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NNonocom Kannac

O6opsaHo. /lo akkopza.

Paccrasnuce. Pacnanuch, kak IOJIOBUHBI IJI0/A:
Ha MAKOTb U KOCTOUKY.

OpwuH yumb BeicTpest. CaMOyOUICTBEHHBIH.
ITopox cakaeT 03KOTH, KaK PO3bI CaJIOBHUK.
[Tpomait HayorO.

Mpb!I pasjieresnuch Ha MUJUILOHBI AaTOMOB.

Mapusa Kamnnac:

«Apu, MO TOJIOC YIABIIUH ThI OYZEIIb CITBINIATH IOBCIOZY,
OH CTaHeT 3By4YaTh BO CHE, JIUIIUT PACCY/IKA, 3aCTABUT
crarhcs,

[IOTOMY YTO yMeeT OpaTh JII00ble KPEIOCTU .

Moii rosioc, Tebe OH Mellas, He TaK JIn?

He Tb1 11 ckazan: «Jloporas, m033us — HENOJIHOI[eHHA.
MHe Hy»KHA KeHII[UHA —

IUIOTH OT ILJIOTH, KOCTh OT KOCTH 3€MHas, MOE II0Z00ue».
Komner cBg3u.

Mapus Kasnnac:
«TpI He BEPUJI, YTO 5 MOTJIA YMEPETH OT JIOOBH.
3Hali ke — g yMmepJia.
Mup orsox. ['onoc He nepeHéc
HHU30CTU TBOEH MOIIEINHBI.
Ho 6oru I'periuy, OH OTOMCTHUT 32 MEHS».

Mapus, Bc€ moBTOpUMO. B maprkckoil KBapTupe
JIM, B PyCCKOH IIPOBUHITUM.

Marepu oTpeKaroTcs, He TO YTO — JIIOOOBHUKU.
3auem UM MOJIJINHHUKY, 3a4eM OOTHMHHU — UM,
KOT/Ia eCTh KOITUU U3 pedpa.
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In the Voice of Callas

Cut off. Before the final chord.

We've parted. Separated like a ripe fruit:

flesh from stone.

Just a single shot. Suicidal.

Gunpowder plants burns, like a gardener roses.
Farewell for a long time.

We've fissioned into a million atoms.

Maria Callas:
“Ari, you'll hear my broken voice everywhere,
it will sound in your sleep, drive you crazy, force you to
surrender,
because it can conquer any fortress.”

My voice somehow bothered you, didn’t it?

Didn’t you once say: “Poetry, my dear, is not enough.
Ineed a woman—

flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone, just like me.”
End of the affair.

Maria Callas:
“You never believed that I could die of love.
Well you need to know—I did.
The world’s gone deaf. My voice could not survive
the meanness of your slap.
But the Greek gods will avenge me.”

Maria, everything can be repeated. In a Paris apartment
or in the Russian provinces.

Mothers give up their children, to say nothing of lovers.
Why do they need originals, or goddesses

when they can make a copy from their ribs?
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Aoxab

JT02K/1b 111EJT BECH JIEHD.
CTyyasiu KaIlTH TI0 JKeJIe3HBIM CKaMerKam,

U MHe BCOOMHWICH YeX0B Ha KAKOM-TO CTapUHHOM JUBaHE,

0OOJIBHOH.

51 He BeTaBasia TOT JIOJITUH JIEHD € TIOCTEIH.

OT CHOTBOPHOTO OTSIXKEJIEBIIIAs, CJIOBHO 00JIaKO.
MHe Ka3aJ10Ch, 4TO CYIIECTBYET BCEMY MPEJIEIT.
Ho s11060Bb IpoIILIa, 1asKe TOCKA OTCTYIINIIA,
CJIOBHO IIAKAJIKA, IIPEAUYYBCTBYA U CKYJIsL.

POBHBIM CUETOM HHUUYETO HE OCTAJIOCh — KOMHATA.

Jlo:K/1b IOJIMBAJI, IOKA HE CTEMHEJIO.
U Bapyr s mopesasack ryiKaMu HOYHOTO I0e37a
Y 3aIIaKaJa.

OTTOr0, 4YTO CJIOBAMH HEJIL3.
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Rain

The rain came down all day.

The drops clattered against the iron benches

and Chekhoyv, ill, sitting on some sort of old-fashioned sofa
came to mind.

That long day I never got out of bed.

I felt weighed down by the sleeping pill, like a cloud.
There’s a limit to everything, it seemed to me.

But love passed and even yearning faded,

like a jackal, baring her teeth in anticipation.

In sum, nothing remained—just my room.

The rain poured down until it got dark.

And suddenly the whistle of a night train slashed through me,
and I started to cry.

Because words can’t say it.
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