013
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YXO0XXY HABCETAA

S yxoxy HaBeku, HaBcerja!

I meXay HamMun CTpaHsbl, TOpoAa,
Hepenwn, fHU 1 ANNHHBIE roaa.
Bcé pganblue mMbl, BCE ganblue...

XaneTb He 6byaem 60MbLLE HU O YEM.

W gom, Taknm NYyCTbIHHbIM CTan Hawl A0M.

No6BU 1 pagocT HeT 6onbLLe B HEM.
Nnwb okeaHbl panbLun.

2016
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Remantic moods

I’M LEAVING FOR GOOD

I’m leaving—forever, for good.

Now countries, cities stand where we once stood.

Weeks, days, and years will stretch between—
We're growing farther... farther still, unseen.
No more regret, no more looking back.
Our home is hollow, silent, cold, and black.
No joy or love remains within its track—
Just oceans full of lies.

2016
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HUKTO APYIOM

HVKTO Apyron He Hy>KeH MHe.
TBOUM JbIXaHVEM MbsHa
W Heroto HanonHeHa,

He ycTynnto camoli BecHe.
OCTbIHY, CHOBa 3aroptochb.
Co nbAa B NbINAKOLWLMIA POAHNK
Mol pasym Mef1eHHO MPOHUK
W 5 ero Tenepb 60t0Ch...
Borocb XXenaHuni xapkux ober,
Botock TBOEIO CTaTb paboid,
BbITb Npe3npaemori TO60N,
OTBeprHyToli TO60M Hacnex.
Tbl — HasABY U Tbl — BO CHe!
MHe pacTonuTb 6bl Néf OrHem,
Y106 YyTOHYB, pacTasiTb B HEM.
HukTO Apyrow He Hy>XeH MHe!

1992
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Remantic moods

NO ONE ELSE

No one else is what | need.

I’m drunk on every breath you take,
Filled with your touch—I will not trade
Even Spring for what you feed.

I’ll cool, then burst in flame anew.
My mind has melted into fire
From icy thought to deep desire—
And now | fear what it might do.
| fear the chase of burning need,
| fear becoming yours to own,
Then scorned, forgotten, left alone—
Dismissed by you with cruel speed.
You’re in my dreams and in my day...
If only flame could melt the ice,
And | could drown in heat’s delight.
No one else could make me stay.

1992
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JMIOBUIA

1 ntobuna Tebs, Kak byaTo
370 66110 B NOC/IeAHUI pas.
S1 cBOWM paspbiBana nyThbl.
BuaHo, npobun Mol yac.
f1 Tebe oTgaBana ayuwly,
MMOKyHO IMHWIO Tena NOTOM.
CTpaxa He 6b1/10. fl He TpyLLy
U Tenepsb... 3a OKHOM
BeTep wenueTt gepeBbAM NecHW,
Tbl MHe WenyeLlb C10Ba N06BWU.
Ce nqa Bu... A yxoaniib ecnu,
To MeHs NO30BMW...
0O6sa3zaTensHO Nososu!
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Remantic moods

I LOVED YOU

| loved you—as if
It were the very last time.
| tore away my chains,

As though fate had drawn the line.

| gave you my soul,
Then my body’s graceful flow.
| wasn’t afraid—

No, not even now, as you go.
Outside, the wind
Sings songs to the trees.
And you whisper love
Softly to me...
—C’est la vie...

But if you leave,
Please—

Call for me.

You must call for me.

1994
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KAPUE INMA3A

B 311X Kapmx oyax,
Taknx CTPOrmX N HEXHbIX,
Moé cepatie npunyan
OTbickano 6e36pexHbIN.
VX BHMMaTeNbHbINV 61eck
B36ygopaxun MHe ayLuy.
YyBCTBa HEXHOro BCr/eck —
W, kak pblba, Ha cyLue...
A Nto6110 N MONHOCh,

1 6e3 HNX N3HbIBAO.
CnoBHo bora, 60t0Cb.
CnosHo k bory, B3bIBato.
STOT Kapuii PoAHMK
Onounn meHs a40M.

W B aylue Moeli kpuk:
MHe gpyroro He Hago!

1991
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Remantic moods

BROWN EYES

In those brown eyes—

So tender, so stern—

My heart found its harbor,
A place with no end in return.
Their attentive gleam
Stirred something deep in my soul,
A surge of soft feeling—
And | gasped, no control...
| love. And | pray.
| ache when they’re gone.
| fear them like God.

To them, ’'m drawn.
That deep brown spring
Fed me poison and flame.
And my soul cries out:
| want no other name!

1991
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YTO MHE CTOUT

UTo MHe cTouT,
pa3BepHYBLUNCH, YT He cnewa?!?
He 3acToHer,
pa3pblAaTbCs He CMOXeT AyLua.
lfopao 6pocus

Ha NpollaHbe npe3p|/|Teanb||7| B3rnda,

He nonpocur,
HeT, Nt06BY He MOMPOCUT Ha3aA,..
HayunTtbca
He MeLLano 6bl ropAoto ObIThb.
bosnb cTyumnTcs.
CBOé cepgLie cMory 3alnUTUTBL!
MpeBpaluy-ka
CBOIO AyLLY A B KAMEHHbIV Nég,.
M nnwb ckyka
Nnocne ropbkKux cIe3NHOK NPUAET.
TBOE C/I0BO,
TBOS KNATBA HE CTOUT rpoLua.

M a cHoBa
pa3BepHyCb 1 yinay He cneLua.
Beab nHaue
He NPMAYT KO MHe cyacTbe, ycrex.
A He nnauy...
3TO KanAv AOXASA... W CHer ...
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Remantic meoeds

WHAT’S STOPPING ME

What’s stopping me
From turning and walking away—slow, composed?
My soul won’t scream,
Won’t collapse in tears, tightly closed.
With pride, I’ll cast
One last cold, dismissive glance.
| won’t ask—
No, | won’t beg love for one more chance.
I should learn
To be proud, unbending, strong.
Though pain may burn,
I’ll guard my heart from what feels wrong.
Let me freeze
This soul into icy stone—
Where only grief
Will settle in once tears are gone.
Your word,
Your vow—worthless now, | see.
So once again,
I’ll turn and walk away quietly.
For happiness and light to come at last,
| must move on—leave the past.
I’m not crying...
It’s only rain.
Or snow... drifting past.

1990
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NMEYANbHbIA COH

Bcé, uto 6bI1s10, NeyasbHbIN COH.
Xane? Bo3amMoxHo. Beab 5 rpyLuy.
Ecnm xouelb NpoCcTUTbL — NpoLLy,

MNepesymaro — OTOMLLY.

Ho xouy, uT06 BEepHY/CS OH.
JleTo 6b110 - 6bI1a NO60Bb.
OceHb - Bpems pasfyk n ccop.
Tbl BCTpeyaellb B rAasax ykop.
lfopeub CNé3 3aTyMaHMUT B30P.

B NI€THWIA COH He BEPHYTHCS BHOBb...

Ta e necHs B Moeli cyabbe —
Tbl He NepBbIA 1 He BTOPO.
TonbKO X04eTcst MHe NMOopPOoWA
O6opBaTb MOVX MbICNeR poii
W HaBekn BepHyTbLCS K Tebe!
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Remantic moods

0

A SAD DREAM

All that was—just a sad dream.
Regret? Perhaps. | still feel the ache.
If you want forgiveness—/I’ll give it.

Change my mind? Then let a heartbreak wake.

But | wish—oh, | wish he'd return.
There was summer—there was love.
Then came autumn—quarrels, ends.

Now your eyes hold quiet offense,

And tears blur the light above.

That summer dream won’t come again...
It’s always the same old song with me.
You weren’t the first, nor will you be last.
Still, sometimes, | wish | could flee—

From this storm of thoughts that swells and sways,

Just to return to you...

0

Always.
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NPOTECT

Sl NpoTecTyo MPOTUB Pa3NyKMK.
«HeT» roBopto 1 HaBeku ccope.
51 yXOXXy B TBOW HEXHbIe pyKMU,
A norpyxatocb B 61axeHCTBa Mope.
TAxxecTb MOPOKOB NSHXKET Ha naeyn,
B Buxpe 6e3ymcTBa, 3a60T 1 CKYKN.
bnarocnosnss, 3aXryTcs cseun.
Tbl MHe Ha njeyn NOMOXNULb PYKU.
UT06 HW Cyumnnocb cpean pasBasviH
XXW3HW CyeTHOM, X0UeTCcs OUeHb,
UTO6bI BCerga MeHs corpesanm
W 6epernu nro6rimMoro ouu.
S1 Npu3bIBato pasym 1 YyBCTBa, —
Jaxke B KoHUe 20-ro Beka,
HeT, He f0/KHO BbITb CEPO U FPYCTHO
B cepaue ntobrnmoro yenoseka!
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Remantic moods

PROTEST

| protest against parting ways.
| say “no” to quarrels—forevermore.
| walk into your tender embrace,
| dive into bliss like an endless shore.
The weight of sins may fall on my back,
In the whirl of chaos, dullness, despair—
But candles will light with a sacred spark,
As your hands rest gently there.
Whatever crumbles in life’s debris,
In this world of noise and confusion,
| only ask—let your eyes warm me,
Your gaze, my quiet solution.
| summon heart and mind to agree—
Even here, at century’s end,
It should never be gray or empty
In the heart of the one you love,

My friend.
1901
337 o)



MWP NHOW

MocmMoTpeTb Ha MUP APYTMMW F1a3aMuy XOYeTCst MHe.

Mwup, rae HeT Tebs,
rae Aylia B orHe...
Mup, KOTOpPbLIV paspyLUnan camu.

JonpocnTb cebs AOTOLLHO, A0 601, YTOObI NOHSATB,
Kak Mbl XOTenm XxXmtb?
Kak mornn meytaTtb?
Ecnn o6a ntobunun B HeBoe...

2013
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Remantic mecds

ANOTHER WORLD

| want to see the world
through different eyes—

A world without you,

Where the soul still burns,
A world
we destroyed
by our own hands.
To question myself—
Relentlessly,

To the point of pain—
To understand:
What kind of life

did we ever want?
What dreams did we dare to have
If both of us
Loved
in chains?
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O TEBE

S ¢ Borom roBopuna o Tebe.
CnoBa NMAnCb 13 cepAaua, Kak NoToKM.
Kasanocb, MHe nopa NoHsATb YpOKMU
M nepecsaTtb 3k3aMeHbl B cyabbe.

A roBopuna bory, 4to n06UM
Tbl MHOV 6€3yMHO BOMPEKN 3aKOHaM.
BHVMan moii Bor MovM €10BaM 1 CTOHaM,
W Bepwun yyBCTBaM 1 C/IOBaM MOUM.

2013
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Remantic mecds

U

ABOUT YOU

| spoke to God
about you.
The words poured from my heart
like rivers.
It seemed
it was time to learn the lessons—
To retake
the tests
of fate.
| told God
how deeply I love you—
Madly,
against all law and reason.
And God,

He listened to every word and cry.

He believed
my love
and the truth
| couldn’t hide.
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HE BEPHYTb

OueHb X0JIOAHO 1 HEeYIOTHO...
BcnomumHato Tensio TBOUX pyk,
Hawwm BcTpeun, NoYT! NOMUHYTHO,
W cepael Hawwmx b6eLueHbIi cTyk!

XKnsHb peKOoKo CrnewnT B 6eCKOHEYHOCTb.
He BepHYTb HN CEKYHABI, HU AHS.
ToNbKO HEXHOCTb MOK MOMHU BEYHOCTb,
B cepaue 6epexxHo YyBCTBa XpaHs!

2013
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NO WAY BACK

It’s so cold now... and so bare.
| recall the warmth of your hands,
Our meetings—almost minute by minute,
And the wild, fierce beat of our hearts.
Life rushes forward like a river
Toward an endless, distant shore.
Not a second, not a day can be returned—
But please,
Remember my tenderness
Forevermore.
Hold it gently,
Keep it safe in your soul.
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Pomarmupeckiie Hacmpoeri

HEXXHOCTb

51 HEXXHOCTb cobepy B NaA0HMU
N pam Tebe 13 pyk HanntbCs.
Mbl B HEXXHOCTU MOeli yTOHeM.
Mbl B HE60 yneTum, Kak NTULbI.
MepennbiBéM BCe OKeaHbl,
[Npeoaoneem Bce nperpagbi.
JiobnTb Tebs He nepecTaHy,

W Tbl — MeHs, NpoLuy, He Hajo...
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TENDERNESS

I’ll gather all my tenderness
And offer it to you—hand to hand—
So you can drink from it,

Like water in a thirsty land.

We’ll drown in softness, you and |,
And soar like birds into the sky.
We’ll cross all oceans, break all walls—
My love for you will never fall.
And you—please promise me just this:
Don’t ever stop loving me back...

2013
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Pomarmuneckie Hacmpoeriise

KPUK

MHe xoueTcs ¢ To60t0 NoMon4aTb
W oT Tebst MHe 60NbLLEro He Hajo.
Nnwb owyuwiaTth Tebs NnpeaensHO PSAOM,
Korpa B aywe Tak xoueTcs KpuyaTb.
Tbl, KaKk ckana, B 6€3MoBUY BENUK,
Tebe He CTpalleH poKOT OkeaHa.

I TBOV NOKOW 51 HapyLLaTb He CTaHy.
Myckai B rpyAn yMpET AyLUeBHbIN KPUK.
JInwb TBOEro CrokoMCTBUS HanbHCh
W panblue Xn3Hb NOKATUTCH, MOMYMTCS.
bes cTpaxa BBepx onATb B3METHYCb, KaK NTULa.
bnarogaps Tebe, 1 CHOBa He 60K0Cb.

2013
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Remantic mecds

THE CRY

| just want to sit with you in silence—
That’s all | need, nothing more.
Just to feel you utterly close
When my soul is aching to roar.
You’re like a cliff—vast in quiet.
The ocean’s fury doesn’t shake your stone.

And | won’t break your stillness with my riot...

Let the cry in my chest die alone.
I’lL drink from your calm like a well,
And life will spin forward again.
I’ll rise—unafraid—Llike a bird on the wind,
Because of you.
Because you made me feel
Safe again.
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Pomarmuneckile HACMpoeHLs,

HYXEH

Cpeav 3MMHein CTyXWu
nnu cpeam neta
Tbl MHE OY€eHb HYXeH,
Bcersa noMHu 3to!
[aneko nu, paaom,
Wb Ha Kpato CBeTa,
3abbiBaTb He Hajo,
uTO AbILLY A rAe-To,
uTOo Nt06110 6e3mMepHo,
UTO CKYYato OYeHb,
[0 C1X NOP XAy BEpHO
Tebs, Mexay MpoYnMm.
3Bé34 Ha Hebe COHMBI,
OTpaXascCb B Ny>Xax,
nycTb Tebe HaNoOMHAT:
Tbl MHE OYeHb Hy>eH!
2013
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NEEDED

In the chill of winter,
Or the heat of summer—
You are deeply needed.

Always.
Please remember.
Whether you're near
Or far beyond sight,
Don't forget—somewhere,
| still breathe, still fight.
| love you beyond measure,
| miss you each day,

And faithfully wait—
Though | never quite say.

The stars in the sky,

Reflected in rain—
Let them remind you:
You are needed
Again.

2013
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HE TYXKUTb

naBHOeE, He TYXWUTb,
naBHOeE, He copBaTbLCA.
Hapo Begb Aanblue XuTb.
Hago »xunBol octaTbCs.
MHoro paboTbl ecTb,
MHoro xnonoT no Aomy.
MnaHOB MOUX HU CYeCTb,
Hv nepegaTb gpyromy.
Tonbko aywa 6oauT,
CnoBHoO Kaneka, rnaader.
KTo eé ncuennt?

YTO OHA B XXU3HW 3HAYUNT?
HexXHocTu n nroben
KTo-TO eli Jo/IKeH, MOXeT?
3Hato, UTOo Ce N4 BW...
Tonbko BeAb HE MOMOXeT.
Kak 6e3 Tebss MHe XUTb?
Kak MHe X1BoW ocTaTbCA?
naBHOe, HE TYXUTb.
naBHOe, He caaBaTbCA!
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0

DON’T DESPAIR

The main thing—don’t despair.
The main thing—don’t fall apart.
Life must go on from here.
You have to guard your heart.
There’s still so much to do,
Endless chores around the home.
So many plans to see through—
Ones no one else will own.
But the soul still aches inside,
Like a cripple, it softly cries.
Who will heal it? Who decides
What a soul is worth, or why?
Love and kindness—maybe owed
By someone, somewhere still.
Yes, | know—c’est la vie—

But that alone won’t heal.
How to live without you near?
How to keep my pulse from slowing?
The main thing—don’t give in to fear.
The main thing—

Keep going.
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Nno30BU

Janeko 3a NoNHo4Yb. MHe He CnnTCA.
CepaLy HeT NOKOHA Mo HoYaM.
MpoxwuTa nocieaHAsa CTpaHMLa.
Joropaet pobkas cBeya.
KaxyTca peanbHOCTbIO CHOXETbI,
Te, UTO He CBEPLUUINCHL, HO MOTU...
M ocTanmncb NecHsAMU He crneTbl
Mex cnosmum Heba 1 3eMnu
Hawm oxuaaHums, Hagexabl
VI MeuTbl 0 BEUHOCTU N1HO6BI.
Ecnv nobuib Thl MeHS, Kak Npexae,
Tuxo 3a coboto nosoBun!
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CALL ME

It’s long past midnight. | can’t sleep.
My heart finds no rest in the dark.
The final page of us is lived—

And the candle burns down to a spark.
Scenes that never came to be
Feel suddenly, achingly real.
Unwritten songs drift silently
Between the earth and sky they kneel.
Our hopes and dreams still linger there—
Of love that might outlast the years.
If you still love me, if you care...
Then quietly—

Call me near.
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TOT, KTO PAJOM

Bcerga ecTb TOT, KTO MPOCTO PALOM,
KT0 6bITb HEHYXHbIM He 6onTCs,
KT0 corpeBaeT HeXHbIM B3rnsaom,
B koTOpOoM f06pOTa NCKPUTCS.
KT0 No3aboTuTCst 0 Ba)KHOM,

O noBcefHEBHOM 1 OObIYHOM,
O TOM, YTO HE3aMeTHO Jaxe,
YTo KaXxeTcs faBHO MPUBbLIYHbLIM.
Bcerga eCcTb TOT, KOMY Thl HYXEH,
K10 nt0o6UT, HO MOTUUT 06 3TOM.
KTo npurotoBuT TEbe yXXnH
W 03apuT gyLLeBHbIM CBETOM.
MNonpaBuT HOYbLIO OAEesAN0,
Mopact BOAMNYUKIN, eCIN HAAO...
Ckaxun-Ka, Hey>xenn mano
Toro, KTo NpocTo € Tobow pagom?

2014
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THE ONE WHO’S THERE

There’s always someone who is simply near—
Who’s not afraid of being unneeded,
Who warms you with a tender glance,

Where kindness softly sparkles, unimpeded.
Someone who cares about what matters—
The little things, the everyday.

What goes unseen, unspoken,

What feels routine in every way.
There’s always someone who needs you still,
Who loves in silence, never loud.

Who makes you dinner, lights your soul,
Without demanding to be proud.

They fix your blanket late at night,
Bring you water when you stir...

Now tell me—

Isn’t it enough
To have someone
Simply there?

2014
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BCE BYAET XOPOLLO

Bcé xopoLuo. Bcé byaeT xopoLuo.
He Ba>XHO, KTO N3 HacC 6bI/1 BMHOBAT.
HeBaxHo, A1 yLuna uib Tbl yLLe.
Bca npaBaa B TOM, UTO HET MyTW Ha3aga,.

HeBaxHoO, KTO N1t061A, @ KTO Urpan.
FagaTb He 6yaeM Ha KOdelHOo ryLue...
Ham nopo3Hb 6yaeT oueHb XOpoLUO.
Hagetock, Uto ana BCex Tak bygeT nydyiie!
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EVERYTHING WILL BE FINE

It’s fine.
Everything will be fine.
It doesn’t matter who was wrong.
It doesn’t matter who walked away—

There’s no way back. That’s just the truth.

It doesn’t matter who loved, who played.
Let’s not read fate in coffee grounds...
Apart, we’ll both be just fine.

And maybe—

That’s what’s best
For everyone

o

Now.
2014
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CKWUTAEM MOCTbI

Oxuraem mocthl. [1o BeTpy nenen.
Bcé ganblie He6o. Bcé 6amxke ag.
He 3Hato, rae Tbl. Ho rae 66l He 6bIn,
HeT MOCTOB - HeT foporu Has3ag,

YXxoanT neyans. bonb 3aTnxaeT.

He Bpems neunT — npob6aembl 1 6bIT.

Tebs, 6bITb MOXET, MHE He XBaTaeT,
Toro, KTO B cepALe MOEM 3a6bIT.
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WE BURN THE BRIDGES

We burn the bridges. Ash rides the wind.
The sky grows distant. Hell draws near.
| don’t know where you are—but wherever it is,
No more bridges—
No way back from here.
Sadness fades. The pain withdraws.
It’s not time that heals—just daily life.
And maybe... maybe | miss you,
The one my heart
Left out of its strife.
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Thbl

Tbl — MOV 6€3/10HHbI OKeaH,
Moeli ranakTuku opbuTa.
NcTouHuK cBeTa, yparaH,

Moin Bogonag, Mosi 3aLmTa.

Tel — AHK moeli gyun,
AP0 BCEX aTOMOB XeNaHW,
CBeya B KpOMELLHOW TbMe, B rNyLUKn
Masik A1 AanbHUX PacCTOAHWUIA.

Mol Kncnopog, Movi xneb, Mo Aom,
KocTép B HOUU, 1 B IMBEHb 30HTVIK...
Jloporun Bce B Tebe, poAHOM,
HaBek cowwnncb Ha ropnsoHTe!

2015
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YOU

You are—my boundless ocean tide,
The orbit of my galaxy.

A storm, a waterfall, my guide—
My shield, my light, my sanctuary.
You are—the DNA of soul,

The core of every deep desire.

A candle in the pitch-black whole,
A distant lighthouse, burning fire.
My oxygen, my bread, my home,
My shelter in a sudden storm.

All roads I've walked have led to one—
To you, my heart.
My constant form.
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HE JAPU

He sapv MHe COpBaHHbIX LBETOB,
Nx nornbens ayLy 6016HO paHUT!
Moaapw oxanky HeXHbIX CNO0B,
Ja Takunx, 4UTo cepAue He 06MaHyT.

Mofapv MHe KPOKYCbl B FOPLUKaX,
X uBeTeHbe J0Nro He cTapeer.
Be33ab0THbIVi COH B TBOUX pyKax
Moaapu, NyCTb OH MeHS corpeert.

Kode apomaTHbI 3aBapu

[Mocne HOUYM HEXHOCTU U CTpacTn...

A uBeTOB He Hajo, He Aapw.

He B UBeTax, BOO6LLE-TO, HalLlle cCYaCThbE!
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DON’T GIVE ME FLOWERS

Don’t give me flowers
Torn from the ground—
Their dying stings
My soul with sound.
Give me an armful
Of tender words—
The kind the heart
Will not misheard.
Give me crocuses
In earthen pots—
Their blooming fades
So slowly, not lost.
Give me careless sleep
In your warm embrace—
Let your presence
Be my safe place.
Brew me coffee
After passion’s night...
But no flowers.
They’re not our light.
Our happiness
Isn’tin petals at all—
It’s in what stays
When blossoms fall.

2016
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MWPAX

MHe Ka3anocb, Mbl BMecTe byaem
[oNro-A0Nro 1 HEXXHO-HEXHO...
HanneBaTb, UTO HaM CKaXyT /04N,
Ocyxgas nto60Bb HeOpeXHO.

Mbl yunnmcb 6epeyb MUHYTKMN
Hawwmnx BcTpey, No 3eMHOMY CNagKux,
YcneBanu 3abbITb 3a CyTKM
Bce 06uabl 1 Henonaaku.

O cuacTnmBoli cyabbe meutas,
Kaxablli Bepw, YTO cyacTbe 6113KO.
Ho mupax 3ToT BAPYr pacTasn,
Koraa Tbl noCTynuna Tak HA3KO.
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0

MIRAGE

| thought we’d be together—
Long and tender, side by side.
| didn’t care what others said,
Their careless judgment brushed aside.
We learned to treasure every glance,
Each meeting—earthly, sweet, and brief.
And in a day, we could forget
All tension, doubt, and petty grief.
We dreamed of happiness ahead,
Believing love was nearly ours...
But the mirage dissolved instead—

0

The day you fell
So low,
So far.
2016
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rPYCTb

AOXAb Ha yanue, NMBEHb CTEHOIA.
FpycTb Ha cepALe, BeAb Tbl HE CO MHOIA.
KaxeTcs, nnayueT He ToNbKO Hebo.
MnaveT gywa, noniakaTtb U MHe 6bil...

JoxXab XONoAHbIV U AeHb MO CepbliA.
B MbICAsIX NyCTO, HET B cepjLie Bepbl.
Ecnuv 661 MOXHO 6b1/10 BEPHYTLCS,

B npovlunble YyBCTBa OMATb OKYHYThCSA!

3aHOBO HayaTb, BCE COXPAHUTL.
BcTpeTuTth TE65, BHOBB MONOOUTD...
MpoLunoe K HamM HUKOr4a He BepHETCS.
NlnBHeM Ha cepaue N1Lb OT30BETCA...
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SADNESS

Rain outside, a curtain of gray.
Sadness inside—you're far away.

Feels like the sky's not the only one crying...

My soul is weeping.
And | feel like trying.
Cold rain falls on a colorless day.
My thoughts are empty,
My faith slips away.
If only | could go back in time—

To feelings that once were fully mine.

To start again, to hold it tight.
To meet you once more,
To love you right...

But the past will never return, | know.

It echoes in my heart
Like the rain’s slow flow.
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OHA

OHa
OnaTtb oAaHa.
HnKomy He Hy>XKHa,

CnoBHO BbXOKEHHAsA 3eMA4.

He cnut
Aywa, 6onur,
MnakaTb el He BENUT,

O cnokonHom cyabbe Mons...

Mnasa
OnaTb B cnesax,
CnoBHoO B cep/jLe rpo3sa,
CnoBHO XMBO eLLE OHO.
Oonatb
HeT cMbIcna XaaTb,
Vnn nto6oBb UcKaTb.

Bcé cropeno gotna gasHo...
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SHE

She—
Alone again.
Wanted by no one,

Like scorched, forsaken land.
Her soul—
Sleepless, sore,

Not allowed to cry,

Only praying for peace, for more.

Her eyes—
Again in tears,
As if her heart
Still feels the storm, still hears.
Again—
No pointin hope,
No reason to search for love.
It all burned down
Long ago...
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MHE HY>KEH

MHe Hy>XeH TOT, KTO 3aLluMLiaerT,
He HanagaeT kaxablli pas.
KTo BCe Npob6aemMbl caM peLuaer,
He rosopwur: «[pocTu, s nac».
KTo no3abotntcsa o gome,
OpeHeT NeToM 1 3MMOW,
KoTopoMmy B HOUHOI nctome
MpuATHO roBopuTb: «Tbl MOT!»
MHe Hy>XeH YenoBeK HagéXHbIN,
He mMa4yo vin HepBOMOT.
MoHATL MeHs He TaK YX CI0XHO.
Takoro BCTPeTUTb — Kak AXXeKnoT!
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0

I NEED

| need someone who protects,
Not someone who attacks each time.
Who faces problems with respect—
Not saying, “Sorry, not my climb.”
Who cares about our shared home,
Keeps me warm in sun and snow.
And in the hush of night alone,
Smiles when | whisper, “You’re my own.”
| need someone | can depend on—
Not a macho show or fraying thread.
It’s not that hard to understand me.
To meet that one?

o

A jackpot ahead!
2016
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NOBIO
Nobnto...
Ham BeTep enectut ANCTBOW 3eN1EHOA.
Mobnto...
CuatoT 3B€34bI B ropoje HOYHOM.
Mos...
MHe Tnxo wenyelb, 06HNMas COHHO.
TBOA...
S oTBeuato, 3a6bIBasiCb CHOM.
rae mbl,
A rze BCceneHHasi, — OnATb He 3HaeM.
Kak >XunTb,
Korga nepemeluannce HOUn, AHN?
Bce mbl
JIt06UTb 1 6bITb NOBUMbLIMU MEUTAEM.
MobuThb...

Korga cuaroT TUXme OrHu...
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I LOVE

I love...
As wind stirs green leaves in the trees.
I love...
As stars shine down on nighttime streets.
You say,
“You’re mine,” in whispers soft with sleep.
| say,
“I’'m yours,” drifting into dreams so deep.
Where are we?
And where is the universe tonight?

How to live
When days and nights lose shape and light?
We all—
We dream to love, and to be loved in kind.
To love...

Where quiet stars and hearts align.
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3AbBbITb

JlyHa B OKHO. A Ha ynuLe BeTep.
Cuxy. Ha cTone ocTbIBLUUIA YXUH.
OH Hy>KeH MHe, 0X, KaK OH MHe HyXeH,
Mol caMblll pofHO YenoBek Ha cBeTe.
Cysbba faBHO Haj cepALEeM CMeETcs,
Eli BCE paBHO, UTO TaM bByAeT C HaMW.
Mon, Balln npobnemsbl peLuaiTe camu.
UTto genatb, CKaxunTe, HamMm ocTaérca?!?
Hapescb BTalriHe Ha mepemeHsl,

He Bepto BCé xe B 11060Bb A0 rpoba.
N3meHbI TaM, rae HecuacTHbl 06a,

W cuacTbs He bygeT TaM, rae U3MeHbI.
Ckopel 6bl yTpo. /1 onATb Ha paboTy.
Mo feHb AenaMun BCeraa 3arpyxeH.
3a6bITb TOrO, KTO KaK BO3JyX MHE HYXeH,
[Jaii bor, noMoryT gHeBHble 3a60Tbl!
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TO FORGET

Moonlight in the window.
Wind outside the wall.
| sit alone—dinner gone cold.
And oh, how | need him...
My dearest soul of all.
Fate just laughs
At the ache in my chest.
“Figure it out,”

She says like the rest.
What are we left with,
When love slips through?
We hope for change—
But deep down, we knew...
I no longer believe in
“Till death do us part.”
Where there’s cheating,
There’s already
A broken heart.
| just want morning.
Work.

Another full day.

If | stay busy enough,
Maybe love
Will go away.
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JOTNA

Cepaue [0Tia COXOKEHO.
Fapbto HeCcéT 3a BepcCTy.
Sl NoOHMMar ogHo —
BbibpaB gopory He Ty,
$1 3abpena B NycToOTY.
Bcskuin ob6maH, kneBeTa,
Kaxaasa noxb Mexay CTPOK,
70 BCerga HecnpocTa.
STOT yAap 1 ypok
CepAue NpOH3AT TOYHO B CPOK.
He 06BUHSO Apyrux.
Hago nb KOro-To BUHUTL?
B aTOT rybuTenbHbIi Mur
MpOCTO He Xo4YeTcs XUTb.
MpOCTO He XOUYeTCs XUTb...
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TO ASHES

My heart—
Burned to ashes.

You can smell the smoke for miles.

| understand just one thing:
| took the wrong road.
And ended up in nothing.
Every betrayal, every lie—
Every false word
Between the lines—

It’s never by chance.
Each wound comes
Right on time.
| blame no one.

Is there even a point?

In this destructive moment—
| just don’t want
To live.

I just don’t want
To live...
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NrHOP

Mocne HeXHbIX HOYEN N AHEW

TBOV UTHOP MEHSI PaHNT BOMIBHO.

CNoOBHO B ro/10BY BbICTPENl MHe —
KOHTPONLHBbIN.

ToNbKO MOMHW, POAHOW, O TOM,
YTo Kakoli HM 6bina 6 yaaya,
TBOE cepaLe YOLET NOTOM
Otaaua.
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0

IGNORE

After tender nights and days,

Your silence cuts me—deeply, cruel.

Like a shot
Straight to the head—
Point-blank.
Brutal.
But remember,
No matter how bright your rise,
The pain you gave
Will one day
Be your
Price.
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CEPbI/ AEHb

Heb6o cepoe. Tyun v goxap.
Cepblli A4eHb 1 B gyLUe MycToTa.
3TOT cympaK BOKPYr HecrnpocTa.

Beab 51 3Hat0, UTO Thl HE NPUAELLb.

He 06HMMeLLb, He CKaXeLlb «CKy4an».

Hu pasBesTb TOCKY, HU CNYTHYTb.
Pasownuce. Ny kaxgoro nyTb
CBoli Tenepb: 1 MapLUpYT, 1 Npuyan.
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GREY DAY

The sky is grey. Clouds and rain.

A grey day—my soul feels hollow.
This gloom around me isn’t in vain...
| know
You’re not coming to follow.

You won’t hold me, won’t say “I missed you.”
Won’t ease the ache or chase it away.
We’ve parted—

Now each has a course,

A harbor,

A separate bay.
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KTO

C KaXkabIM AHEM Mbl BCé Aanblue, ganbLue
Apyr ot gpyra... Bcé 6onblue bansLun.
B kaxz0oM cnoBe 0CHOBa — /10Xb.

Y10 Xe ¢ Hallen Ntob0oBbIO byaeT?
KTo e nepBbLIli eé 3abyaeT?

A yinay nnm Tel yiaéwb?
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WHO

Each day,
We grow farther—

More distant, more strained.

More falsehood laced
In what remains.
Every word
Built on a lie.
What will become
Of you and I?
Who'll forget
Our love first—
You?

Oorl?
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HE BYAY

A1 He Byay NPOCUTb HW IIOBUTL, HU XaNeTb,
Ecnn cepaue oCTbIIO 1 XKanocTu HeT.
Ecnv Hawm meuThbl CNyCTS MHOXECTBO et
Y><e BbILBeNV BCe, HOBbIX NMeCeH He CrneTb.
A1 He cTaHy 6exaTb 3a TO60 N pblAaThb.
Ecnn B cepgLie TBOEM Ha npecTon B3obpanacb
Ta, apyras, n e Hag coboro gan BNacTb,

A MHe ayLly MO0 No3abbln Tbl OTAATh.

A ympy. Ho notom. §l He BnpaBe cenyac
MepecTaTb XUTb, 6OPOTLCS, N CHOBa MeYTaThb.
A ponxHa. 1 cmory. MHe npugérca onaTtb
Hayuntbcsa abiwatb, 6e3 T1ebs n 6e3 Hac...
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0

I WON’T

| won’t ask you
To love me
Or to care—
Not if your heart has cooled,
And no mercy is there.
If our dreams,

After all these years,
Have faded and lost their light—
And no new songs
Wait to be sung tonight...
| won’t run after you,
Won’t beg, won’t cry.

If someone else now rules your throne,
And |—forgotten—was left alone,
While my soul you passed by...
| may die...

But not yet.

Now is not the time
To give up living,

To stop the climb.
| must.

[ will.

I’ll learn again—

To breathe
Without you.

Without “us”

And stand still.
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JIIOBOBb

Jto60Bb He Takasi Kak Ka)eTcs cmna.
OHa U3MeHNTb Hac C TObOW He cMorna.
Mo kanne Hagexay peka yHocuna.
Mo cTpouke cbesana joBepure Mra.

J1to60Bb He 6bIBaeT HU 37101, HX NpeKpPacHOIA.
Korga oHa B cepaLe, Tbl MPOCTO XUBOWA.
Korza eé HeT, AHM 1 HOYM HanpacHo
C obpbIBa, CNeTasCb, NeTAT N0 KPUBOWA...
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W

LOVE

Love is not the power
It’s made out to be.
It couldn’t change
You or me.
Hope was swept away,
Drop by drop, by the stream.
And trust was consumed

Line by line, by the dark between.

Love is neither cruel
Nor purely divine—
When it lives in the heart,
You feel alive,

By design.

But when it’s gone,
Both day and night
Fall wasted,
Tangled,

Off course,
From flight.
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NnonPOBYIN

Ecnu g yXx Takasa nnoxas,
3auyem Xe 3a MHOW cTpaaaTth?
Apyryto Haign. He xas,
Monpobyi eli cyacTbe aathb!
Monpobyi, He Npeaasas,
MPOXWUTL C Hel JecaTKu NeT.
Bcro gyLuy ein othasas,

He oxunpas B oTBeT.
JapuTb, a He 6paTtbk! M yacto
MpoLaTts, He Mes BUHbI.
Co CTOpOHBbI NpekpacHo
YyxKune rpexvi BUAHbI.
Monpobyin cBon He fenatb,
3a C/1I0BOM CBOVIM CNeAnTb.
BbITb MOXeET, TOrga Mexay Aefiom
Thl TOXKE HAYUULLLCA XNUTb!
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JUST TRY

If I’'m really
So “terrible,”
Then why do you
Still ache for me?
Go find another.
Don’t speak ill—
Just try
To make her happy.
Try not to betray her.
Stay for decades.
Give her your soul—
Expect nothing repaid.
Learn to give,
Not always take.
To forgive

When you’re not to blame.

From the outside,
Others' sins
Always look clear.
But your own?

Try keeping them near.
Try to speak
With care, not heat.
And maybe—just maybe—
You'll finally learn
To live.
Complete.
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KOTAA-HUBYAb

Korga-Hnbyab s nepectaHy Xaathb.
Be3yMHO Xaxay 3TOro MrHOBeHUS.
UT06 B cepaLie MMp, @ HOYbHO YTObbI CNaThb,
N KaxabIl HOBbIN AeHb, Kak BLOXHOBEHME.
Korga-Hnbyab 51 1 He BCMOMHIO MU,
KoTopbli Mexay HaMu CTEp XenaHwue.

N He 0 Hac poaNTCSt HOBbIW CTUX.

W cTpax noTepu nam pacctosHUS.

M He c To6oV NUTb KOde Mo HoYam,
MeuTaTb, FPyCTUTb UM XaneTb y4acTInNBO.
CnewmnTb K 3aBeTHbIM TaliHaM 1 Me4Tam
A1 6yay He c Tobol! Ho 6yay cuactameal
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%

SOMEDAY

Someday,
I’ll stop waiting.
| crave that moment
With all my being—
When peace returns to my heart,
And | can sleep at night
And greet each new day
Like a spark of meaning.
Someday,
I won’t recall the second
That burned the last desire away.
No poem will rise from “us” again—
No fear of loss,
No miles in the way.
No more late-night coffee with you,
No shared dreams, no tender regret.

No rushing toward secrets or hopes we knew...

I’ll chase new ones.
With joy.
Without you.
And
No
Regret.

2017

o

391

o



0

o




About the Author

Lilia Yermak is a poet whose words capture the essence of life’s
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